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OAT AHOY!” said a voice. 

‘* The same to you, and many of ’em!”’ replied Fun, adopting 

~ , See language of his interpellator with his accustomed 
acility. 

It was NEPTUNE who spoke. Fun on perceiving him assured him 
that his boat was not a hoy—that in fact there had been no hoys since 
the steamboats took to running to Margate. 

‘* Exactly so,” said old NEPTUNE, ‘‘ there are such remarkable im- 
provements and inventions now-a-days, that I almost expect to have 
the sea taken-up in shares and converted into a limited company— ” 

‘*And then you will say you have not a notion,” said one of the 
sea-nymphs, who had overheard the old riddle on the sands at Rams- 
gate, and thought it was new and original. NEPTUNE smiled, but 
Fun rebuked him for laughing at the aged. The old man of the sea 
tittered feebly, and murmured something about a ‘‘ wetter’un.” 

‘‘Why, you must be ‘a Constant Reader’—the party who is 
always sending me those old jokes,”’ said Fun. 

‘*No:—I seldom get anything to read,” said the marine deity. 

‘* You have the Weveduir series, of course,” observed the jester. 

‘* Well, I get an occasional volume of modern fiction, at times, 
coming among my flotsam and jetsam after falling off a steam-boat 
in the season.” 

‘* Floating, eh? I should have thought them too heavy for that— 
but, to be sure, they are so bad they don’t deserve to ‘go down.’ But 
you were saying—” 

‘‘T was observing on the novelties they introduce now-a-days, 
Who would have expected to see the wooden walls of England made 
of cast iron ?’”’ 

‘Who, indeed? or for that matter,” said Fun, with a knowing 
nod to the Nereids who bore the old gentleman, ‘‘ who would have 
expected to see an Ancient Mariner, like you, hauled up by water 
lasses instead of windlasses?’? The young ladies tittered so tre- 
mendously that they nearly let the old boy drop. Their style of 
dress made them intensely susceptible of the bare notion of a joke. It 
should be observed, that they were clothed from head to foot in surge. 
They wore seaweed in their hair, but though they only had a little 
spray each, their head-gear was so much larger than the ordinary 
bonnets, that the vulgar sea-urchins (Zchinus comm:) head-dressed 


- we beg pardor—addressed to them the question “ooze your hatter ?” 
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NErtTunE was, not unnaturally, a little jealous of the attention paid to Fun by his fair attendants, 
‘‘Never mind him,” said one of the damsels encouragingly, ‘‘ his barque is worse than his bight.” 

‘«T suppose his bight is, like his bark,a bay. I should expect as much from an old sea-dog.” 

The pun restored harmony. NEPTUNE piped all hands for a pipe, and began to blow a cloud. 

‘‘What cheer, mate?” he remarked, ‘‘ I see you’re on the cruise in your yacht.” 

‘You're right. The crew’s under me, and we're off for a sail—our weekly sale, in fact.” 

‘* Where away ?”’ Ls ‘ 

‘Round the globe, of course,—the largest circulation in the world,” ana Fun waved his hand. 

‘‘You’re not going ?”” said NEPTUNE, anxiously, 

‘Oh, I always go,” was the reply. 

‘«Well, give us a lock of your hair, then.” 

“Would you dis-tress me? But I shall expect aslice of your main, in exchange.” 

‘‘Sir, youcommand the ocean! You are the man at the commonweal, not to be spoken to—our pilot—our beacon— ” 


‘‘ Pilot, and beacon, eh ? You must be thinking of stearine candles; or taking me fora lighter-man, But I must be off, 


while the tide serves.” 
‘ The tide is not the only one who feels bound to serve you,” said NEPTUNE. 


** That’s neat,” said Fun. 

‘* Take it so, if you like,” said the encouraged marine deity. ‘‘ Or will you take it ‘warm with’ ?—name your tipple.” 

** Not to-day, ks,” replied the wit ; and the Nereids went off into fits of laughter at the joke—which they saw, but wa 
will defy any one else to observe with the naked eye. 

‘‘Must you go?” asked N E, with obvious regret at losing so pleasant a companion, ‘‘ Who ig te fill yeur place ?” 

‘* My volume,” aptly responded Fun. : 

‘*A volume of water ?” 

‘* No, of spirit; but warranted pure and unadulterated.” 

‘* Spirit | mom ih ie connntial F ; 

** Yes, for the we penatng of everybody. In fact, everybody takes it. Here’s one for you!” 

‘* A thousand thanks! you hear of any extraordinary high tides don’t be astonished—~I feel I shall split my sides! ” 

tf > | ur piga-tdes are always attractive,” said Fun, returning the compliment. ‘‘I have known people quite carried 
a y them 

ut NEptuNE had disappeared. Ho had rushed off to the confusion of botanists, who are unacquainted with a 

rush [ Ruscum litterale] in sea-water ; and also to his palatial cave, where he flung himself into his dais and eo 

has been a dispute among scholars as to a passage in A’schylus—‘ kuudrwv dvjpiOuov yékacua.” If the commentators 
oui oz ae seen NEPTUNE now, they would have understood the meaning of the “endless laughter of Ocean,” for he 


Ghe Minth Volume of the Hey Series of Fun. 
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NOTHING AT ALL IN THE PAPER TO-DAY. 
peers at all in the papers to 
y! 
Only a murder somewhere 
or other— 
A girl who has put her child 
away, 
Not being a wife as well as 
a mother. 
Or a drunken husband beating 
a wife, 
| With the neighbours lying 
: awake to listen : 
es Scarce aware he has taken a 
AES life 
st hee Till’ in at the window the 
ha dawn-rays glisten. 
tia Z But that is all in the regular 
Se mR There’s nothing at all in the 
: paper to-day. 
Nothing at all in the paper to-day ! 
To be sure there’s a woman died of starvation 
Fell down in the street—as so many may 
In this very prosperous Christian nation. 
Or two young girls with some inward grief 
i Maddened, have pl in the inky waters. 
; Or a father has learnt that his son’s a thief— 
, Or a mother been robbed of one of her daughters. 
Things that occur in the regular way— 
| There's nothing at all in the paper to-day. 
: Therp’s nothing at all in the r to-day, 
Ss Unless you care about ny the Chy— 
| How great rich rogues for their crimes must pay 


{Though all Gentility cries out “ pity !’’) 
4 the meanest hopes that robs a till— 
ere’s @ case ’m not forgetting, 
The lad only “ herrowed™ as such lads will— 
To pay some money he lost in betting. 
But 1ere’s nothing in this that’s out of the way— 
There’s nothing at all in the paper to-day. 
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Nothing at all in the eae to-day— 
But the Births and Bankruptcies, Deaths and Marriages, | 
But Life’s events in the old survey, 
With Virtue begging, and Vice in carriages : 
And kindly hearts under ermine gowns, 
And wicked breasts under hoddan grey, 
For goodness belongs not only to clowns, 
And o’er others than lords does Sin bear sway. “ 
But what do I read >—“ drowned! wrecked!” Did I say | 
There was nothing at all in the paper to-day ? | 





A Pretty Figure! | 

Mr. Vernon Harcourt—Historicus of the Times—has made his 
maiden s h in Parliament, and in it he spoke of an old sword that 
we must ~~ a and burnished as we have received it from our | 
ancestors. e — 

‘‘ If the present be not an age in which it is required, we should preserve it for 
future use, when pelitical storms may arise, when it may prove asecurity for the 
throne and a safeguard for the peeple.’”’ 

We really don’t see what use a sword would be in a storm, or how it 
could protect anything. Did not Mrz. Harcourt mean an umbrella? 


Fair or Pharos? 


A peputation of the shipping interest waited, the other day, on 
Mr. Lowe and Mr. Bricur to ask that the “light dues” now charged 
on them might be thrown on the national exchequer. Very properly 
the Ministers declined to interfere; and Mr. Brieut, who is a little 
new to matters of navigation, e his opinion that if the dues 
— light the deputation would do well to pay them and say nothing 
about it. 





One a Penny. 


Ar Blayney, in New South Wales, one hundred and eighty horses 
were sold at a penny a-piece. ‘There would be little difficulty in 
— be on horseback in that part of the world, supposing one 

d a turn for hoss-tentatious charity. | 





A Common “Eco Taicx.”—Counting your chickens before they are | 
hatched. | 
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DOUBLE “ACROSTIC, No. 105. 
“Wa had so many- ll the winter through, 
"That — though this ist heir. most fittine— 
‘Weshould qnite ooo without them do : 
“The weather-clork ‘ this plague remitting. 
1.—Altho 


ugh by gardeners.accurst, 
"Tisnot a thing that’s at its worst : 
And yet.as far as I can dearn 
Like things at worst it’s apt-to turn. 


2,— While there you seldom shiver 
From winter's stern attack : 
Thence, touching, sir, your-diver, 
You seldom bring one back. 
3.—For Capratn Cook and La Prrovse 
“This title we were wont tovuse 
Ere steam’s great -powerwas found. 
But, ah, since steam has done the trick, 
The name is given Jack, Tom, and Dix, 
Who “swing "¢’euld anchor” rewnd. 


i4+ Oh, Docror Warts ! en Docror W arrs ! 
’yeen read 











FUN OFPICE,'| Wednesday, March 10th, 1869. 


T is rather diffictitt¢eeedhow what some people call the “ spoils ” 

‘ ofthe Irish0Gharchedtildhavedbeen better bestowed than upon 
“those imstiteliiens whith?the Premier has selected, the lunatic, 

and deafvenaad umb and similar charities, which ‘may 

“be! dooked upon aswestabli ts of practical religion. It is not 
altogether certain-whethcr thisaase of the Church funds is not restora- 
tionsrather than “oenfiscation,’’ osx. DisraEwi calls it. The 
momasteries and otherexeligious heuses%of earlier times were the hos- 
asylums, andy s@hools, so toys sisimce the sick and afflicted 

r were their special-oharge. scheme, beyond this im» 


amediate ‘benefit to: noe sot tea wey fo thei the rT th 
struggling po — 







































was it nobwatt Nour poertishave by- lots ! ! 
"Your tales ®?dogs hat barke-and ‘bite, 
Of lions and/®f. bears that: 
, “Be Bernat evereclt 
oy in ‘pee 5 
there. “Itisaswell not tg Y caust ows 4h uagrbeo 
' Orndihey “mmy-injure thehealthy part Was never verymuch to me. 
doctors mato bleed Bet Mn. andido got Your poetry one error blots— 
much. itime ‘to Bat Mz. Giapstane It’s too.instructive, Dr..Warrs ! 





5.— T fackins,”’ eae OF AS, “ a s’bleod, 
Dll eeore-your cos m of mu 
Gaiman tn a comune bert of sack!” 
A terrible lot of odd terms, good lack,— 
And Sir Topazsaid this, when the waiter came back! 
Soutvtion or Acrostic, No. 103.—Shipwreck, aan : Seal, Hel- 
vetti, Lf, Paste, Web, Ridotto, Euthanasia, Carcavet, Kars 


Correct SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 103, RECEIVED Marcu 8rd.—Ruby’s Ghost ; 
nS. and.Louisa BR. . 


we 





fr is not very often that one catches the Saturday Review in a 
blunder ; tho to be sure, not very long ago it made a bad mistake 
in admitting an article on “ The Flo ging of Girls,” the only effect of | 
which was that a smart turned it—into-an -advertise- 
ment to catch the prurient. owever, a mistake of taste in the 
Superfine is more common than a’ blunder in mere ‘classical matters. 
Here is a blunder of this latter: kind. ““The~reviewer*of a work on 
Italian sculpture quotes’ the epitaph on a certain‘ tomb, in which 
epitaph the Countess “Montoro, erecting a “monument to her only 
daughter and—though still livingto herself ‘also, says :— 

“ Filia. sue unice benemerenti, et sibi, vivens, posuit.’’ 

Thereat our reviewer warms. up and: quotes. and comments in this 
wise :—“ Filia sue wnice vivens,posnit !' What.a taleof,long past and 
™ otten sorrew)isin the simple words!’’ ‘Bosh !—the“‘vivens’’ has 
g to do with the words he thus selects—it belongs to and ex- 

aiahad the “ s:di,” though he seems to think it lends a greater tender- 
ness to the expression. .The- line, in,short, runs thus in English :— 
“To her beloved and ae and to herself, while living 
a this monument.” ‘But the- “reviewer garbles the quotation 


“To heronly daughter she; while ‘stil! living; erected,’* etc. 
And that is absurd. 














JA Bweet. Prospect, 

Tuey are beginning to mantfaeture sugar in Suffolk fronibect-root. 
“Tf England to he be-troo(t),”as theold prophecy saysywe shall 
be able - beat-the*foreigner outwofithe:market. Until news France 
has beert the only country thatidid much in:thisway : butithediFrance 
has always had an inclination to sack+a-~Rhine. 
















A StrongiLikeness. 
‘Tue following sentence is clippédfrommarecently publishéé-mewel :— 


“La d her:father had been wholly:unreserved 
he ee > fine 2s . S ager to each Gthespaind of 
Surely we have «seen something ‘Hike litiibeforé! It bearscadttron 
resemblance: to; the relation which @meansand {Pomrey, voreimetort 
Pompzx,.bore,.to.one another. 

























“Dus Daily Telegraph has’ lately taken to giving a sort of report of 
the Literature Market, in brief notices 6f new books. “The notion is 
not a bad one— better, atleast, than-devoting two or three columns to 
the fools who: write to the.papers on-all conceivable and inconceivable 






All Among the*Batiey. 
We have ition the authority of the poet that ‘the gayeand bearded 
barley smiles. “We*have applied to an eminent agriculturist for an 
















topics. ex nee of th and’ he 
ut is. the D. 7. us a quite new style of critical P ¢_ phenomenon, he. says it»smiiles from ear 
P A woh Gbcatetns aediictrcome ar hens recently oo ~ 
ee aneree we are teld that it : : 







Tus Era of 2ist'February contains the’ following . advertisement :— 
“ Wanted, immediately, a Gentleman to sustain‘the Heavy business.” 


Was not thisthe very situation for Mr:Epwarp'WatTxin Epwarps ? 
The trifling duties connected with :bis: pesition:.ws: Official Assignee 
er have left manyspare: hours: om thatiaccomplished gentlemun’s 


‘“Weshall estteapeinbedene ‘this little volume causes a considerable fuss.’’ 
~ Now,. that is lofty! 


Tue publishers ‘of a Nature-would save 
anbee would put the they 
intend to send us itha a” e never read the publication, 
which has the shabby outwatd appearance of those vile sham-medical 

























“MILCDNSSS. OF: THE SEASON. 


Vaceration is “very: forwatd ”’—the same may. besaid of the rising 
generation. 


THE worst keupocre wuick A Man.caw 2x. Consienze—The Limb 
o’ the Law. 


nh aan ‘Syoornaxr iA | Tiok le. Bad. 






exterior — 
oar quind. on: i ion,! and.it .meeded not: Rooke 
Lyon v. meus convince ‘Dis cinpiyrekeing oven the tr as. well 
_ —— -delusion. cmt age he twaddle 
such. spiritualist publications, childishly 
-abwerd that only fools could" tétieve, “invent 
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THE CHOSEN CHAMPION. 
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AN ANTIPODAL DINNER. 


By our own CONNOISSEUR, 


Ir ever I should be reduced below a neck of mutton and turnips, or 
a tender, juicy beefskirt, commend me, my dear Editor, to a plate of 
Kangaroo soup—that is to say, of tin-can-garoo soup, with a glass 
of still hock, ared mullet, to give alittle flavour to the next dish, 
which should be Kari de Moutcn, boiled in Sydney, and put under an 
air-pump, with dry sherry to take off the woollinets ; a couple of Kubab 
Byezas, or vol au vents, made of the fur of the striped Bunyip, and 
washed down with a glass of red Burgundy. This, in the absence of 
a dish of tripe and cnions, or a stewed sheep’s head and parsley sauce, 
might be followed by beiled boned legs of mutton, squeezed into a 
canister, and certainly very satisfying at the price, even when they 
are sold at sevenpence a pound ; a slice or two of beef done up with a 
French name, and a good disguising sauce, and a bit of raised pie to 
give a zest toa tumbler of champagne. I think it possible that after 
this I might experimentalise on a wing of widgeon or a teal, and so 


11 


natural for sheep to taste like woolly flocks—all might be well, and the 
national rationale would be that nations would save their rations. 

Seriously, my dear Editor, and approaching the subject after mature 
reflection, and an excellent dinner from as prime a haunch of Scotch 
mutton as I ever remember to have put a knife into (and, by-the-bye, 
I’ve still some of that old sherry left)—seriously, I say, why should 
people spend fourteenpence a pound on rumpsteaks (and venison is, I 
believe, very little cheaper), when they can get meat sent them at so 
much lower a price? It is true that the shins and heads, and what 
are called the inferior parts of meat in this country, are sttainable, 
but what well regulated tind could submit to a repast composed of 
beked lamb’s heads and roasted potatoes ; of ox head and leg of beef 
soup, flavoured with ¢elery tops, barley, carrots, and onions; of 
stewed cow heel, garnished with bacor. and turnip-tops; or boiled breast 
of mutton and parsnips, unless these dishes were served with French 
names for sauce? Ihave a notion, my dear Editor, having cined, that 
there is more to be done yet in the way of preserving Australian meat 
for a little /ess tin, literally-as welbas figuratively ; and that at present, 





wind up with a gélée de: Geelong, a créme 4 Ja Melbourne, and an | well'devised instruction'in domestic economy and household cookery, 


Australian wafile ;. by which time I am convinced I:should have 
partaken of a dinner of: a truly colonial character, and one which is 
only possible in an age when sheep can be bought for half-a-crown in 
one part of the world, and boiled down for sale, at sixpence or seven- 
mo a pourd for prime joints, after a voyage to the other side of the 
globe. 

Statistics, of which I'am delighted to say I knew nothing whatever, 
declare that sheep ‘fon the Plate’? average 56lb.—and it stands to 
reason, that even allowing for great waste in cooking, they must 
weigh halt as: much on the:dish ; and I leave anybody to jadge what 
a saving must be effected when they are shipped free on board. 
don’t know why this sort of argument is always considered so con- 
clusive, but I know my impression—on a recent occasion, when I was 
invited tothe Australian meat banquet at the Cannon-street Hotel— was 
that if our army, our navy, and (I think, but I'won’t be quite certain) 
our volunteers, together with the Quezn, the Privez or Waxes, the 
Princess of Wars, and the rest of the Royal Family, our foreign 
visitors and the guests of the evening could only be induced to buy 
eens cooked, and get over ‘the: ral flavour of stewed 
fur ¢ippet, by the free: use of salt in their soup while the 
acclimatised their palates to the mutton, by remembering that it is 


asa partof the scheme of national education promised us this seesion, — 
might lead to a recognition of the value of those so-called inferior | 
parts of the meat which are now so neglected, but many of which were | 


regarded by old-fashioned gourmets as choice dishes, worthy, when 
properly prepared, of forming a special banquet of themselves, such as 
a birthday dinner, or a jovial club supper. I can’t help faneying, too 
(and this is after a third glass of the dry wine I mentioned), that I 
could suggest a capital experimental dinner to the editor of the 
Gastronomic Art Journal—an admirable publication for those who ean 
afford to dine at one pound seventeen a-head. Here is my Menu in 
kitchen French :-— ; 

Potages.— Jembes de beevfs ; Pieds de moutons (clair). Poiseons.— 
Harengs frais; Filets de plaice Anglais. Entrées.— Pieds de bevfs 
gelée avec garniture de jambon ; Rissoles de porc étouffé. Relevées. 
—Téte d’agneau 4 la créme; Roast rump of beef (Anglais). Rots.— 
Pigeons; Lapins 4 la eauce piquante Pancakes; Beignets de pomme. 
There, sir, will you come and dine with me ? 





Fisumonorrs’ Havt.—An indiscreet speech from the President of © 


the Board of ‘Trade. 
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**THE MONDAY POP.” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ma. Warts Puriures’s capital drama of the Dead Heart has been 
revived at the Adelphi, where it draws as large houses asever. Robert 
Landri is one of Wesster’s best impersonations; and, indeed, 
the whole of the Adelphi company seem well suited. ARTHUR 
Sriauine as the Abbe Latour, however, fairly shares with Mz. WensTER 
the honours of the ing. It is with great regret that we observe 
that a habit of dwelling at too great length on her words, first ob- 
servable in her acting of Sally in No Thoroughfare, has become con- 
firmed with Mrs. Me.ion, and much detracts from the excellence of 
what used to be one of her best In Brutus, the Terror of Kings, 
we miss the broad humour of Mr. Toote: Mr. Betmore’s forte does 
not lie in this ieular direction, and he is better suited with, we may 
say, better work. The Dead Heart is preceded by one of the regular 
screaming old Adelphi farces, Did you ever send your Wife te Camberwell ? 
—first made famous, if we mistake not, by poor Wricur. 

Ow Wednesday last Mz. Ronert Bucuanan gave his second reading 
from his own works, at the Hanover-square J tes The selection 
was perhaps Ay go ares as that of the first reading ; for though it 


contained some of Mr. Brcuanan’s. best works, they were y 80 
suited for ing aloud. “Liz” and “The Starling” were by far 
the most though “The Little Milliner” and “ Poet 


Andrew ” were both very well received. Mn. Bucnanan’s delivery is 
clear and distinct, but a trifle too slow, at any rate for the 
humorous poems, which would have told the better for a little smart- 
ness. It is also doubtful whether an alteration of pitch here and there 
would ~ oe comenes the wneveesne effect of monotony which is 
produced by a w evening’s reading by one reader. But these are 
minor defects. We feel that Mz. Bucuanan will become one of our 
recognised readers, and we welcome him as such with pleasure. It is 
not often that we can find a poet capable of in ting his own 
writings as Mr. Bucnanan does, to the delight of intelligent audiences. 
Mz. anp Mrs. Howarp Pavi have taken the Great St. James's Hall, 
where, on the 11th and 12th instant, they will give one afternoon and 

evening performances of oe ae entertainment, and will in- 
uce a variety of new songs fresh characters. 





A Poor Loox-ovr.—A workhouse window. 
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! ‘IT'S THE EARLY BIRD,” &e. 


By a Li®-a-sep. 


More than one has shown how hollow 
Is this proverb, and absurd ; 

For the worm, it sure must follow, 
Got up earlier than the bird. 


Doubtless too the bird in question 
Eating with too great a zeal, 

Suffered much from indigestion 
Owing to that morning meal. 


And it would not be surprising 
If tkat birdie fell a prey 

To the sportsman—early rising 
Makes the aim so sure they say. 


Perhaps its young too—had it any— 
By their parent left forlorn, 

Caught catarrhal ailments many 
From the keen, cold air of morn. 


Other birds—for birds will chatter— 
When they saw the bird alight, 

Might have chirped with scornful pafter— 
“Ah! the rake’s been out all night!”’ 


Summing up the case concisely, 
This decidedly I say, 

Early birds don't get on nicely, 
Early rising does not pay ! 


EEO ee 


| 


eal 


Lines on Miss Lydia Thompson’s Locks. 


Uron the Atlantic’s further side 
They're saying that her hair is dyed ; 
And Lyp1a is compelled to swear 
Her legal right to her own hair. 
E Yet needs she not to feel aggrieved, 
For you and I might be deceived 
By one so perfect in each part, 
Her art seems nature—and her nature art. 





Hibberd! of Thee I’m Fondly Dreaming! 
‘To this gentleman we must refer a correspondent who inquires if 


the clematis is indigenous to Great Britain—if not, when was it first | 


ac-clematis-ed (evidently meaning ac-climb-atised). For our own part, 
a should feel inclined to reply to his first Seale Decktecasly 
not! ‘ 


EPIGRAM. 


Tue fact a deal of clamour makes 
That half-a-dozen Kittiwakes 
Have in the Park been seen. 
The OverEenp and Gurney mulls 
Prove that there always lots of gulls 
Have in the City been. 


More’s the Shame! 


Enrx—strange to say—has this “chalk” over Albion: — Here, no 
man can make headway without strict application, but how often do 
we see that “ No Irish need apply” ? 





Quite so! 


A sEriovs contemporary who is given to publishing moral maxims, 


says :— 
* Good order is bread; disorder is starvation.” 
And that is all very well ; but “ idleness is loafing.” How about that ? 





LITERARY NOTE. 


Ww B see that Messrs. Macmrian announce, among other new works, 
Bacon's Advancement of Learning. Does Bacon owe this advancement 
to Hogg’s Instructor ? 





TO DINERS-OUT. 


Time your jokes with discretion. For instance, reserve rather for a 


public dinner than a friend’s table your remark that the soup is not 
“the cheese.” : 
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A GIRL’S LIFE. 
In Siz Chapters. 





CHaptTerR I.— BAnyxuoon. 


Tue dearest of dimples, the tiniest face, 

With a baby’s bewitching, inscrutable:grate, 

Can we fancy just now she will go the-whele pave, 
When her wee head has known’seventeen*summ«ers ° 

For now she’s a laugh and a kiss and asmille, 

Looking up at mamma with shy glance all the-while ; 

A coquette in her cradle she'll sweetly beguille 
With a childish flirtation albewmers. 





Cuarrer I].—Grernoop. 


A crri— sweeter fur for the shy little look, 

As she bends'o’ersa novel, or some lesson book, 

At some-nice Tittle boy, ‘tis herearliest“‘ituke,”’ 
in a game that-will end in-her winning ; 

Though cynical Brron-might snecr-at-a girl 

Who enjoys bread and butter, the tiniest curl 

On her head can set-young thoughts in amorous whirt, 
And the loves of a life are beginning. 





CuarTerR ITE.—Mamennoon. 


Grown older, she grows alsosweet and serene, 

There’s a halo of love around pretty nineteen, 

And she rules o’er a court, an Imperious*queen, 
Whose commands are so pleasant to follow. 

Fair lady, I counsel you, bring down your bird 

While he sighs for a smile, while he hangs on a word, 

For a man’s heart, as, doubtless, you often have heard, 
Is terribly vacant and hollow. 





CuapTer IV.—MarTronuoop. 


You’re married,—now throw off the flimsy disguise, 
He’li look on you now with far different eyes, 
And you'll feign the politest, serenest surprise, 
If he ever expects wifely duty. 
What’s the use of a husband but this, so you'll say, 
Just to hear all your whims, and to grin, and to pay, 
He’s a bore too, sometimes, when he stops in the way 
Of a victory won by your beauty. 





CuarTeER V.—MoTHERHOOD. 


You’ve children? Ah,-well! keep them safely upstairs, 

Let them play with the nursery tables and chairs, 

They’re a source of annoyance and infinite cares, 
If once you begin any nursing. 

You’ve too many visits to make and receive, 

And you’ve too many pleasures from morning till eve, 

And you’ve too many balls, where you’ll dance and deceive 
In a part that needs little rehearsing. 





CuarpTter VI.—Tue Enp. 


Ts ‘the tale well-nigh teld ? Has the end come at last, 
‘When the pleasures and sins.of your life are all past, 
_And.a something is creeping your heart round so fast 
-That. you'gasp for a breath ? With stern face he 
Comes in who will strip off the tinsel and gold, 
And your heart will cease beating—your face will grow cold, 
And the sod and the daisies upon you be rolled— 
And I sigh—“ Reguieseat in pace.” 


‘Long Looked-for, Come at Last. 

A COTEMPORARY, king of the cancelling of the appointment of 
Chief Engineer and of Machinery at Chatham, observes :— 
“Though sudden, it is believed that the order was not expected.” 

Isn’t there someanistake here? Can it be that theugh looked-for the 
order was not unexpected—no! not that: but these things are so very 
confusing, we must leave our readers to puzzle them out for them- 
selves. 


TALKING OF THE WEATHER. 

Ir will probably be imparted to. you by some close ‘observer of 

Nature that “The weather’s ‘been very open this season, Sir.” 
Answer him, “Yes! Open to a good deal of remark!” 





Tue First “ Man or THE WORLD.” —ATLAs. 
Cxvms-rets.— Robin red-breasts. 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MARCH. 


Tue Cornhill winds up “That Boy of Norcott’s” too abruptly. 
It is one of the best of Mr. Lever’s latest works, nevertheless. 
“‘ Lettice Lisle” is good. Mr. Cuantes Reape interests us with the 
opening of hismew story “ Put Yourselftim His Place.’ Of the other 
articles, one on’“* Railway Signallimg ’ismmest readable. The bit of 
verse is passable. ‘The illustrationsarednforior. 

London Society is somewhat dull. Mr. Boonanan’s “ London Lyric ”’ 
is sweet and «musical, and “Cousin Car” “flews) pleasantly. “With 
the Court at Compiégne ” is amusing,.and«wo is“ Days at the Crystal 
Palace.” But'the puzaleof the number is*toifind out the meaning of 
the illustration to “Officers and Gentlemen ”—an amusing sketch, by 
the way. “See the Story” is inscribed beneath the picture, but hours 
of study have failed to diseover the connection. “The spittures on the 
whole «are good, though dt»is doubtful whether the crude sketch of 
Counress Srencer will dewredit to the memory of that clever artist, 
G. H. Tuomas. 

ja-weuld be more weleome if it brought usa) hi instal - 
ment of “Bound to John Company.” Mins. Hory, Mn. URY, 
and Mx.‘Sawver, however, combine to maké the number«aqgoéd one, 
and Min. ‘Sana; though somewhat too vielently virtuons;is@mmsing on 
ad Costume.” The illustratiomseare feeble, especially that to 
“M ny’# Daughter.” 

In Temple Bar'the best things are’ “'The Jealousy of Levers,” “ Six 
Years in the Prisons of England,” and a scrap of “4 Panis Gossip.” 
“Tyrrell’s Confession ”’ is better than the runoff ‘J. B. verse ; 
but it is -difficult to conceivethow the author, who hasananaped'the rest 
so well, shouldshave plunged into such an execrable couplst.as— 

‘* The thought of all that chanced before 
The vision of the broken /aw,’’—(lot !) 

Tue Argosy has a good “de@hmay Ladlow” thismactith. “ Mrs 
Hubbard’s Three Warnings” is amusing,and “Clariora” fanciful 
and musical. ‘The Editor’s-stery occupies ‘more than half the magazine 
—is not that*too much? “The less said *about’ the illustration the 
better ! 

Under the Crown continues tormake its way, and may be looked upon 
as fairly established. Its conductors must, however, guard against its 
being overdone with essays and treatises. The stration is sus- 
ceptible of improvement still, but altogether the magazine presents a 
satisfactory appearance. 

Tue London isin full force this month, with more, and perhays 
boron a than usual. The Ladies’ Treasury and Le Follet are al:o 
to hand. 





— 


Lrser Stupp-urvum.—A betting-book on next Derby. 

THE BEST PERFORMER ON THE FLYING Trapeze.—One who will fly 
with it out of sight and never come back. 

WHEN SHOULD a Man “ Come vp Suitine ?’’— When he dives upon 


@ pearl. 
Buswers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, uiless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourse’ves 
responsible for loss. | 

ConsTANT READER:— You are right in your conjecture ; but we cannot 
adopt your suggestion. 

ARRIED SUBSCRIBER.—A modern version of Horace. 

Mens.— Other men’s, though guaranteed as original. 

P. Q. (Cheltenham).~ P. Q.-liarly bad. 

R. B. writes to suggest the starting of a Lilliput Bed at the Child's 
Hospital. “It would bea practical way of proving that FUN’s readers ean 
do something else besides langh.’’ We have no doubt any sums forwarded 
to the Secretary, at the Hospital, for that a will be duly a as 
our correspondent suggests, and we should be glad to. hear that the potion 
had been acted upon. 

Srmon.— A fuss about nothing—don’t you think so ? 

H. (Copthall-court).-Hew often must we repeat we do not require 
acrostics ‘a ).~Bee-abo 

M. caster) .— above. 

x 

F. C 





Stamford).—Has been forestalled elsewhere. 
: HOMSON (William-street, Limehouse).—You are toe courteous. 
Why did you ask our opinion if you thought it bad ? 
LACKLAND. - We regret to have to refuse, but have reasons for doing so. 


Declined with thanks :— Bicester Hunt. Ball; J. M. W., Queen’s-place ; 
H. R., Notting-hill 


‘J. O.; A. S. B., Glasgow; Fama semper viret; 
C. W. W., Greenwich ; Veil of Tears; Hermit Crab; Briefleas; Ca et La; 
J. M. T., Maida-hill; C. J., Braintree; F., Woolwich ; Pius X.; A. M. Z. ; 


. H.,j Surrey-street; S. G., Aberdare; J. E., Belfast; A Subscriber; 
epartee; C. E. B., Wigan; J. O'R. H., Maguiresbridge ; Craig hall ; 
. L., Hitchin ; T. © eke Wee. es Veen toe +» BO am ; 
“¥F. Dublin ; Miles, Dublin ; F..B. R., Woolwich ; P., Liverpool. 
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SOMEBODY OR NOBODY. 


Mooss00 (to man who has just touched his hat to stout party on horseback) :—“ TELL ME, SARE, WHO IS ZAT GENTLEMANS ?”’ 


Man :—“ Ou, WE CALLS ’EM THE Mare AND CoRPORATION.”’ 


———— 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tus beautiful old ballad of “Robin Gray” has been selected by 
Ms. Cartes Grszon for the foundation of a novel, as it was by Mr. 
Hauimay for the plot of adrama. But while the playwright managed 
to spoil the story in Daddy Gay, the novelist has adhered closely to it, 
and availed himself of all its strength in his work. But we must not 
allow our readers to su that the novel of Robin Gray (BLACKIE 
anp Son, Paternoster-row) is a mere version of the ballad. The 
first volume exhausts the whole of the history of the poem, and the 

i cab Se rz. Dia levy. toss os benk Vovemnse & Choronghly 

inal, though quite in keeping with the spirit of the ballad. e 
have seldom read a more engrossing tale. It is next to impossible to 
it down when you have once begun it. Yet its incidents are, 
exciting, not made up of the ordinary sensational materials. 

The characters are admirebl y drawn, with a strong national flavour 
: : am isdship his title, 

is a subtle bit of painting ; and Ivan Carrach may claim rank with 
Hatteraick as a creation of a peculiar class. If we must find 
it is with the extraordinary development of Jeanie’s character 
her husband's incarceration ; though there is no limit possibly to 
the power of womanly instinct under such trying circumstances. e 
end of the story may not be quite in accordance with the wishes of the 
could be thorough caiefactory Oe pees ik cates fo cleats Oo 
y sati . It wo air to dismiss the 

work without a word of praise for the capital way in which the back- 


OVER COATS, 


[ Moossoo makes «@ note to that effect. 


ground—the little seaside village of Portlappoch and its environs—is 
sketched in, with the quaint population and the oddities of the place, 
not forgetting Girzie Todd, and her “ Cuddie,’”’ Dawnie. 


A New Lyte. 


WE beg to suggest to the various painters, who about this time are 
on the look-out for subjects for the Royal Academy, that they will do 
well to look over the Miscellaneous Poems of Mr. Lytz, M.A. We will 
give them a sample, only bargaining that if any artist succeeds in de- 
picting it he will give us the first refusal of the canvas—and we will 
avail ourselves of it. Here’s the gem :— 

‘* The Alps, the Alps, the joyous Alps, 
Are all soenadl an teen high ; 


I bow me to their snowy scalps 
That rush into the sky.” 





A Tovucu or Irony.—The skates in the ironmongers’ windows of 
ate. 
Tue Route vor true GALLAnt.— County Gal-way. 
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NOTICE.—Now ready, the Fifteenth Half-yéarly Volume of FUN, being 
THE EIGHTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each, 
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OF CERTAIN ODD FISH. 


By ovr own Complete ANGLER. 


* Scnotar.—There be, so I have heard, some strange kinds of fish in | 


the ponds beyond Brompton, and you have already told me so much, 
that I am willing to believe still, more especially as the powdered beef 
went mighty well with that last pot of ale; and here, now, is a con- 
venient place to rest in under the trees, where we may see the river 
without the trouble of casting a line. 

_ Prscaror.—And, indeed, I have heard that just here such a cast 
would add but little to our basket, for the finny tribes are not without 
their commonwealths ; and such a pother as hath been made of late 
about their concerns 7 
officious persons, that hear from those who have been here since 
Martinmas the best chub, as well as the grayling and the bigger 
perch, have left these waters ; but they might be captured alive and 
mewed up in those tanks which your credulity hath called ponds, 


there to be made a gaping stock of, which is what a well-ordered fish | 


never can endure. Therefore, there are but sticklebags, minnows, 
and it may be a few millers’ thumbs, down in the mud, the which are not 
worth our wetting a line for; and the large game have sought far 
better quarters up above by the paper-mill, where there is a dam, and 
good baiting-ground withal; though some do hold that the liquors 
and chemicals that flow down from such places are abhorrent to the 
fish, and cause them to lose flesh. All I know is that within this 
week past I have taken some thumpers close by the pool of the mill, 
and that they did bite freely, as though they had the appetite that 
comes of soundness; and it hath seemed to me that those alkalis and 
medicaments that come down may be healthful to fish when they have 
been over-worried by the restless science of mankind; just as we, when 
full o€ care and the sickness that comes of worldly strife, betake us to 
the waters of the German springs, or, which is is more to be com- 
mended, soberly drink seltzer with our wine, and correct the evil 
humours of the body with potash and soda. 

Scuotar.—Truly it is pleasant to hear such wisdom, and this is a 
fresh proof how men arrive at true knowledge, by contemplation as 
well as action; being, if one may say so, busy without excitement, 
and thoughtful without indolence. I remember well that I saw some 
of the naturalist’s fish which were bred in boxes of glass, and others 
imprisoned in troughs, and there were many of them sickly and over- 
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the naturalists, who one would think but | 


grown, with a kind of outer tumour or wart, that would make no 
man’s mouth water to eat them for breakfast, though I have heard 
| that from these tanks we are to have our river stocked withal. 

| Piscator.—Ah, such is the short-sightedness of those legislators 
' who are not also anglers, and love not a lifesuch as ours by the river's 
brink! Even science cannot make a silken purse out of a sow’s ear, and 
| fish thrive ill in water-butts. The streams have been cleared of fish 
| in season and out of season, and now it is thought to mend matters by 
| putting in sickly things that will scarce breed, instead of leaving 


| those that are here already to their own affairs. 
hath been called a notable invention, for that it taketh from the river 
and the sea that which cannot thrive on land; and casteth into the 
water that which makes living things therein to perish or to flee, and 
| is wanted to enrich the soil, and grow food for man and beast. 

Scuotar.—It hath often struck me how great a resemblance there 
seemeth between the words shore and sewer. 

Piscator.—Yes; and itisthese seeming affinities that your notables 
are ever running their heads against, which if such an action would 


break the affinities it might be well; but breaking their heads instead, 
we have all sorts of vagaries, that can only be escaped by getting out 
on a day such as this, and contenting the mind with sticklebags till 
men grow wiser. But methinks I saw a dimple in the face of the 
stream, as though the soft spring rain had kissed it. We will get us 
under this tree for a while, and discourse on the strange properties of 
the herb called tobacco, the which, by-the-bye, fish cannot abide, 
a I should not greatly wonder if some wiseacre do some day use 
it for bait. 


Ear, hear! 
In an account of a duel between two fashionable Paris celebrities, a 
contemporary says :-— 


‘“‘ Both of the principals were hit; one in the ear, which, we must all allow, is 
rather too near to be agreeable.”’ 


Well, that depends on the length of the ear to a great extent; and we 
should be inclined to credit these gentlemen with a geod supply. 


Tue Enp or a “ Fast” Lire.—Starvation. 
A Bap Pivcx’p ’Ux.—A Tough Geose. 











It is this science that | 
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FUN OFFICE, March 17th, 1869. 


AS it struck none of our M.P.’s, that the full statistics sup lied 
by the police to Lorp Kimnerey for his measure for p g 
habitual criminals tell more against the force than in favour 
of the bill, which, after all, will depend to a great extent on 
their capacity for working it? We are informed that there are 
twenty- thousand known thieves and burglars, three thousand 
and odd receivers, a ae thousand vagrants, and twenty-nine 
thousand “ sus ” It is a pity that alongside of this accurate 
| knowledge of felondom, we had no return of the number of undis- 
covered thefts and robberies which occur. Are the energies of the 
boasted detective force so exhausted in supplying the number of wrong- 
doers, that the misdeeds escape notice? The thing is absurd! The 
police know all about it—so accurately that they distinguish between 
the twenty-three thousand known and the twenty-nine thousand sus- 
= But when a robbery is committed all their exhaustive know- 
edge doesn’t bring them to the right track—except when “they 
receive information,’ which means when’ an outsider guides them, or 
“peaches” on his friends. It is to be supposed that their excuse for 
not catching the icular thief out of ‘the exact twenty-three thou- 
sand is that of the nigger who counted the whole litter of pigs— 
except eve little black and white one, who ran about so that he couldn’t 
count him. 


Ir is to be hoped that the iy wooo: will not allow the dis-appoint- 
ment of Mr. Epwarp Watkin Epwarps to pass unquestioned. Apart 
from his aptitude for jobs, which should recommend him in that 
quarter, he displayed very valuable powers, and a versatility which 
was surprising. e an admirable Chancellor of the 
Exchequer for the late Ministry. Indeed, the } gel of paying for the 
going out of the Abyssinian expedition, and utterly ignoring the 
cost of its return (which the new Government has had to pay), might 
almost have been by the adviser of the firm of D 
anp Gurney, remarkable for his skill in keeping the cases he had to 
deal with out of bankruptcy. To be sure, as an Official Assignee he 
ought not, perhaps, to have exercised this skill, because it was 
ing the shop to which he belonged, and on this ground he ma 
have dismissed. But dismissed he is—and so exit E. W. E. 
Those initals, by the way, form the word “Ewe.” There will be 


little difficulty in guessing the colour of the sheep. 





Lovers of the sea and its beauties will be glad to learn that steps 
are being taken to procure an Act of Parliament for the protection of 
the sea-birds. They add a charm to the scene, and are useful sca- 
vengers; so that as the ornamental and useful they have a claim on 
us. But the student of nature does not go into the question of use 
and beauty. It is enough to him that these harmless creatures have 
been endowed with life and a r of enjoyment ; and—except in 
extreme cases—are not killed food. It is hard that the coast- 
visiting cockney cannot leave the poor birds alone, and that men even 
who should know better are tempted sometimes because a gun is at 
hand to deprive the shore of one of its graceful habitants. But when the 
e 


birds are shot at the time when they are rearing their young, the 
question becomes graver; and it to be hoped that there will be a 
“close time” for them, as there is for and even Reynard, 
the roost-robber. 

Tus day Dark Blue and Light Blue meet once more to a the 
sovereignty of the Thames. blic sympathy must go with the Cam- 


bridge crew for their pluck in continuing the contest. Should Fortune 
favour the Light Blue, Oxford men will be the first to congratulate 
their rivals, and in doing so will be half consoled for defeat. 





A Confusion of Terms. 

We hasten to assure Snossrns, who called on a Duke the other day 
and got kicked down-stairs for his pains, that he will hardly be justi- 
fied in saying that in his relations with his Grace he has acquired a 
good footing. He might be mistaken. 

PITCH AND TOSS. . 

Ir instrumentalists require new horns in. uence of the altera- 
tion of the pitch, dots it w that mad bulls require new horns 
for their toss ? _The question leaves us on the horns of a dilemma. 


A “Rara Avis 1x Ternis.”’—Miss Swann. 


--—. - 
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ING! Sing! little 
. maid, from 
your seat on 
the boughs, 
Very pleasant, 
no doubt, but 
unsteady. 
Did you scramble 
up there to be 
safe from the 
cows ? 
Why! My love, 
you've a lover 
already ! 
What a queer lit- 
tle man with 
his hand on 
his heart, 
All his hair 
with emotion 
unaisy, 
If the horse of his language don’t follow the cart, 
You must not be surprised, little Daisy ! 


Laugh! laugh! little woman, but mind you don’t fall, 
For he may not be able to catch you; 
You’ve chosen discreetly a lover so small, 
For a bigger than he wouldn’t match you. 
Maybe that his merriment’s due to his nose, 
Or maybe his plans are but hazy, 
Or is it his fortune is small? I suppose 
At your feet he is flinging it, Daisy ! 


Sigh! sigh! little girl that you’re bound to confess 
“ieee neither ao bread nor or wet 
ill spring out of nothing, and living on less 
Is faxeely delightful, you mutter. 
Oh! isn’t it hard that this story-book love 
In reality never is lazy, 
“Tis pleasant to swing it, but one little shove 
Brings both of you down to us, Daisy! 


Say! say! to that naughty boy-lover who kneels, 
And talks just as long as you let him, 

You are ey sure he declares what he feels, 
Though it’s best on the whole to forget him ! 

You know he’s neglected his sheep, you believe 
You’ve driven him frantic and crazy ; 

But now that he’s done for, you daughter of Evz, 
Why, what is the use of him, Daisy ? 


Sing! sing! little maid, he’ll go back to his sheep, 
And you will go on with your beeper ing, 

You’ll sigh very likely—and know he will weep, 
But the last thing you dream of is sinning. 

*Tis merely the way of the world to forget, 
And the ways of a woman are mazy ; 

There are lovers and lovers in plenty—but yet 
They will not always kneel to you, Daisy! 





Bruce-que Economy. 
_ Tue Government are introducing reduction with great advantage, 
into speech as well as other branches of its duties. On Tuesday, 
March 2nd, the following speech was made by the Home Secretary, 
on the subject of— 
TURNPIKE TRUSTS. 
M . 

a! a @. Curve acked whether any legislation on this subject was contemplated 
Mi ces ae good talk, 

RUCE set a e le. If th less there 
would be more work done. oie ate ate 


The Last from the House, . 

Wer pave. been sarees, that the other rene the Siamese ree 
were taken ) ouse Commons to see proceedings the 
English Parliament. They unfortunately aera ees at the end ef a 
debate, and were thrown into such a state of by the cries of 
“Divide! Divide!” that they beat a precipitate retreat. 


Tus Eprronut “ Wesz.”—His Youngest. 
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BiFfE Few RIPE: 


ACT I. Scene 1.—Macronarp’s Castle-haill, 
With Mistress Ursvuxa discovered tatteng. 


Ursvta. My brother Angus has gone forth to fight 
The Clan Mackane. I hope he won’t be killed. 
But as the clan is eight-and-twenty strong, 
And he is only one, a betting chiel 
Would back the clan at very lengthy odds. 
To her there enters LILIAN, her niece. 
Lit1an. Good morrow, auntie. Has papa come home ? 
You weep? That tear informs me he has not! 
Alas! I wish he wouldn’t fight so much, 
I often tell him these perpetual rows 
Do not become a Highland gentleman. 
Alarms and excursions heard without. 
Then enter men, with Kenelm prisoner. 
A Man. Your father is no more ; Mackane’s claymore 
Has sliced him as I'd slice a cucumber! 
Lian. Mysterious man! Although your words are framed 
In dark enigmas; yet I read your meaning! 
You meant to tell me my papa is dead ? 
A Man. I do. 
LILIAN. Well, well—perhaps it’s for the best. 
A Man. But here is Kenelm—son of the Mackane— 
He is our prisoner. Let him be slain — 
To expiate his father’s murd’rous deed. 
Litian. Back, man! Although his father murdered mine, 
If I don’t mind that murder, why should you? 
Tue Cian. Give us his blood. 
nee gin aa back! 
e is a charming boy, and plays his part 
With much eulipeadin vitae. re 
If you destroy him, how will you relieve 
The classic tedium of the next three acts ? 
Tue Cran. In truth that thought did not occur to us. 
But if he lives he must adopt our name 
And choose a pattern for his Syd’nhams! from 
The fifteen different tartans of our clan. 
He must consent for all his life to wear 
The curious kilt 6f the Macronald tribe, 
The kilt that’s made in puckers at the waist, 
And knows no mean, in length, ’tween inches nme 
And inches six and thirty. He shall wear 
That kilt made out with crinoline and wire 
And underneath that kilt the worsted tights 
That, trumpet-tongued, proclaim Macronald’s clan. 
Lian. All this, and more, the frightened youth shall wear. 


ACT II.—The Convent of St. Catherine, 
Where, somehow, Li.tan is visiting. 

To Littan enters Oscar (Clan Mackane). 
Oscar. My Litian! 


He wants it all. 


Liuyn. Oscar! How I love thee, boy! 
ove loved Oscar! By the bye, my dear, 
O are you? What's your clan? 
Oscar. The Clan Mackane. 


Liian (in horror). Back, monster! Clan Mackane? My 
brother killed. 
My father! oh, away! away! away! 
Oscar. This is unfortunate, indeed ; but see, 
My brother ’twas who killed your sire—not I— 
You are to marry me, my dear, not him. 
If you'were going to espouse my brother, 
Then your objection would be just indeed! 
Lirian. , thou reasonest well. Embrace me, love! 
I thank thee for that sensible remark. 
Oscar. Thank Doctor Whately, Lilian—not me 
Lruian. A prayer for Whately, Oscar, ere we part 
They kneel and pray for Wuatety. End of Act. 


ACT III.—A Valley, where the coryphée 
Of Clan Mackane are halting on ar eared. 
Enter Sim Oscar. Ballet girls ali cheer. 
Srer Oscar. Thanks for this welcome. 


Micnaz.. Save that he sits Is my brother well 


And yields himself an wali, rst 
To thoughts of vengeance and acute remorse 
Because his son, young Kenelm, has been slain 
By fierce Macronalds, he is pretty well ! 
Mvrpock, Stir Oscar’s brother, enters here. 

Str Oscar. My noble brother, I’m about to marry ! 

M vrpock. Then go to Davie’s—but, nay, pshaw! I rave 
Whom would ye marry, boy? Come, give it mouth 


We hear that a certain portion of the 
“‘liquor-up”’ on the strength of the result of i. 
Doubtless they gave effect to their inclinations in the shape of “ goes 
of gin—“ two outs.” 


Sim Oscar. Whom would I marry? I would marry her 
Of course) who's daughter to our deadliest foe. 
‘air Lilian, of Macronald’s haughty tribe! 
Murpockx. Wed a Macronald! Never! Marry one 
Whose father slew my pretty little boy, 
The boy who’s pleasant espiéglerie 
So brightly cheered the dulness of our Acts ? 
Sir Oscar. That is the lady I propose to wed. 
Murpock (dissembling). I consent (aside) I don’t. 
I will be even with ye, brother, yet! 
Come (this is sard aloud) we'll witness now 
The corps de ballet of the Clan Mackane. 
Grand ballet, with a song, and curtain falls. 


ACT IV.—Room in Macronatp’s Castle. Night. 
Fair Li1an enters in goliloguy. 
Linian. My Oscar! What a pity ’tis that you 
Should happen to belong to Clan Mackane! 
If you belonged to Clan Macronald, we 
Might marry comfortably any day. 
But as you don’t, we can’t. What follows then 
But that ’twere better, if you wouldn’t mind, 
To join our clan and let dissensions end. 


Enter Mackxane in harper’s dress disguised. 

Mackane. Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
‘Whose trembling steps have led him to your door— 

Lian. Oh, certainly, come in, my poor old friend, 
And play me something on your quaint old harp. 

Re casts off his disguise as princes do 

In pantomimes when changed to Harlequin. 


Lrt1an (exclaims in mortal terror). Who are you? 
Macxanez. I am thy hated foe, the dread Mackane. 
Your father slew my son, and I am here 
To pay the debt I owe your clan, in full! 
Liz1an. What would you, monster ? 
MACKANE. I would have thy blood. 
It is a haughty boast of the Mackanes 
That when a member of the clan is slain 
They seek for vengeance— not against strong men 
(For strong men could return them blow for blow) , 
No, they contrive a nobler plan than that, 
They catch some timid woman all alone— 
Some woman who could never hit them back. 
And when her clan don’t happen to be looking, 
They sheath their poniards in her bosom—thus ! 
About to stick his dirk in Liit1an’s ribs. 
Liz1an. Hold, fiend! My father never slew thy son! 
Behold him here! He’s waiting thy embrace! 
Young KenewM enters from @ secret door. 
Mackane. It is—it is my son! Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Who saved thy life, boy ? 
KENELM. This young lady did! 
Macuane. Then she shall marry Oscar. Oscar, ho! 
Oscar appears and runs to LILIAN’s arms. 
Thou shalt espouse Macronald’s lovely girl! 
Macronalds and Mackanes henceforth are one 
At least, as long as “ Life for Life”’ shall run! 
(The Curtain falis because the play is done.) 


OvrsEtves. A piece in literary merit strong, 
A piece in story and construction weak. 
It is much longer than it needs to be, 
Playing (on Saturday) from eight o'clock 
Until eleven thirty, ad our troth. 
Miss Netison plays the of Lilian. 
Her elocution is extremely clear, 
Her voice is sweet—her face expressive, too. 
She plays the part with much intelligence, 
Although she’s somewhat mannered in her style. 
Mackane’s by Mr. HERMANN VezIN played ; 
One sees in every thing this actor does 
The thoughtful, educated gentleman 
(The a is hardly worthy of him, though). 
Miss Mrxniz Sipney played a sprightly boy 
So nicely as to please our Lordships much. 
The scenery is good—the dresses poor, 
And (to a Highlander) ridiculous. 





Out on Ye! 
ish of Bridgwater saw fit to 
the late election petition. 
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QUITE TIME! 


Old Gent (waking up suddenly) :—“ Hi, porter! WHERE DOES THIS TRAIN 


STOP NEXT ?” 
Porter :—“ Don’t sTOP ANY MORE, str!” 


Old Gent (excitedly) :—“ Not sToP ANY MORE! 
poor—I’Lu Ger our here!” 


Herz, ui! 
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A CRY FROM THE CAM. 


March 17, 1869. 


Ou, thou, whatever name enhance 
My calling to thy ear, . 
Oh, Fortune, Favour, Luck, or Chance, 
My fond petition hear! 
Thy mighty nod the sons to-day 
Of Cam and Isis wait ; 
Reverse thy wheel, dread goddess, pray, 
And, oh! reverse our fate. 


For eight sad years have briny tears 
Filled Alma Mater’s eyes: 
Eight times in vain with painful strain 
Her sons have sought the prize. 
But consolation’s hidden deep 
Behind the tears that gush ; 
For though she often had to weep— 
| She never had to blush. 
| 


Let Setwyn say, let Grirritus tell 
(No braver e’er have been) 

The toil that they endured so well, 
The pang they felt so keen. 

Four years in swift succession still 
Found Kinexake at his place, 

Alas! for science, pluck, and skill— 
Four years we lost the race ! 


Wilt thou not grant us of reward 
To reap a single tithe ? 

Was it for this we toiled so hard 
To Baitsbite and Clayhithe ? 

Oft Ely’s towers looked grimly o’er 
Our training contests there, 

And Cam grew narrower than of yore 
In sorrow and despair. 


And, oh, if now from Mortlake’s bank 
Ring forth the voice of fame, 

And Science, Valour, Beauty, Rank, 
Our conquest all proclaim, 

We'll say it did not cost too dear 
To lose in days gone by, 

If now we list to such a cheer 
For such a victory! 


A “Foc” Sicnat.—The Last Glass. 





A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE. 


Tue party was over. So much so, that I was the last to leave, and 
when I came into the lobby found there was only one hat there. As 
usually after evening parties that hat was not mine. But that 
was not the worst of it. The gentleman, if he will permit me to call 
him so, had left his head in it; a fact which, while it excused his 
thoughtlessness in taking my hat by mistake, rendered my position the 
more confusing. 

A few moments of meditation sufficed to show me the course I had 
to pursue. The hat, I should mention, was far too for my own 
head. I stepped into the supper room, which was | y on the same 
floor, and hastily snatching up a dessert spoon, I severed my own head, 
which vee to the servant, telling her I would call for it in the morn- 
ing. I then clapped on the head and hat in the lobby and left the house. 

en my difficulties. My body, accustomed to the habits 
inculcated by my own head, was utterly at a loss to reconcile itself to 
the strange directions issued by that which belonged to the strange 
Ree He was evidently of a j nature, for he knocked at 


e 
oors, and rang bells, and chaffed policemen with an audacity which 
mac and tremble under,him. Nor was thisall. He 
insisted on my body accom ing him into public houses and par- 
taking of whisky—Irish whi inihidh-gewe, aiyrbedy: seit faint 
glimmering of his nationality. make matters worse, [rish whisky 
is one of those things which my stomach has a horror of. Consider its 
feelings then when in the midst of its disgust it was conscious that 
somebody else’s lips were smacking as if it approved of the beverage. 
' To ebm a 9 oe orca ogy wpa the greatest 
ty to compelled it to walk in another 


made my legs 


anxiety home, the strange 

direction. is did not matter much at first, as my body supposed the 
head was only going to its own home. But eventually it turned out 
that the head was taking my innocent corpus to the midnight haunts 


of vice and TASES g Thereupon ensued a terrific struggle, in the 
course of which I fell down several times with such violence that it is 
strange the head did not come off. But the head, as might be ex- 
pected, got the better of it; though my body was so exhausted it 
could hardly obey its dictates. However, before long it was in the 
haunts of iniquity, and my stomach was taking in more of the whisky 
in which his lips delighted, while my lungs were asphyxiated by the 
cigars that tickled his | 

But this was not to 


long. As my bod reluctantly takin 
his head to a fresh haunt we meet eee y 5 


ey met a policeman, who charged me with 
drunkenness. The s ead hiccuped out a co denial, but 
my sober and enraged body was so st by the insult that it let fly 
with its left, and the result was that after a brief mélée with several 
members of the force, head and trunk were taken to the station-house 
and locked Ube To aggravate my misery, the head then took it into 
its head to ache till morning, when we were taken before the magistrate. 
The futile efforts oy body made to compel the stranger’s head to ex- 
plain the solution of the mystery were set down as evidences of con- 
tinued intoxication. The result was my pocket had once again to pay 
for another’s head. 

On my discharge, I hastened to the house where the party had been, 
and recovered my head, leaving the stranger's in the bottom of the 
Hansom eab. I found my own head aching from the anxiety it had 
felt, on reflection, about the safety of its ’ 

Strange to say, though I have explained ail this to my wife, she will 
not believe it, and still insists that I must have been intoxicated and 
disorderly ! 





SOMETHING LIKE A CONJUROR! 
Ir’s all very clever to prod 
show us the man who can bring chops from the gridiron ! 


[Mancu 20, 1869, 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 106. 


Terr fortunes are the theme of every tongue, 
Alternate are their praises each day sung ; 
And in a contest that will answer this, } 
They'll strive ; a sight I shouldn’t like to miss, 


1.—Though he may pull my nose, 
Yet you mustn’t suppose, 
He does it in insult or fury ; 
It won’t be a case 
Though he does touch my face, 
To settle with judge and with jury. 


9.—A peak volcanic towers into the sky, 
And in the place they say there is no lack 0” 
Cloth, and such products natives can supply, 
But best of all they send out good tobacco. 


3.—A “genial giant” 
The poet has told, 
How brave and defiant 
His banner unroll’d. 
A fair sister’s honour, 
The cause of the fight, 
For trick played upon her 
By wandering knight. 
The tournament over, 

That knight, stricken down, 
Won wife like a lover 

And gave her a crown. 


4.—It vanished, was not even left behind ; 
It led a man on; fleeter than the wind 
The horses were, it held them ; in a glass 
A chemist saw it rise and swiftly pass. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 104.—Chambers, Commerce: Chic, Hallo, 
Alarm, Mum, Babble, Ear, Raccroc, Salve. 
SoLutTion or Acrostic No. 104, rEcEIvED Marcu 10th, 1869.—None correct. 





A Stake in the Country. 


AN account is given by the Mining Journal of a new stove made to 
consume petroleum. The oven, our contemporary states, attains a 
baking heat in from one to two minutes, and “ bread, apples, and 
potatoes were baked, as well as a stake cooked in the presence of the 
meeting.” 

If this is to be taken literally, while petroleum supplants wood as 
fuel, wood is about to be converted into an article of food. We can- 
not say from our own experience how it answers as an eatable, or how 
far it is suited to take its meet place with our joints, but if wood could 
it should be a boon to the poor. 


A Good Notion. 


A Monsieur JovGier announces that he has discovered a method 
for cleansing printed paper. He should be engaged by Government 
to apply the process to the “‘ blood and thunder” serials intended for 
the youth ef England. Those serials are known, by the way, as the 
“penny awfuls.”” Would it not be better to call them the “penny 
otials,” considering what garbage they are ? 


A Puff Extraordinary. 


A ciGAR seven feet long and thirty pounds in weight has been 
manufactured at New Haven, in the United States. It is proposed to 
present this New Haven-nah to GeNERAL GRanT; but it is hard to see 
why the President should be the victim of such an unprecedented 
weed. If his Presidency commences with an attempt to blow this 
portentous bacca we fear it is likely to end, as well as begin, in smoke. 





Toute Autre Shoes. 
Wuar a discussion there is about the merits or demerits of the 
Goodenough Horse-shoe. And the case is so simple too! If the shoe is 
good enough for the purpose, why ask more ? 





REST AND BE THANKFUL. 


Impry Kewnyvs, who is always in difficulties, says he considers 
that Sunday is a day of rest because it is nota day of ar-rest. 


Nor sucu 4 Brocx-Hxapep Ipza.—A misnomer at the present day— 
Fleet-street. 
_ A Hero or Finance.—Mr. E. W. Epwanps, Ex-Official Assignee 
in the Court of Bankruptcy. 


EL ene 


WINGED WORDS. 


Great changes are whispered in the managements of our numerous 
theatres. We give them as we hear them, merely as reports. The 
Holborn is to pass into the hands of Mr. Barry Svututvay, and be- 
come a Shakesperian house. The Standard is to become the home of 
the Queen’s company, with Mr. Toore at its head. And the Queen’s ? 
Rumour is uncertain, but murmurs something about being “ carried 
out into moonbames.” There’s talk of a new house for comic opera, 
and of a new circus on the Surrey side. But all these whispers are 
vague indeed. 

n Wednesday, the 17th, Mr. Turrry, the box book-keeper of the 

Haymarket, takes his benefit, and as the bill comprises Home and the 

rennial Box and Cox, it should be such a bumper as Mr. Turpin 
eserves of the audiences to whose comfort he constantly attends, 


THE GOOD KING, 


THERE once was a good monarch who'd a joint stool for a throne ; 
For all the subjects he did rule, he’d but himself alone. 

And it ever was his habit in his condescending way 

To ask himself to dinner with himself—ay, every day. 


He had an old blind mare whereon his progresses to make, 
But his subject out to ride with him would always kindly take ; 
But he didn’t ride out often, for the little boys would scoff, 
And his subject rode so badly that he feared his falling off. 


He never taxed his subject for his chattels or his pelf, 

But always paid most handsamely for everything himself. 
And moreover when he’d bought it, it would frequently befall, 
That his subject very quietly appropriated all. 

Yet the monarch never murmured at the doings of the elf— 
But loved him like a brother—I may e’en say like himself. 
Yet such is man’s ingratitude, when that good monarch died, 
It grieves me to inform you that his subject never cried. 


MorRAL. 


He’d have cried for him most likely if a cousin or a brother. 
So since he’s a bad subject—let us change him for another. 


How the Time of the House is Wasted. 

In reply to a question, Mr. Bruce lately stated that it was not the 
intention of Government to legislate on the subject of Turnpike 
Trusts this session. We should think not, indeed. “Trust” at a 
Turnpike is a thing we must experience before we credit its existence. 


A Piece of Advice. 


To those who would enjoy a day of uninterrupted sunshine—never 
walk about with a “‘clouded”’ cane. 





a 





SS —— 


A “Truty LiseraL”’ Poxicy (recently displayed by the Crystal 
Palace Company — read this announcement, never mind the bull).— 
“‘ Guinea Season Tickets Free !”’ 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

A Footish MorHEer.—Very nice, but not funny—or very funny, but 
not nice ; we can’t decide which. 

PaT (Dartford). — Question one—Both. Question two—Yes., 

PappY FROM CorkK—who, with Hibernian consistency, dates from 
Liverpool - is pny illegible, on unintelligible. 

REJECTED HAt is likely to -ways rejected if he can’t do better. 

K. Don.— Quite the reverse. 

_ W. S. D. (Mile-end).—If you “have every reason to believe the enclosed 
a ea we can only say that we have one reason more for knowing 
it is not. 

G. B. C.—Thanks for the suggestion. 

M. F. T.—The change—recognised by most as a change for the better— 
is likely to be permanent. 

LIVERPOOL.—AUW numbers from the commencement of the New Series 
are in print. 

Bos-A-LINK.—Be happy. 

LANCASHIRE LAap.—See answer to H. (Copthall-court) in our last. 

Declined with thanks.— Squires, Dulwich; H. J. S.; J. B. J., Reading ; 
J.S. M.; Byan; A Reader; A., Conservative Club; W. J.J. W., Button- 
hole, Leeds; W. E.; Undergrad. ; F.,Glasgow; Two Faces Under a Hood ; 
G. R., Queen’s-square; Belfast; Trotter, Torquay; Lem; D. W. T., 
Leadenhall-street; C. B., Baker-street; A Mad P ogue; C. W. W., 
Greenwich ; Constant Reader; H. W., Birmingham; B., Thames-street ; 
E. D., Burnley; J. E. 8., Leyton; E. P. B.; B. G.; G. 8. F. 
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MOSE GREVIOUS POOR—MOAST o’ Us, 
THEN IT GEN’ RALLY MAK’TH US DREADFUL BAD !”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS, 


MARCH. 


The St. James's has a most interesting instalment of a “ Life’s 
Assize,” and one or two other good papers. ‘“ Holiday Theatricals”’ 
is gush, not criticism. “The Return of Spring’’ is very neat verse, 
and the notice of Hans Breitman is clever. It is pleasant to note that 
_ “ Cut Down like Grass” comes to an end; it was a blot in an other- 


wise good magazine. There seems a little excess of political padding 
in this number, and that of a very ultra-strong kind, which is a mistake 


in a cheap magazine. 

Kettledrum is very good this month, and its illustration is the best it 
has had for some time. Science Gossip, always readable, is. this month 
more than ordinarily interesting. The West End appears to be devoted 
t» the reproduction of old cuts. The literary portion of it does not 
sem to aim at any very lofty standard. Zhe Gardener's Magazine is as 
€.ll of information as ever. ‘ 


The Sunday Magazine is rich in good pictures. The large drawing 
“Forgotten by the World” is very telling. “Miss Bertha” is an 
interesting story, which would seem to be not entirely a fiction. 

Good Words is accompanied by a a nearly as big as itself, 

| and quite as good. Both abound in illustrations, and their literary 
contents aro as usual up to the mark. “ Loilmg and Moiling’ is a 
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A PLEASANT AGRICULTURAL DISTRICT. | 
Recommended to the notice of R. Swiveller, Esq. | 


vative :—“ No, sin, THERE DON’T NOBODY PERTICKLER LEV ABOUT ’ERE, THAT IS, EF THEY CAN ’ELP IT; AND US VARMERS AS DO, RE 
Wuy, WE ON’Y TASTES BEER ABOUT ONCE A YEAR OR 80—A GLASS WHEN US PAYS OUR RENT; AND | 








OVER COATS, 21s 1 635. ‘| 4 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


L BROTHERS, 





Pop G.) \ } Le % 
poston 
ago %, {(\\ \ 


a 





series that should bc studied, and for lighter reading, “ A Supper in a 
Caravan ’”’ may be safely recommended. 


Good Words for the Young seems rather scant this month, but its 
contents are as good asever. An article or two on natural history miy 
be read with pleasure; and the introduction of such a feature is juci- 
cious, as young people like natural history, and are benefited by its 
study, since it tends to correct the juvenile instinct to bully dum) | 
creatures. 





Too Good to be True. 


Lire Assurance Policies are now advertised on “absolutely uncon- 
ditional” terms. As the decease of persons holding policies manifestly 
cannot be insisted upon as a condition of payment, we counsel all 
lucky policy-holders to send in their claims instanter. 








Tue Ricut Man rw Tue Ricut Piace.—Mx. Inonmoncesr, Mayor of | 
Wolverhampton. 





eae a 2 ene aon a | 





NOTICE.—Now ready, the Fifteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
THE EIGHTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 











50, LUDGATH HIiILt«. 





" Printed by JUDD & GLASS Pcanix Works, St. Audrew's H'‘ll, D:ctors’ Commoxs, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, ExC, —London: March 20, 1569. 
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A SETTLER. 


This was what happened to poor little Popkin at Margate last season, 


hired steed began to lie down in the water. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


TueERE is no better collection of fairy tales and stories extant than 
that of the Brorners Grimm; and when the stories are illustrated by 
etchings by CruicksHANK, they become a rare treat. Mr. Hortren 
has just brought out a new edition of this very popular work, which 
will be widely welcomed. It is turned out in a manner worthy of it, 
with good paper, print, and binding. The pictures are in CruicK- 
SHANKS very happiest style, and there is an introduction by Mr. 
Ruskin, which— ike all he writes—is well worth reading. The same 
publisher also brings out an interesting little volume of Passages from 
the Note Books of Nathaniel Hawthorne. Every page contains some 
curious reflection, or some felicity of fancy; and there are several 
exquisite descriptive passages. The interest of the volume is enhanced 
by a preface by Mr. Ml. C. Conway, in which he gives an account of 
Brook F arm, the original of the Blithedale Romance. 

Tue inventor of the A B C Despatch Box has turned over a new 
leaf in the matter of Despatch Boxes, and his invention deserves a 

lace here, for it is an undoubted boon to literary men and men of 
usiness. It is recommended by its simplicity—the only wonder is 
that it was not invented before, as people said when CoLumsvus dis- 


covered America, and stood an egg on end. The arrangement is | 
onapting themselves to the wants of | 


admirable, the sliding divisions 
those who require more of C than 
egotists whose run would be upon I. 


for instance, or even of those 


Wash your Little Game ? : 


THE British Medical Journal says that “an alteration is likely to be 
made in the import duty on beer, so that foreign beer will in that 
respect stand on nearly the same footing as British beer.” But only 
“in that respect,” which is about the only respect it is likely to get 
from the British consumer. Any one who has tried the Vienna beer, 
which has recently been vended in London, will agree with us that — 
ee eooek it_ may appear—it is so very like soapsuds it will 


When he was trying to witch the world with noble horsemanship, his 


CAVEAT VENDITOR. 


Joz Povcers, the farmer, he keeps a rare store 
Of sheep, as his neighbours can see, 

And oxen, and J can’t tell how many more, 
For a well-to-do fellow is he. 

Of beef and of mutton he never doth fail, 

And craftily qualified is his milk-pail ; 

But he never paleth, he quaintly doth say, 

As his meat goes to London on each market day. 
But oh! oh! oh! his books do show 
Where many a cow of his worst doth go. 


Brit Cuorprsrs he sits in his little back room, 
For a butcher discreet is he: 
But oft from his premises comes a queer fume, 
He says it is “‘ only his tea.” 
But there’s a small yard just behind the loft stair, 
And folks say they see some strange carcases there ; 
But cuoprers he says, and he /ooks very bold, 
That the meat which he sells is the best ever sold. 
But oh! oh! oh! Joz Popcers doth know 
‘Where many a calf of his worst doth go. 


Jor Popcers reclines in his easy chair 
Without ever dreaming of strife : 
But the dead-meat inspector is heard to declare 
That the time for a summons is rife. 
And the magistrate has a most critical tongue, 
And condemns Popcegrs’ meat to the dogs to be flung. 
So somehow Joz Popcexs don’t go home to bed, 
But finds himself lodged in a prison instead. 
And oh! oh! oh! doth he chuckle and crow 
As he tramps on the treadmill? Oh! no! no! 


Of Course, of Courser. 
A utvery stable keeper in New York calls his establishment the 
‘¢ Hotel de Horse.”” Would not Hoss-pital suit his purpose better ? 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 24th, 1869. 


(a HE Peers are bored to. death. The Palace of Westminster 
re-echoes to their ery of “ We've got no work to doooo!”’ as if 
™ they were so gardeners suffering from the late frosts. 
They positively refuse | 
To live and lie reclined 
On the hills, like gods, together, careless of mankind. 
Such has ever been the case with superior beings. Even Olympus-was 
so dull, that the deities were glad to slip out on the sly, and come 
down to earth, ee got into all .sarts of oe ee 
who are most stri ept-in at home have the worse fling when they 
do ‘escape trom sheuliaeeetie rule. r 
Lerp Satissury who was too recently Lorp:Cxcm, M.P., to forget 
entirely the delights of active life in the Lower House, has:made the 


ee the Peers articulate, and a deputatiof of six M.P.’s will mest: 
a 


number of weary lords, and see if something cannot bedone: 

to give ent to the Upper House, which is growing “Tlue- 
mouldy,” for want, not of a “ bating,”’ butof de-bating. 

How HatHertey must yawn! How Juno CLanENDon must 


be bored! And how the fair-haired Arnewun-aceous Venus must pine |. 


- The chaste Diemw-must wish she could -m 
SHAETS-BURY in some worthy quarry, while Apollo must regret: 

he has net Lrr-on a fitting theme. Omens, with her Russer.-ing 
sheaf of corn must be sickle-ied o'er withthe pale cast of thought.. 
The eagle has gone to roost, and Cupid Granvmnpi ing. Bacchus 
of Matmessury nods on his cask of , and of Dernpy 
leans listlessly on his idle hammer. Neptune Cuenmsrorp, who has 
seen no active service since Copenhagen, and Mars.SuTHERLAND, who 
has been at (if not under) fire often, are tired of such a want of work. 
Hebe—she be grown Grey Earl-y in the service—unsuccessful in 
n)’ectoring over the other celestials, is silent. Minerva Carrns looks 
grave, and the Mercurius of Sanispury utters an eloquent sigh over 
the inertness of the Peers. 


As in co bound, we hasten to acknowledge a compliment paid 
us by the Daily Telegraph in that most sincere form of een aN 
imitation, not to say plagiari In the Daily Telegraph of 
Thursday will be found a prose—we will not say prosaic—version of 
our cartoon of the da elennwendlestnintionsl-she,laieh Church con- 
test in the House of C ons, allegorically rendered as a boat-race. 
We should have felt the compliment more keenly if the “young lion”’ 
to whom the task was entrusted had known enough, of either rowing 
or the University, not to spoil the figure by making the.rivals row for 
a ~~ We should have thought.even. the most hopeless cockney would 
by this time have learnt that the only thing the victor of the Oxford 
and Cambridge race wins is the glory. We had almost forgotten to 
add that the compliment would have been still more enhanced if the 
D. T. had stated that. it was indebted to us for the idea of its leader. 


Tue Oxford and Cambridge race, although smartly contested, was 
but a repetition of the old story, which the papers might keep stereo- 
typed now. The Light Blue-went.away with that.pretty, flashy, fast 
stroke, which gives a lead at the beginning, but could only snatch a 
victory by a combination of accidents. Oxford started with the slow, 
steady, undemonstrative stroke, with as little in the air and as much in 
the water as possible. Their opponents: might run away a bit at 
starting, but the Oxford men kmew that their stroke must overtake 
them with the certainty of Fate. 

Now that the University..Race is established as a London sight, the 
very least Londoners can do is to assist the subscription for deepening 

widening the Cam. Until that is done there is little chance of 
variety in the spectacle. 








AFTER a many false reports, and false starts, the Combined 
Opera is fairly under weigh, and has issued itsprogramme. How long 
the combination will last it is impossible to say; but it would be 
almost a public benefit if it came to an end to-morrow, for the public 
has more to gain from competition than from tion. To 
judge from what has appeared, the arrangements are not altogether 
satisfactory. The Covent Garden orchestra is retained, itis true, but 
it remains to be seen what the body is worth without its head, the 
incomparable Costa. Then again, the iar action taken by Mr. 
HARGRAVE JENNINGS, in the matter of Daily News, is scarcely an 
indication of a healthy disposition on that side of the bargain. We 
can only the management of the combined will be modelled 
rather on generous and splendid scale of the Covent Garden 
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régime than in the grimy and mean style which distinguished Her 
Majesty’s, for the destruction of which by fire opera-goecrs found a 
solitary consolation in the fact that they had seen the last of its 
shabby scenery and faded costumes. Of course the list of engagements 
is very brilliant, and the répertoire most extensive. It remains to be 
seen how far this promise will be ripened into full performance, which 
depends, we fancy, on which of the allied governments gets the upper 
d. 


—=—[—[—[—————S——— 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 107. 


Fr:shoots its keen arrow, 
Unswerving, resistless ; 

It pierces: yourmarrow, 
And renders:you. listless: 
It: stagnates:the reason, 

TIé makes the:Bleed thim: 
Andis justmow in-season ! 


1.—TI cannot quite:say itissexactly enough, 
‘And yet.it’s sufficient—or was in its.day. 
Though, it:may beyperhaps, like the tough and the rough, 
It's. thesame, but.:proneunced.in.a different way. 
2.—To the luckless Pzrzr 
ScHiammaL notia boon 
Could! -have*been much swecter 
‘Orem e! 
Sadiito thi ‘knew not 
That:some folks at noon 
‘Shadows:ever‘threw not !— 
(Vhatis:acfact.I:do not 
Venture to impugn !) 


3.—Qh,:modern: tenants, happy men, you're 
Safe: from that.ancientform of tenure ; 
Whereby the luckless serf was bound 
To see his:chieftain amply found— 
Whene’er that chieftain so might choose— 
Tn all the needfuls for a. booze. 
The landlord doubtless was:a.gainer 
Who made of renter (r)entertainer. 


4.—Into the thick of the fight 
Rushed the redoubtable knight ! 
’T would have terrified any beholder 
To see how he Crew o’er his shoulder, 
With both hiuds, sturdy and strong, 
His weapon—some six feet long ; 
As the huge blade around.him he swept 
About him a circle he kept, 
And o’er the.ground bounded and hopped 
The heads andthe limbs that-were lopped. 
His. success was due mainly, I wis, 
To the fact that his weapon was.this. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic, No. 105.— Winds, March: Worm, India, 
Navigator, Didactic, Sirrah. 

Gornrect SoivTions or Acrostic No. 105, Reorrvep 17th March. Lucretia 
MeT.; J. O. P.; Charlie Mabel; H. G. E.; D. D.; Old Maid; Ben; Romanelli ; 
E. G. 3., Natting Hill; Tea at Bryan's; R. G..M.; Sillaw Bros. ; Linda. Princess ; 
Old Cider:Eye ; Pimlico Tom Cat; Katie; Long, Lugged Louisa; Hippochondriacus ; 
Derfla and Ycul ; Nemo. 


WINGED WORDS. 


More rumours theatrical flying about. Mr. Woopry’s Polygraphic 
Hall is to be converted intoa theatre; and a similar fate is hanging 
over the Oxford, to which, when it is metamorphosed, Miss WILTON 
will migrate from the Prince of Wales's, Miss Oxrver succeeding her 
as manager of the’pretty little house in Tottenham-strect. Mns. Jonn 
Woop is to open the St. James's Theatre, reviving the old comedies of 
the Suzrman times with magnificent mounting. It is possible ‘that 
Messns. Toorx and Brover will be ofthecompany. Miss Hunrierra 
Hopson is likely to assume'the managerial reins at the Queen’s, where 
every one will wish her the greatest success. 


. Not a Bad Shot. . 
ointt Dvuxe.or Somenser said the other night in he House of Lords 

hat every British missionary requires a gunboat. course the mis- 
sionary wished himself a canon on board it. 





Quite Right too! 

The Qourt Journal:says that Mn. Tennyson has“ again refused the 
offer of a ”’ “Well, considering some of the people who have 
been made lords, he is wige in refusing a baron honour. 
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OLYMPUS OUT OF WORK; OR, PRAY 


The Mercurius of Salisbury :-—‘‘ THOSE HAPPY MORTALS IN THE LOWER HOUSE H 
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No. 64.—THE HAUGHTY ACTOR. 
a actor—Guinps, of Drury | 


Lane— 

J Of very decent station, 

Once happened in a part | 
to. gain | 

Excessive approbation : 

It sometimes turns a fel- , 
low’s brain 

And makes him singularly | 


vain 
When he believes that he 
: receives 
~ Tremendous approbation | 


His great success half drove him mad, 
But no one seemed to mind him ; 
Well, in another piece he had 
Another part assigned him. 
This part was smaller, by a bit, 
Than.that in which he.made a hit. 
So, much ill-used, he straight refused 
To play the part assigned him. 


sé * * * * * | 


That night that actor slept, and I’ll attempt 
To tell you. of the vivid dream he dreamt : 


THE DREAM, 


In fighting with a robber band 
(A thing he. loved sincerely) 
A sword struck Gras upon the hand | 
And wounded it severely. 
At first he didn’t heed it much, 
He thought it but a simple touch, 


But soon he found the weapon’s bound 


Had wounded him severely. | 


To Surcron Cons he made a trip, 
Who'd just effected featly, 
An amputation at the hip | 
Particularly neatly. | 
A rising man was SuRGEOoN Conn, 
But this extremely ticklish job | 
He had achieved (as he believed) | 
Particularly neatly. 
| 
| 


The actor rang the surgeon’s bell, 
“Observe my wounded finger, 
Be:good enough to strap it well, 
And prythee do not linger. 
That I, dear sir, may fill again | 
The Theatre Royal Drury Lane: 
This very night I have to fight— 
So prythee do not linger.” 


“‘T don’t strap fingers up for doles,” 
Replied the haughty surgeon, 

“To use your cant, I don’t play réles 
‘Utility that verge on 

‘First amputation ’— nothing less: 

That is my line of business 

We'surgeon-nobs despise all jobs, 

Utility that verge on. 


“When in your hip there lurks discase ”’ 
(So dreamt this lively dreamer) 

“ Or devastating caries 
In humerus or femur, 

If you can pay a handsome’ fee 

Oh, then you may remember mc— 

With joy elate I'll amputate 

Your humerus or femur.’ 


The disconcerted actor ceased 
The haughty leech to pester, 
But when the wound in size increased, 
And: then began to fester, 
‘He sought a learned Counsel’s lair 
And told that Counsel, then and there, 


How Conp’s neglect of his defect 


Had made his finger fester. 








FUN. 





“Oh, bring my action, if you please, 
The case I pray you urge on, 
And win me thumping damages 
From Cons, that haughty surgeon. 
He culpably neglected me 
Although I protfered him his fee, 
So pray come down in wig and gown 
On Coss, that haughty surgeon !"’ 


That Counsel, learned ‘in the laws, 
With passion almost trembled. 

He just had gained a mighty cause 
Before the Peers, assembled ! 

Said he, “ How dare you have the face 

To come with Common Jury case 

To one who wings’ rhetoric flings 

Before the Peers, assembled ?”’ 





Dispirited became our friend— 
Depressed his moral pecker— 

“'Butstay ! athought! P’llbgam my end, 
And save my poor exchequer. 

I won't be placed upon the:shelf, 

I'll take it into Court myself, 

And legal lore display before 

The Court of the Exchequer. 


He found a Baron—one of those 
Who with our laws supply us— 
In wig and. silken gown and hose, 
As if at Nisi Prius. 
But he’d just given, off the reel, 
A famous judgment on Appeal : 
It scarce became his heightened fame 
To sit at Nisi Prius. 
Our friend began, with easy wit, 
That half-conecealed his terror : 
“Pooh!” said the Judge, “I only sit 
In Banco or in Error. 
Can you suppose, my man, that I'd 
O’er Nisi Prius Courts preside, 
Or condescend my time to spend 
On anything but Error ?”’ 





“Too bad,” said Grass, “my case to shirk! 
You must be bad innately, 
To save your skill for mighty work 
Because it’s valued greatly!” 
But here he woke, with sudden start. 
* « og * Ps 
He wrote to say he’d play the part. 
I’ve but to tell he played it well— 
The author’s words—his native wit, 
Combined, achieved a perfect “ hit ’’— 
The papers praised him greatly. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


—— 
No. XV.—LODGERS (continued). 


; + HE class of Lodgers which now comes under consideration, 

* although very low down in the social scale, is a step above | 

those poor creatures whose occupation of park-benches, dark 
arches, and doorways we have already discussed. _ 

The lodging-house of this class is pen by the Guardians of the | 
Poor by direction of that most beneficent and tender piece of legisla- 
tion known as the Poor Law. No human work is perfect, and, there- 
fore, it would be too much to expect that the Poor Law should be 
faultless in itself. But when to the defects of construction we have to 
add the failures of the machinery provided for carrying the statute | 
into effect, it is not a matter of surprise that the working of the Poor 
Law is a thing to raise the blush - of conscious pride, or possibly of 
indignant shame—to the cheek of Motuer Britannia. 

The arrangements of the lodging-house we are discussing—best 
known as the Casual Ward—are in good keeping with the rest of the 
administration of the Poor Law. It is 
managed with such care and judgment that 
while it puts the deserving casual pauper 
to inconvenience, shame, and discomfort, it | 
affords to the professional tramp, who always 
knows the workhouse which offers the best 
“ Cadgers’ Hotel,” every encouragement and 
advantage. 

The first lodger we encounter belongs to 
the profession. He is quarrelsome, vicious, 
and brutal; and accordingly he gets the 
snuggest corner of the ward, and the least 
of the work. He comes to these gratuitous 
lodgings not because he is absolutely pen- 
niless —for he has deposited his day’s earn- 
ings, if one may so style the proceeds of 
sturdy and menacing beggary, with a friend 
- outside. His game is to hang about quiet 
squares or suburban terraces and extort alms, 
by importunity, or failing that, by threats, 
from nervous and lonely women. He is a phi- 
losopher in the matter of lodgings, and calcu- 
lates that the extra comforts he would get at a 
“penny rope” or cheap tramps’ lodging-house 
hardly compensate for the expenditure of coin 
which can be more profitably invested in gin or bacca. He makes night 
hideous in the ward, and disturbs and worries the genuine poor casuals, 
who are weary and would gladly sleep, by his atrocious language and 
his persistent attempts to quarrel with somebody. 

is poor fellow is an agricultural la- 
bourer. He has been so crushed in the pro- 
vinces that at last the poor worm turned 
and made up his mind to come to London to 
find a brother or a friend, who was cur- 
rently reported to be doing well there. He 
finds London larger than he expected, and 
peoeee not find those he came to meP He 
trying very hard to get a job all 

day —holding a hoes anything bed your 
Londoner does not employ a bumpkin when 
he can find a London man to do the work, 
so the poor fellow has not earned a penny. 
He has been hunted about by the police, and 
bullied by the street Arabs till he is sick at 
heart as well as weary of foot. He will 
possibly develope 
into a vendor of 
ferns or of chick- 
weedand - 
sel, if he not 
starve before he discovers those means — not 
so much of earning a living as of achieving 
a slow starvation. There is yet another 
chance for him! Unaccustomed to Lon- 
don streets, he may get run over, when 
he will be taken to the hospital, there 
to be carefully tended and well fed for the 
first time in his life. It is not quite clear 
that it would not be better for him to die 
there, and so take leave for ever of a world 
— has only revealed its durkest side to 











Here you have a specimen of the 
enuine London Arab—we will not call 
Bedawin, because he seldom wins a 

bed. But he is very jolly on the whole, 


ful philosophy a more than corresponding benefit. 
| works, and that is supreme happiness. 


| of such passing amusements. 
| theatre, and on this very evening he has spent all his money on that 
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and is endowed with a cheerful spirit that is as good as a moral 
waterproof against the storms of life. Boots or shoes he has never 
known—but then he has never had a corn or a bunion in consequence 
of that blissful ignorance. And so for every want of his, which 
we should be tempted to consider a hardship, he has in his cheer- 
He never 
To be sure at times he 
plays at being a vendor of cigar-lights or evening papers, or pre- 
tends to be a shoeblack. But he never makes a serious business 
His delight is to go the gallery of a 





intellectual amusement with the full knowledge that he would have to 
take a bed in the Casual Ward, and sup off toke and skilly to make up 
for the dissipation. But he comes skipping to his couch with a snatch 
of a popular ditty, and doesn’t care a farthing for the menaces of the 
quarrelsome tramp, who adorns a threat to “ punch his head”’ with so 
many tropes and figures, that there is almost enough of it to deserve 
separate publication as a tract on bad 
language. 

The casual ward is a dual estab- 
lishment. There are many more in 
the men’s ward, whose virtues (or the 
reverse) we might record; but we must 
take a hasty peep at the lady-lodgers. 

Here is a professional again! Don’t 
fall into the error of pitying her as the 
unfortunate mother of a family. The 
children are not hers. They are hired 
—perhaps stolen. A short time since 
—when her last penny was spent - 
you might have seen this agreeable 
family party outside a gin-palace quar- 
reling among themselves and swearing 
from the baby upwards, all more or 
. less the worse for gin. For the wretch 

: gives the children some of her beloved 
poison partly to quict them, partly to stunt 
them. She makes her money by mumping | 
about the streets by day, and by singing songs, | Y 
to airs —not from heaven, but of her own com- 
posing—at public-house doors. 

This, on the contrary, is a deserving case. 
This poor old soul was once a small shopkeeper 
in the Isle of Dogs. She is a widow now — 
her daughters have gone away into service, 
and she has lost trace of them. Her son 
is away at sea. When the hard times came 
in the East End, and her poor customers 
ran up scores they could not pay, and her 
creditors were harder on her than she could 
find it in her heart to be to her debtors, she 
was turned into the streets. Then she tried 
to do tailoring work, but her eyes grew too 
dim. Last of all, she has come to selling 
panes, but the younger and more active 

rish girls from the sweet purlieus of Drury- 
lane have beaten her, and she is driven to the 
Casual Ward. Whither after that ? 

And this! Is it deserving or not? It is 
difficult to say. It passes fora servant out of 
place; but what has a servant out of place 
to do with that fuzzy, frowsy chignon ? 
Poor creature, let it be what it will, at least 
it is driven here by dire hardship. It is a 
last clinging to hope and life. A few days 
or weeks more and instead of the Casual 
Ward the bed of the Thames may be its 
sleeping place! Aye, even a servant out of 
place, without a character, may come to 
that; there are so few ready to give her a 
chance. 

So for these, and the like of these, night 
after night the Casual Ward opens its doors ; 
and what a blessing it is that we have a 

ternal and a discriminating Government— 

“local as well as national -that all our Poor 
$ Law officers are angels, and all our guardians 
geniuses ! 


————_T===== 
The Weather and the Parks. 


We have sent a special commissioner to report on this important 


subject, and his account is’ a brief one. He says the Parks are pretty 
ell, thank you ; but as to the Weather, it is ““whether we shall con 





w 


frost or no. 
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KING JOBBERNOWL. 


A Case oF Heap, or TALE. 


O! Kring JoppERNOWL 
Was a wicked old soul : 
A wicked old monarch 


For their lives on 
their bended knee. 


laxed, 
Saying, “ Wait till you 
are axed!” 
And then giggiled at 





~ 
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At Kine JopnpeERNOWL 


BR Offended on the whole 


Were the chicf aristocracee, 
For to be decapitated 
Was a thing that captivated. 
Not one of them all greatlee. 
“ Weed’ll, weed’ll, weed’ll 
Of its nobilitee 
This fair land his vile tyrannee. 
We shall lose—if no one stops 
This cruel monarch’s chops— 
Our stakes in the whole countree,”’ 


So to old. JonnERNowL 
Came an imp black as coal— 
And a hatchet and a block had he! 
And said he, “ I’m Revolution, 
And I'll put in execution, 
And the deuce then to pay there’ll be!” 
Wheecdle, wheedle, wheedle— 
Went the king timidlee, 
From his fate quite unable to flee. 
For of cutting off his nob 
They were bent upon the job, 
And so there was an end of he! 


Mora. 


Of old JopBERNOWL 
The moral’s rather droul— 
For of course there a moral must. be. 
“ Axe your friends, if you have such, 
But don’t press them overmuch— 
It’s not i oe = 
We'd al—, we'd al—, we'd al— 
Ot of trouble for to see 
The moral of this historee. 
If it doesn’tisuit. your views 
You’re at liberty to choase 
What you like,for you've paid your monee ’ 
a ————[—L——=—_=—_—[—[—[—[—[—_=——==== 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MARCH. 

Tus Atlantic Monthly has several good papers this month—“ The 
Small Arabs of New York,” for example—but the most interesting 
thing in it is of course the article on the new President. The verse 
scems hardly so good as usual. 

Our Young Folks is very full of pictures this month, and contains 
some capital papers. k. Atpricu’s “Story of a Bad Boy” 1s 


admirable, and the “‘ William Henry Letters” abound in quaint fun. | 


The little poem called “A Morning Sunbeam” will delight many a 
mother’s heart. 





‘‘ Axe me no Questions.” 
Wuere is a “chump chop * mentioned in SHAKESPEARE ? 
“* Off with his head—so much for Buckingham!” 
[Only it is not SuakesPEaRE, though it bears a Cibberlarity to it.] 





A “Hvum”-sine Bmp.— The Canard. 


his joke—“he! he!” | 


' extremes of intoning and bad acting. 





FUN. 
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HERE, THERF, AND EVERYWHERE. 
| One of the sneers n which the enemies of the Crystal Palace most 
frequently indulge is, that it has quite abandoned its original high 
purpose, and become a place of mere popular amusements. There is a 


| complete answer to this assertion in the fact that the lectures and 
| ae which are given there attract lange and intelligentiaudiences. 


the directors were wise—which some are not—they would give 
every cncouragement to this feature of the programme. By promot- 


| Ing it even at some cost they would maintain the better repute of the 


To chop off with a chopper | Palace and attract a better class of visitors, studiou sand thoughtful 


people. But judging from the reception of Mr. P. B. Pamuirs’s 


| Readings, we have no hesitation in saying that # imtellectual enter- 


tainment of an equally high stamp is ensured—and the directors 


| could command the best that London produces—Iarge numbers would 


he! 
For he thought it not im- 
proper 
The heads of his no- | 
bilitee / 
Wheedle,  wheedle, 
wheedle, 
Would the nobilitee 


_ be attracted to the Palace. 


A very much better room must, however, 
be provided if our suggestion is to be carried out; for 


the it 
/ room, to find no minor faults, is acoustically deficient, while the 


But the tyrant ne’er re- | 


trampling in the gallery overhead is a serious drawback. 
Mr. Putiiirs’s reading was a real intellectual treat. He hese clear 


ringing voice of remarkable flexibility; and by its power alone— 
| without any of the posturing or buffoonery ‘to which toomany of our 


Nee eS etter i rescers rere ace atti teeecnerees 
cece ee eae cama 


readers resort—he moves his audience to tears or laughter:at his will. 
And this constitutes true reading, as distinguished from fhe two 
Withexcellent taste he selected 
for the first part.of his reading—as an experiment on the possibility of 
interesting an audience in unsensational readings— three biographical 
passages, two of which were chosen fromthe Crystal Palace Portrait 
Gallery, written by his late father, and the third from the vivid and 
erudite pen of Mr. Grove, whose great literary ability is too often 
forgotten 
“The death of Joe,” from Bleak House, and “ Pray emp 
Namby,” from Household Words, concluded a too bricf rea 
of the most enjoyable we remember to have heard. 

The Terpsichorean ballet of The Kitchen Belles has beew a very 
popular item among the Palace amusements. It is well worthsecing 
if only.on Mr. EF. Voxes’s account, whose most marvellously active 
dances are gone through with an ease and an absence of effort 
thoroughly artistic, and most laughter-moving. 


Major 
one 





It’s an Il Wind. 
Tus wind, I see, stays E—due_E— 
And doesn’t make a wee stir; 
But, oh, dear me! why should it be 
So Easterly at Easter? 


HEAR! HEAR! 
Mons. Acouste, a clever juggler, not unkrown in London,.is, we 
observe, starring it in the provinces. Of course, he pays due attention 
to the Acovust-ic properties of the buildings in which he 





Ausiuers to Corresyondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 


‘“ AuT CHSAR AUT NULLUus,”—Well, the latter, since yeu are so pressing. 

ARIEL.— Not prosperous. 

G. P., who says he is a baker, had better knead his bread in the ordinary 
way—not by writing poetry for it. 

SILEx.— Why didn’t you make that joke earlier-it comes late at the 
end of (f) Lint, as our Irish friends would say. But we'll see. 

MENs.—You are no gentle-Mens! ‘The jokes you sent were old, only you 
perhaps did not remember having heard them. Your memory is evidently 
not strong, for in your last letter you forgot— yourself ! 

B. (Halifax).—T 8. 

C. H. H. (Glasgow).— Much obliged. 

F. C. T. (Limehouse).—Don’t mention it ;—we had forgiven and for- 
gotten. 
~ R. W. (Gloucester-square).— We are as sick—as we are sure the rest of 
the world is—of the mere mention of “ the Girl of the Period.” 

Scup.—Thank you. 

E. B. L. (Dublin).— One will do. 

Declined with thanks:—W. N. T., Bayswater; B. R., Camberwell ; 
Impecuniosus ; J. D. M., Newbury; A. B. C., North Shields ; A. R., Man- 
chester ; C. B., Cork; B., Newcastle; A Stone-mason; S. W.; The Queer 
One; I. O. W.; L. T. J., Dalston; Blew Petre, Horsham ; Verax ; H. W. B., 
Muswell Hill; Noodle; H. L., Bareombe; M. C.,, Lincoln’s-inn-fields ; 
M. C., Dunstable ; Pobbs ; H. St. Martin’s-lane; Tom Blunt; W. S., Tun- 
bridge-wells ; Novus Homo; Q in the corner; S., Windsor; C. M., Liver- 
pool; Dandy George; M..S.; Live Rats; Knee-mo Mee; &., Manchester ; 
B. R., Liverpool; Ecstaticus; That Boy Again; An Old Reader ; Pesk 
Bob; G., Birmingham ; A Subscriber from the first; E. B. %., Wallbree 
Nemo; C. P., Liverpool. 
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in the fact that he is the Secretary of the Palace. - 
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NOT TO BE DONE. ss | 


Dealer :—“ Now, there’s a little ’oss I can warrant. He's a clever, perfectly-trained, snaffle-bridle hunter, and fast; up to twice your 
weight across any country. Sold for no fault; well bred and powerful; high couraged, but good tempered, and temperate with hounds. 
Quiet and free from vice; well known with Her Majesty's, Prince of Wales’s, Mr. Garth’s, Surrey, Berks, Cambridge, Essex, Kent, 
Warwickshire, Mr. Leigh's, Mr. Scratton’s, the Quorn, Pytchley, and several other packs of hounds. Winner of many races; out of 
constant work ; perfectly sound; grand action, and thoroughly broken. Goes well in single and double harness; has run wheeler and leader © , 
in a team ; will work in a cart, plough, or harrow. Never out of his place; a capital jumper; never made a mistake in his life over bank, ~ 
timber, water, stonewall, hill or vale country. Best lady’s ’oss in England ; been ridden charger ; plenty of quality and manners ; splendid 
mouth ; doesn’t shy ; never stumbles; good walker and fast trotter ; excellent park hack ; never sick nor sorry since he was foaled ; subject 
to any Vet.’s examination ; and to be sold for a song!” } 

_. Oustomer :—“ Ah! I’m doubtful he’s scarcely.enough of a’oss for me. If he could only trap rabbits, manage foreign and fancy poultry, | 
roar pheasants, do a little plain gardening, milk and look after a cow and pig, wait at table, teach in the Sunday-school, and play the organ 7 
in the church as well, why—I wouldn't mind having him on trial for a time—eh !” ) , 































R JEETINGS. And vainly will Nisson the winnin 
Ix ee “8 ee : a . Endeavonr to make us disdain ” 
Flies back ee fae me ar : The fair Violetta for sinning — y 
th whtare cad cone of The song-birds are coming again. z 


May the daughters and sons of Apollo 














urn with a favouring breeze. And TretsEns, with edy graces, Bi 
' Let pitiless March give us powers Shall wade as -. through crime ; Be 
_ To bid the dear truants remain, And Lucca, with fairest of faces, a 
Hush, winds! ‘and be merciful, showers ! Win lovers by scores at a time. i $f s 
The song-birds are coming again. Just look at the future before us, 
iirmemstedl Chants tn : And see if you dare to complain. 
(No less than it longed in the past), Come critics, one jou in the chorus ; 
-: Bo-aes di lovel vidit : “ The song-b are coming again!” 
The nests that they feather so 4 
With mistletoe-berries and holly, - : 
. Mad pantomime fitter might reign ; ‘ a Aye, I! 
But now a long truce to its folly — | War is the difference between food and illness a mere question of 
The song-birds are coming again. point’of view?—Because it depends on the site of the “i’’ whether | 
Once more the enthralment of Parti it is aliment or ailment. 5 
Will seize on the heart of the town; J 
pe heer = her rely ens batti, i REAL “CoNDEMNED SELL”—The firm of OverEND, GURNEY, 


OVER COATS, 2ls 10 638: 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50. LUDGATE FIILT, 


Neen nn eee ene eateries me tere nnn ano nnn ns re 
Priat d by JUDD & GLArs, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: March 27, 186). 
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PERIPATETIC PAPERS. tempt us to visit remote towns, or waste our substance in long journeys, 
Aw Otp Stone waow A Nuw Sirs. while there is so much close at hand to admire and to explore. It reminds j 
. . : | me, Sir, of what [have read of the disinterment of those antick cities buried 
Mr. Eprror,—As a professor of that peripatetick philosophy about | under the volcano, for now that the dust and cinders and rubbish that 
which I once spoke to you as yielding me the greatest pleasure of | were thrown into our town by the eruption of speculative building 
which a lover of nature and human nature is capable, I have lately | that threatened to engulph us after the death of CueistorHer Wares 
extended my walks beyond their usual limits, and was actually present , are being cleared away, lo! there appear fine churches, mansions, and 
at South Kensington, recently, when your artist was engaged in | architectural beauties all finely preserved, but hitherto little known to 
making his design of those “ odd fish’’ which Mr. Franx Buckianp _any but the careful observer who had the wit to penctrate to the 
hath put into his museum there. To me, who am yet so antick in my | remoter recesses of the town, and thread its mazy labyrinths in the 
tastes as to see no reason for going farther afield than Sxanks his | spirit of ingenious discovery. What pleaseth me most, however, and 
mare will — me, unless it be on some very serious business, when I | will doubtless please many whose purses are plethoric and need_blood- 
commit myself to the danger of a coach, that hath likely borne some | letting to make them again capable of receiving healthy replenishment : 
patient to be cured of small-pox, or to a cab, the driver of which recks | is that the way hath been cleared to the doors of certain excellent 
little of the lives and limbs of pedestrians, or even to the lingering | charities, the support of which shall be most profitable to us as a City, 
extortions of the directors of steam carriages, at the ways of which the | and demands our care as a body politick. At one of these, as I was 
publick hath such reason to rail; there is a charm in the fancy that we | gazing at it, where the great space of our new Law Courts did shew 
maytyet have fish brought down to the very Strand, where the banks | me where it lay, I noted also your young gentleman all agape, as 
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of Thames are now to be covered with a fine stone wall wherefrom 
anglers like your Correspondent of a week ago may practise their 
patient art. I am the more concerned in noting this since the Embank- 
ment, as it hath been called, spoiled my own pleasure for many weeks 
while it was a-buil , and hath even now blotted out some of those 
icturesque views of the river which were to me a source of so great 
vent that I have often in moonlight nights betaken me to the foot 
of one of those steep lanes leading from the Strand to the brink of the 
tt stream, there to look out upon the scene all flooded with a 
Hu, ht glory that made the shot tower, and the aérial bridge of 
. ord, and the great piles of wharf and warehouse even change 

as ye some art-magic into consonant shapes with vast mysterious 
Pay has been matter of less deprivation to me, however, since in the 
in months last I have, by broad daylight as well as by the softer 
umination of the night, seen such real transformations in our very 
= as have roused my wonder and quickened my sense of venera- 
a well as my philanthropy. In every direction, sir, where the 
re are being removed, whether it be near the Mansion-house or on 
Ci ,other side of that venerable Bar, sacred alike to the history of 
vic authority, treason, and banking, such vistas of the Londinal 
antiquity are being opened 


VOL. Ix. 
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| indeed one who calleth himself by the noble name of artist might well 
be, since art is ever allied to that tenderness that maketh us pitiful 
and to delight in helping each other. I therefore ventured on asking 
him to make a picture of what we saw, and though it may not draw 
others to that great building the Hospital of the King’s College, as it 
did draw us,—after that we had drawn it,—yet methinks the half 
million of people who live around that great space, of whom one-half 
do yearly go to have their diseases made into ease, and their ailments 
turned to halements, while some are taken altogether to be cared for in 
its great wards, and there fed and healed :—I say methinks these poor 
folk and many others going from a distance to seek such help, will be 
none the worse for our walk that men and if some of my brethren 
who also belong to the Peripateticks will leave their guinea behind 
them, and so have the delight of helping on so good a work, all I can 
say is there is room enough yet for miracles of healing and of mercy, 
miracles that are given to us to do as proofs of our belonging to 4 
higher philosophy still than that of a mere— PERIPATETICK. 





THE “SHIELD'’S TWO SIDES. 


Suatt the New Courts of Justice be erected on the Embankment, or 
to us that we may well wonder what can | the Carey-street site ? | 


Dd 

















FUN OPFICE, March 31st, 1869. 


Ke ds might haxe been expected, Ma. DisraE.i was beaten on the 
second reading of the Irish Church Bill. To judge from his 


ee 6 ert — 


| iss bly did not expect to be defeated hy so large a majority. 


The fine s 


light ef the Opposition weat out. The picture has been already 
drawn by the witty Dean, when he described how, at the time 
of the high tide at Sidmouth, “Dame Partineton, who lived on 
the beach, was seen at the door of her house with mop and pattens, 
trundling her mop, squeezing out the sea-water, and vigorously 
pushing away the Atlantic Ocean. The Atlantic was roused—Mas. 
PaxtTiIneTon’s spirit was up, but I need not tell you that the contest 
| was unequal, The Atlantic beat Mrs. P. She was excellent at a 
«slop or a puddle; but she should not have meddled with a tempest.” 
There you have the Leader of the Opposition—all that has to be added 
is his First Lieutenant, Mx. Garnorne Harpy—with arched back 
| and bristling whiskers, uttering his. protest. 


Lr, after all, the Irish Church Bill were, by some unforeseen chanee, 
to be lost, it would not have been brought forward in vain, if only 
because it elicited a speech from Mr. Lows, containing a sentence 


which we should like to see written in letters of gold, and exhibited | 


in the most conspicuous spot in London :— 


**T hope, sir, this may be the beginning of a time when we shall give up, not 


enly the idea of persecution, but the laaguige of teleration—when we shall come 
to vale that one man’s faith is not a thing tu be tolerated by another, but to be 
respecied.’’ 

This is a noble sentiment, which expresses the feelings ef the best 
minds. of the age in the most forcible and the finest language. As 
Fun is not the much-wished-for wdile of the metropolis, he cannot 
order the marble slab and gold letters, so he enshrines the passage in 
eolumns which have never been tainted by a sneer at the religious 
faith of any man. 


Tuts go-ahead age of ours seems to have gone ahead so fast that it 
has, if wemay use the Hibernicism, gone backwards. We learn that 
the Parisian ladies have revived sedan-chairs, and we know that 
velogipedes have beeomé the rage in Paris. Now, both these machines 
were Invented, and abandoned, long ago. The sedan-chair seems to 
have nething to recommend its revival, but the improved form of 
v may be a wise resuscitation of an obsolete vehicle, In 
America it is already acclimatised ; and is even beginning to gain 
greund in England. Mr. Mayatt, the well-known photographer, 
has-ecoddmplished feats with it, which his familiarity with the chariot 
of the gun may partly explain; and a gentleman at Southampton, 
bearing the name.of Jonzs, has not exactly defied the thunder, but 

hag\¢hallenged a toll-keeper, from his exalted throne on a two-wheeled. 
| Pagigian importation. Aud yet the offending tollman had only charged 
_ him»perambulator rate—net donkey rate—so that he merely hinted that 
the amusement was childish. The gate is to be closed against Mn. 
Jones when next he and his perambulator come in sight, in which case, 
of course, he will put the animal at it and jump over d /¢ Tyrer. 
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| Spirited L islati . 


Tue Second Chamber of Holland has voted, by a ea large 
majority, a bill for increasing the excise. on spirituous liquours in order 
pote de ol weer ~~ ay igere revenue by the abolition of 
e en n This is creditable to the public spirit of 
ot profitable iarhaiesie 


pri 
know a Dutchman by his read newspaper not his red nose. | 
4 


‘ Cutlets--with Sauce Piquants. | 
REMARKABLE item of news is forwarded from. Paris. Tt appears | 
that M. Pxosrra Mexzixe bas been in a state of cotalegey, fie. sixty- | 
two houmsat Cannes, He is since reported to have written to Paris | 
saying, “Lem much better ; Iam eaten two.cutlets.” We 
cannot help fancying that either M. Mermer or some “liner ” of the | 
press has been Mani-Mex-king. | 








‘ . . : iessureat ; . 
T w no uncommon thing e Wi : ‘“ ” s 
to go—to the bad. poopie with Plasto’. “gp iarthom 


yeech, he did nat anticipate any other result, though he pos- 


es of the dehate were made from the other side of the | 
Heuse, and with the feeble sputter'of Ma. Haxpy’s summing-up, the | 


By general consent. 


ing gunmeker, he knows.nothing of 


are justly fined ; is it “heavy ’ ? away flies their eustom. 


PAPRIL 8, 
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| ly I were king for half an hour, 
| What lots.of things I'd do! 
| 
| 


I'd tear from false men.all the power, 
And give it to the tme. 

No starving voices then should cry, 
‘No poverty should lour 

About,the poor man’s home, if | 
Were king for half.an hour. 


‘And all should have enough of work. 
And yet enough of play, 

I'd teach the idlers not to shirk— 
But in some pleasant way. 

No child shonld look all wistfully 
At toy, or sweet, or flower: 

I'd treat the little ones, if 1 
Were king for half an hour. 


I’d have no prisons in the land— 
All people should be good ; 4 
With no temptations to withstand 3 
They truly might and could. 
We'd have no armies, by-the-bye, 
Nor ships the seas to scour. 
| The world would be at’ peace, if | 


| Were king for half an hour. 


| All should be happy free and gay. 
By Act of Parliament ; 
And grief and sorrow done away 


Bs ae 
os ‘ 


No eye should weep, no breast should sigh, 
No stricken head should cower, 

No heart should ache at all, if I 
Were king for half an hour. 


And in the end, the folk would tire 
Of me and my reforms ; 
No more calm weather would admire— 
Weuld almost sigh for storms. 
And last a guillotine so high | 
Above the crowd would tower— | 
They'd cut my head off, sure, if I | 
Were king for half an hour! | 





Thoughts and Notes. 

_ Extnv Burairr is very likely a capital blacksmith, but he is a very 
inferior logician. We would rather:see him forge horse-shoes than 
chop logic, if he:can find no better t for total abstinence than 
one he adduces in his last volume of essays. Speaking of the fatal 
effects of intemperance he says— 

The eustom of moderate drinking was the gateway to the guif. No drunkard of 
any clime, or country, or age, ever reached it by any other passage. 
This is an obvious truism. Ifa man neéver drank anything but 
cold water in his life it would be impossible for him to get intoxicated. 
But the argument cuts another way. Ifmoderation is to be condemned 
as the gateway:to excess, where is this sort of condemnation to stop? 
No man e ea. murderer, who did not begin life as a baby —but 
is that a reason for a second Massacre of the Innocents ? Mr. Burritt’s 
logic is evidently unable to take caro of itself, and his arguments 


“want seeing’ home. 
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A Look-out for Lords. 


_.Turs is. too. bad really. We.cull it, from the advertising columns of 
acontemporary:— . 

VERY LUCBATIYE POSITION, with other ad tages, is OFFERED toa 
weet ta neg Sate nen ofr 
Address, in confidenee, Argus, oie of, o. Peqnelatapens are requested to apply.— 
Saeceesel oo frie eat nnd coenpaig of want of empl 

5 ‘ employment it is 
te to a out 7 temptation. ta rush there willbe to 
obtain it—and since only one can hold it, ; deep disappointment 
will pervade the Peerage! _ ; — wee OTL 








FROM THE SUBLIME To, &c. 


Tun mest, eminent geologist may. find that,,compared with. a .woxk- 
“eentwal fire.”’ ‘ 





‘ FROM OUR HALE-BAKED CORRESPONDENT. ‘ 
Baxens must.find it hard to please. Ts their bread “light”? they | 
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THE MODERN MRS. P 


“SHE WAS EXCELLENT AT A SLOP OR A PUDDLE; BUT SHE SHOULD | 


P 
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» PARTINGTON. 


OULD NOT HAVE MEDDLED WITH A. TEMPEST.”—Sydney. Smith. | 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No.65.—-THE TWO MAJORS. 


fe 


name, 
Loves officers dashing and strict : 


When good, he's content with escaping | 


all blame, 
When naughty he 
licked. 


Ile likes, for a fault, to be bullied and | 


stormed, 
Or imprisoned for several days, 


And hates, for a duty correctly per- | 


formed, 
To be slavered 
praise. 


with 


No officer sickened with praises his 


corps 
So little as Masgor La Guerrne— 
No officer swore at his warriors more 
Than Masor Maxrepi Prerere. 


Their soldiers adored them, and every grade 
Delighted to hear their abuse ; 

Though whenever these officers came on parade 
They shivered and shook in their shoes. 


For, oh, if La Guerre could all praises withhold, 
Why so could Maxrenr Prerere, 

And, oh, if Maxrepr could bluster and scold, 
Why so could the mighty La Guerre. 


‘No doubt we deserve it—no mercy we crave— 
Go on—you’re conferring a boon ; 

We would rather be slanged by a warrior brave, 
Than praised by a wretched poltroon !” 


MAKREDI would say that in battle’s fierce rage 
True happiness only was met : 

Poor Masor Maxnrep1, though fifty his age, 
Had never known happiness yet ! 


La GuERRE would declare, “ with the bloed of a for 
No tipple is worthy to clink.”’ 

Poor fellow! he hadn’t, though sixty or so, 
Yet tasted his favourite drink ! 


They agreed at their mess—they agreed in the glass— 
They agreed in the choice of their “ set,”’ 

And they also agreed in adoring, alas! 
The VrvanvierE, pretty FILuerre. 


Agreement, you see, may be carried too far, 
And after agreeing all round 

For years—in this soldierly ‘“‘ maid of the bar,”’ 
A bone of contention they found ! 


It may seem improper to call such a pet— 
By a metaphor, even—a bone; 

But though they agreed in adoring her, yet 
Each wanted to make her his:own. 


excellent soldier who's worthy the 


likes to be | 


sickening | 


“On the day that you marry her,”? muttered Prerrrr 
(With a pistol he quietly played), 

‘* | 1l scatter the brains in your noddle, I swear, 
All over the stony parade!” 


“T cannot de that to you,” answered La Guennr, 
“Whatever events may befall, 
dut this J can do—if you wed her, mon eher ! 
I 11 eat you, moustachios and all!” 


The rivals, although they would never engage, 
Yet quarrelled whenever they met ; 

They met in a fury and left in arage, 
But neither took pretty Fituerre. 


* T am not afraid,” thought Mixrenp: Prerene, 
‘er country I'm ready to fall ; 

But nobody wants, for a mere Vivandiére, 
To-be enter; tiowstachios and all! 


“Besides, though La Guerre has his faults, I] allow, 
He’sone of the bravest of men : 

My gootiness! If I disagree with him now, 
T might disagree with him then!” 


“No coward am I,” said La Guerre, “as you guess— 
T sneer at an enemy's blade ; 

But I don't want Prepgrne to get into a mess 
For splashing the stony parade !”’ 


One dayvon parade to Prerrre and La Guerre 
Came Corporat. Jacot Drerettr, 

And trembling allover, he prayed of them there 
To give him the'pretty Fr.uerrte. 
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“You see I am willing to marry my briu: 
Until you've arranged this affair ; ve 

T will blow out my brains when your honours decide 
Which marries the sweet Vivandicre !”’ 


“‘ Well, take her,” said both of them in a durt 
(A favourite form of reply), 

‘‘But when I am ready to marry FILLetrtTe 
Remember you've promised to die !”’ 


He married her then, from the flowery plains 
Of existence the roses they cull: 
He lived and he died with his wife; and his brains 
Are reposing in peace in his skull. 


Extraordinary Triumphs of Mechi-nism. 


Me. Mecut, having astonished all the farmers with his doings at 
Tiptree Hall, has returned to his place of business in Regent-street, 
and seems determined to astonish the rest of the world. Here are a 
few of the ethnological wonders he has on view :— 

Large Green Morocco Lady's Dressing: ease. 
Large Reo Russia Gentlemen's ditto. 
Small Pale Russia Gentleman’s ditto. 


Biue Moroceo Gentieman’s ditto. 
Kighteen-inch Brown Russia Gentleman’s Mechian Bag. 


Fifteen-inch Lady’s Pale Russia Patent Bag. 
Me. Mecnut evidently keeps inhabitants, male and female, of Morocco 
and Russia, of all sizes and of all colours. The Circassian larly pales 


before the large green Moroeco lady, and Miss Swann, the Canadian 


_ giantess, 
| small as he is! 

before the public overerowds it. 
_—— 


looks small to‘an eighteen-inch brown Russia gentleman— 
We shall rush off at once to see this curiousexhibition, 


ilers”"— ON. 
Goon, rr Trre.—The very man for “ pot-boilers”—CatvEr 
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| ON THE S. E.R. 


Trascible Passenger :—“ Wat STATION 18 THIS, PORTER ?”’ 
Porter :—“ Wre, str!” 


I. P. (with fury) :—“ Wuy, sm? Brcavse I want To xnow, sm! Wuat 
tHE ——" [ Engine fortunately whistles, and the remainder of I. P.’s remark is lost. 





i 


| 
| IDEAL COPYRIGHT. 

Tae Atheneum, which, to its credit be it spoken, always opens its 
columns to the grievances of authors, has just laid before us a very 
| pretty quarrel as it stands. A Mrs. Gopotrxi writes first to com- 
| plain she offered a series of the “juvenile classics” in one 

syllable to Messrs. Casseut, Parrar, and Garry, of which they 
blished some volumes :—that with reference to two others, after 
| leaving the MS. in their hands, she differed as to terms, and went 
elsewhere ; that they thereupon published, under her title, their (‘de- 
_ fective") versions of the very two books she had named. 

| To this Messrs. C., P., and G. “ angeoionsty ” make answer—lst. 
That they projected the series —2nd. t they declined because of 
.'8 advance in terms—having the means of getting the works 
less cost. But they do not rebut her charge of the defective- 
_their work ; while they deny her any property, legal or moral, 
c Further, while taunting her because they forestalled her 
(she having to look about for other publishers and make fresh e- 

ments) they admit by Sa “immediate steps ”’ to cut her out. 
m, Mus. Gopotrum replies, categorically stating—Ist. 
That the series was of her invention, and admitted by the firm to be 
“something quite new,"’—2nd. That it was the firm's reduction of 
terms they could “do the work at less cost’ on the premises) 


quote the quarrel asa text. It shows how easily pub- 
the brains of authors—and how likely it is Sabee- 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 108. 


O prince, in the desert you travel, 
Far over the Orient sand, 

Where we ponder but cannot unravel 
Strange tales of that mystical land. 

Do you think ’mid the féte and the dancing 
Of kings who have vanished away, 

Where the Sphinx imperturbable glancing 
Looks down on the men of to-day. 


1.—A very funereal aspect it wears, 
’Tis heard when the baby is happy up-stairs ; 
It makes a great noise in the air overhead, 
Is hushed when the baby’s asleep in her bed. 


2.—The House of Commons is called this, 
But combats held therein 
Are never deadly now, I wis, 
Whichever side may win. 
i 
3.—He was always so terribly spoony, 
The lady the answer became ; 
If he could he’d have got her the moon— he, 


I think, was completely to blame. 


’ 
i 
‘ 
i. 


| 4.—A help when sinking in the swelling wave, 
| If haply one is near enough to save ; 

And yet sometimes a help also to death, 
Making a man get very short of breath. 


5.— We’ ve heard of a certain Mycenian king, 
Whose conduct I fancy was scarcely “ the thing ”’; 
| But he caught it no doubt, was pursued, but at last, 
By Athenians was pardoned, his sorrows all past. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 106.—Boat Race: Barber, 
Orizaba, Arac, Trace. 
Correct Souutions or Acrostic No. 106, necervep Marca 24th. 
—Chipping Podgebary; tea at Bryan's; Nous. 
W. 8.—We cannot alter our rules; and we endeavour to avoid 
such complisations to tne best of our ability. 





Cent-imental. 


Mr. Cuarugs Reape brought an action against the 
Round Table the other day, on the ground that his novel 
Griffith Gaunt, having been denounced in its columns as 
immoral, would not be read. The jury gave him a verdict 
—six cents! Of course that settles the question of 
“nary read !”’ as the Yankees say. 


chaste as ice, as pure as snow”’—cannot escape accusation. We have 
heard of a firm which, after declining a suggestion, acted upon it ; but 
in that case its author was a man of business, and by a threat of com- 
mencing the issue of his copyright notion, brought the firm to reason, 
and to terms. But it is not everyone who can act thus efficiently ; 
and it is well, lacking an appeal to law, that we should have the Court 
of the Atheneum in which to lodge our plaints. On behalf of litera- 
ture, we tender our thanks to the Atneneum. 





To the Point. 


Sm Cuartes Trevetyan suggests that we ought to bring over 
CLzopaTra’s needle and set it up in the centre of the Temple (iardens. 
We think the notion a good one, and would add—as they say on ship- 
board—“ make it so!’”’ Sm James ALEXANDER says it will only cost 
£1,500 —“ that is if there is no job in the matter!”” Heaven forbid — 
fancy having a job from a needle of that size ! 





A Swan or a Canard P 


Great interest has been excited in scientific circles by a report that 
the management of the Prince of Wales’s Theatre a remark- 
able natural curiosity. It turned out on inquiry, however, that the 
rumour arose from the fact that a well-known wag had stated that 
Miss WixTon possessed a rara avis in TeRriss. 


To the Chief Commissioner of Police. 


OranGz-PgeL thoughtlessly strewn on the pavement is no slight 
source of danger to the estrian, but what must be done with the 
= gn-ions openly hawked through the streets on costermongers’ 


— 


[Apri 3, 1869. 
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' Folly is in the majority in this world, no doubt ; 


good backing. 


ce ENSURED 


Aprit 3, 1869.] 


————— 


APRIL FANCIES, 


By A Foor. 
PRIL! Of all 
A months the best, 


/ Thou showery, flow- 


ery, pleasant sea- 
son, 
In folly rich, but dis- 
possessed 
Of all the dull be- 
quests of reason ! 
| hail thy coming 
gladly, when 
Wild mirth is mon- 
arch — madness 
rules, 
And we pronounce the 
sons of men—” 


AWD FA solemn lore— 
with crooked 
wrinkles. 


head seore, 
O’er which the cap of 
=e Folly tinkles. 
~ A cheery laugh to clear 
the lung 
Is better than the 
dust of schools: 





{ hold all those who study young 
April Fools—April Fools! 


I’ve had my heart-aches in my time— 
I’ve had attacks of melancholy ; 
But then I set my bells a-chime 
And went and had a romp with Folly. 
Aye, aching sides cure aching hearts ; 
So he who o’er his troubles pules 
Must join with those who nurse their smarts— 
April Fools— April Fools! 


Let's laugh and labour as we may— 
Make holiday with pipe and tabor ; 
And on the usual working day 
Sing cheerily about our labour. 
Some make about their work a coil, 
And find sad faults with all their tools : 
They never strive to lighten toil— 
April Fools— April Fools! 


Some fret themselves to win them gold— 
And burn with avaricious fever. 
For all the wealth that e’er was told 
I should feel scorn to turn a griever. 
I smile to see the gamblers throng 
And strive for wagers, stakes, and pools. 
When won, pray can they keep them long * 
April Fools—April Fools ! , 


And yet in no unkindly mood 

With satire’s sounding lash I strike them— 
For still the moral will obtrude— 

If they are fools—we fools are like them ! 
For well I know that Fate will scrawl 

When wise-eye dims, and mad-brain cools, 
One epitaph above usall—__. 

“ April Fools—April Fools !”’ 








De-side-edly ! 
Traty’s latest, in the feminine journal, which admits his incoherent 
ravings, runs as follows :— ; 
Shut the door against England. Let us have war. If Grant will shut Stanton 


and Seward out of the Cabinet, and let my Fenians free Ireland, I will stand by him. 
The man that has me on his side—or the woman either—is safe; but woe be to 


those whom I oppose! 
so that the side, for 


which such a truly representative fool as Trarw declares, has a 


—_— = 
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FUN. 





the 


Apr) Fools — April 
Fools ! 
A fig for Wisdom’s | 


It ploughs the brow | 


No furrow will the fore- | 


cuntetenden: nn egret 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 
_WE gladly welcome the appearance of The Life and Songs of Lady 
Nairne, the authoress of “The Land o’ the Leal.” “Caller Hertin’,”’ 
| and ether well-known Scotch poems. The collection is edited by 
| Dr. Rocers, who has brought to the task not only enlture and ex- 


perience, but sympathy and enthusiasm. ‘The book is nicely turned 
out, but the very bilious tone of the paper is a little unpleasant 
| to the eye. 
Tue Farmers’ Calendar, published by Messrs. Canter, although but 
a small pamphlet, contains some very useful practical hints on 
| differences of soil, and the crops best suited to them, with other 
| valuable information. 
WE have received the new issue of Debrett’s Peerage, and also of 
| Debrett’s Barovetage and Knightage. It is almost superfluous to say a 
| word in their favour, but we cannot but express our surprise, knowing 
| something of the difficulties of printing, that these books should be 
| brought out, with the last information and the latest additions inserted 
| in their proper places. ViscounTEss Braconsriewn’s title is but of 
| yesterday's creation, but her arms, and all the notice theroto be- 
| longing, look as if they had held their place in the stereotyped pages 


| for ages, 





Epigram. 

Ir appears that the bribers of Béverley 

| Don’t manage their business cleverly, 

| As for money, they’ve been so profuse with it, 
Baron Martin means playing the dence with‘it. 
But he won’t do—at odds you may book it— 

| What they say that the Deuce does—overlook it. 





| Head or Tail? 
THE Constitutionnel gravely reports that in the Guildhall of the City 


of London the other day, a prisoner sentenced to three months’ im- 
| prisonment went “'Tommy Dodd” with the magistrate whether it 





, Should be double or qmits, and that the magistrate consenting, the 


! 


appeal to chance was made, and the prisoner won, and was discharged. 
To be sure English justice, especially as administered by our Mayors 
and Aldermen, has a good deal of a “ toss-up’’ involved in it; but 
when the story is thus circumstantially given by a French paper, we 
must really ery “Tale!” 


A Parody. 
Suggested by Recent Occurrences at Cambridge. 
Ir I had a donkey wot wouldn’t go, 
Do you think Id vollop him—oh, dearno! 
| But I'd give him some beans, and let him go 
To Sidney Sussex College! 


| Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
| panied dy a stamped and directed envelepe ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


CreciL.— Why this imbe-Cecil-ity ? How can you expect lines to appear 
in Fun in March, when they do nothing but halt ? 

FIRMAMENT sends us such a weak joke that we can only suppose it was 
in-firm-he-meant. 

R. F. (Beaumaris).—You should have called your MS. not a “ revel ’’— 
but a “ revelation’ of “rhymes.” "We never knew before that “ bicycle’’ 
could rhyme with “skies a gull”’ or “ flies higgle,’’ ete. 

A. (Whitehall-yard).—Thank you for the suggestion, of which we avail 
ourselves at the earliest opportunity. 

Biow-vup.— You don’t understand what you write about, and we cannot 
| afford space to argue with any one who is snob enough to write as you do, 
anonymously. But we may just point out, as you talk of Raphael's style 
(of wood-engraving ?) as following Durer’s, that the latter was born May, 
1471, died April, 1528; and that Raphael was born 1483 and diced 1520° 
After that, shut up! 

R. E. C. (Newman-street).— Too late. 

A. W. W. M.—Not in the New Series. 

Jut1a T.—Much obliged. 

NiL DEsPERANDUM.—We have read your “important” letter ;—if you 
had read your Fun you would have been saved the trouble of sending a joke 
made weeks ago. We feel sorry for you (and your composition) when you 
| take up Fun “ thinking to find mydon mots, &c. published, except which (sie) 

I find them declined.”’ : 
Declined with thanks :—G. H. M., Kensington ; H. L., Dublin; A. C. B., 
Brighton ; D. N. M., Peckham; E. M., Kingstown; W. W ., Greenwich ; 
A. G.; Constant Reader; A. H. B., Leith ; H. P.; 5. W., Reading ; ty 
Noir; Lord Dundreary ; Hector; T. B., Leeds; Arepa; Yo-Kline Lo. *5 
R. M., Bath; G. R:, Cambridge; Boshco; E. F. G., North Shields; 


Snooks. 


The Old is out of print. 


—_ 





' 
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A Meditative Puff and a Meditated Blow. 


A Child’s Wisdom. | 
Unper the above title a poem by Miss Auice Cary is quoted by a 
_ contemporary.. The last verse runs—not to say gallops—thus :— 
I = see » troop of a wee 
| Byes of light and eyea of derknees, 
.. Feet of coral, légs of pearls, 
noes toward the morning school-house 
Half a head before their curls. 
Very’ ie! ' Ea, unless a ee in the interest of 
rhyme, what is the meaning of “ of pearls?” Considering the 
headlong pace at which the young people are described as going—at 
such a pace that their heads outstrip their hair —is it not possible that, 
in a to the probability of a spill, Miss Cary wrote “legs of 


A Good Reason. 
I cannor sing the old songs — 
shag ead Sa, ong 
ug ere are, I’m told, 
__, Of both kinds not a few. 
But then you see to be a 
Great singer’s something choice— 


Of time - or tune—or voice. 


—— 


at ee well-known fact that two negatives make one affirmative. 


friend of ours who is editing a 
note: “ That's so! And two conteadiplides make one ; 


A msmnc Peasant ror Art-EpvcAtion.—Th —f1 
he an omee} >. meee es nee Cee fs 


adds in a foot 
"lar riled.” : 


OVER COATS, 21. 1 63: 


[Aprit 3, 1869. 


LIGHT AS AIR. 


Tux Baker leans upon the rail, 

The cook between the bars is peeping, 
The jealous housemaid leaves her pail, 

And to the garret hies a-weeping. 
There’s dignity in Purry’s look 

A worshipper of Mr. Vance, he 
Bestows his heart on Mrs. Cook, 

And gives her with a cottage—fancy ! 
We hear of trifles light as air, 

But trifles light as these may vanish, 
A footstep coming down the stair 

Would love as well as lover banish. 
The moral tells not of the end 

Or if they are, or are not, mated ; 
The cook must be the baker’s friend 

Before the bread is atrey-ated. 


THE DEFEAT OF DYSPEPSIA. 


CZ | Dyspepsia! Goddess of sweet unreason ! 
PS Kept casting her dangerous eyes on me, 
Unhappily just at the opening season 
Of GuNTER’s suppers which don’t agree : 
She was far too sweet, and I far too silly 
To sever the knot which had bound us two ; 
And homewards wending through Piccadilly | 
I'd dreams of a “ black” anda midnight “ blue.’” | 


vow'd I would free myself once and ever 

From sad depression and constant pain, 

Dyspepsia darling ! ’tis hard to sever 

_ Thy toils,” I cried, “and be free again !”’ 

| My morning meal was a farce too hollow, 
And only pleasant my sea-green tea, | 

Till a maiden passed with a whisper, “ Follow!” 

And Cocoatina she rescued me! < | 


2 


| 66 
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Dust thou not Know ? 


A nusHet of March dust has been appraised as worth a king's 
ransom. Such a valuation is not very flattering to royalty; for 
Docror Letuesy and some other clever chemists have thrown dust in 
our eyes—we mean, have brought dust before our notice, as a most 
unwholesome compound. Animalcule abound in it, as do-fungi, and 
abound most at about five feet from the ground—on a level with most 
people’s mouths. What is to be done? The homcopaths bid us 
always talk Hin-dust-anee and to be as in-dust-rious as possible. 
Betting-men mae thirsty souls lay their dust at bars and taps. 
Quakers shake their fists at the clouds of atoms and say “ you do! ’— 
or rather “thou dust!’’ We have an excellent remedy :. we might 
make our fortunes if we advertised that we would send it to anyone 
forwarding two stamps. But no! we will give it freely—the best 
plan is to walk on stilts. 


A Dark Saying. 
BY OUR OWN ETHIOPIAN SERENADER. 


“T thay, Grivcer!”’ 

“Tss, Pompry.”’ 

“ Wal, Grinesr, if you was wrecked on him desert island: inhabited 
by a lot of cannibals, an’ they wos a-goin’ for to eat you, on’y some- 
ae 8 Oe come dah and sabe you, why would you be like um sweet- 
mea : 

“Don’t know, Pompry.’’ 

“Ces you would be um preserved GincER.’ 


Given with all Reserve. 


We hear that the Vocal Memnon, lately visited by the Prince or 
Wats, will appear in London in the course of the season; it is also 
rumoured that at about the same date the Holborn Valley Viaduct will 
be opened to the public. a 


ee nee = ne ee 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL. BROTHERS, 50, tupearm erm. 
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THE ROTTEN ROW OF THE COMING PERIOD. 


Ir is not generally known that the introduction of velocipedes is a 
crafty device of the Hippophagists. When the new vehicle has com- 
pletely driven horses from the Row and the road, when thousands of 
grooms are thrown out of work, and hundreds of livery-stable keepers 
are ruined, there will be nothing for it but to send the animals to the 
meat market at Smithfield for what they will fetch per pound. 

It is confidently predicted in fashionable circles that Rotten Row 
will be completely given up to velocipedes, and that horses will be no- 
where. CoLonet HENDERSON, with sagacious promptitude, is having 
several constables of the A Division instructed in the art of veloci- 
peding, in order to overtake any velocipedist guilty of furious or 
reckless driving. ? 

The Board of Works, it is rumoured, has already issued instructions 
for the casting of a gigantic bronze velocipede by Messrs. SNOXELL 
AND SPENCER, to take the place of the horse in the equestrian statue 
of the DukE or WELLINGTON at Hyde-park Corner. 


At present the prices of the new vehicle are rather high, and the | 


amusement, therefore, is likely for some time to be confined to the 
upper classes. But we may confidently look forward to a time when 
a velocipede will be within the reach of the poorest. It is inexpensive 
to keep, and might be very useful in conveying clothes to the wash, 
and taking out greengrocery. The bicycle is somewhat difficult to 
manage at first, as it has a tendency to throw its rider, but practice 
8 y makes perfect ; and some even go so far as to recommend a 
little preliminary practice on the treadmill as a first step. 

An eminent mechanician is turning his attention to the combination 
of the velocipede and sewing-machine, which will enable those ladies 
who like to “take their work with them” to enjoy exercise without 
neglecting their needlework. 





A Strange Want. 

Turs is a strange want, clipt from a northern journal : 

WANTED, a Paper Machine Man, used to elephants, must be a steady and good 
workman.—Address, stating wages, age, &c. 

A man, who is a machine, and who is also to be paper, is a sufficient 
wonder. But he is to be “used to elephants” too! Would an ac- 
quaintance with rhinoceroses, or a familiarity with hippopotami do as 
well? Because if so, we know hundreds of people, who won't do. 
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FEMALE NOVELISTS. 


You like a clever novel, you are fond of works of fiction, 
By the ancient novel writers and the men of modern days ; 
And you often name your preference — declare your predilection 
For a tale of love and passion with a good plot’s winding ways. 


You have read Clarissa closely, with a heroine the sweetest 

That a man’s pen e’er depicted, and you know her true and pure ; 
Or our THackErRAy’s great Esmond with his Beatrix completest 

Of all perfect pictures painted by his artist hand so sure. 


Or you dote on modern writers, read all TRoLLope’s pleasant stories, 
Or Cuares Reape’s sensation chapters with their great and graphic 
pow’rs, 
You are fond of stalwart Kincs.ey, or of Lever who so glories, 
In the heroes of the battle, and the Sa/on’s magic hours. 


| But you need a word of caution if you read a woman's novel, 
| Asa rule the works by women raise a blush upon the cheek, 
And our female fiction-writers strive, who lowliest can grovel 
In the dirt of crimes revolting of which men would fear to speak. 
If you want a double meaning that would scarce bear open speaking, 
If you wish the sly suggestion of an easy way to sin, 
Go see in women’s novels the degraded things you're seeking, 
Though applause from vulgar readers they may chance in time to 
win. 
’'Tis a sad thing and a strange thing that their work should not be 


purest, 
That their heroines and heroes should delight in deeds of shame ; 


But the books that limn such doings with acquaintanceship the surest 


Blind, and Half Blind. 

A Frencu journal, speaking of the number of letters the Ex-Queen 
of Spain receives, remarks en passant, “ Her Secretary is nearly blind.’ 
“In the country of the blind,”’ says the Spanish proverb, * the one- 

| eyed is king:”? so no doubt in this case Jack's as good as his mistress 
—and better too. 


Are the popular three volumes that will bear a woman's name. 
| 
| 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 7th, 1869. 
: OLTHOUGH we are threatened with the opposition of the 
yy House of Peers, there can be no doubt about the ultimate suc- 
cess of Mu. Giapstone’s Irish Church Bill. He may, there- 
fore, congratulate himself on having discovered the means of 
reconciling Ireland—an object which, seemed unattainable to other 
statesmen, and for which patriotic Irishmen have long sought in vain. 
Mr. Gtapstone is, in fact, the fortunate finder of the four-leaved 
shamrock, which, so the legends of Erin, as recorded by Samvet Lover, 
one of her poetical sons, assure us, confers on those who discover it the 
wer of shedding happiness and contentment around them. Mr. 
Ca. apatoorn may hand over the charm to the blushing but happy Erin, 
| and disregard the croaking of the bird of ill omen, who keeps repeating 
| the words “confiscation” and “sacrilege” because (as was the case 
with the Raven of Mr. Epcar Attan Por) it “is his only stock and 


store.” 


Tue new Post-office regulations, for closing all post-office letter- 
boxes at night and on Sundays, in order to divert letters to the pillar- 
poste seems to have been framed without due consideration. Unless 

| k ls or MSS. open at both ends are allowed to be posted in 
| the pillars, the rule will be a serious hardship to a great many— 
especially to literary men and journalists. There appears to be no good 
ground for re such postage of book-parcels ; while the pur- 
_ posed delay with which any infringement of the rule is met amounts to 
| vexatious petty tyranny. It isto be wished that the Department were 
managed in a different spirit—were ordered with a view to the greatest 
| public convenience, instead of being as at present regarded as a bit of 
| toy machinery, which the officials set going im various ways for their 
| Own amusement. 
| 


Oxg simple reform, which has been before suggested in these 
columns, would be an eee advantage. The issue of a “ railway 
postage stamp ’’—a three penny or even two y stamp—would 

a great boon. Such stamps could be sabeiiaaed 65 ckllway stations, 
where there should be a box, wherein letters with these stamps might 
be posted, to be cleared out at e up-train, whose guard would have to 

ost them in a pillar post on ing town. The extra charge would 
ully compensate the railways, and people resident in districts where 
_ posts are few and far between would gladly pay the extra rate to 
_ expedite their letters. 


Owrne to the necessity for going to press early on account of the 

_ Easter holidays, our remarks in the last number on “ Ideal Copyright” 
did not quite complete the case. Messrs, Cassern, Prerrgr, anp 
GALPry, we are glad to see from the Atheneum of the 27th March, 

_ have answered Mrs. Gopotputy’s second letter—although their reply 
_ is no more than a get contradiction of Mrs. GopoLrHm’s state- 
_ ments. The reply is dated the 18th of March, and should have 
_ appeared in the Atheneum of the previous week, but seems to have 
_ been crowded out. The dispute remains much where it began, each 
| party contradicting the other ; and the additional letter does not affect 
our at, for which the correspondence merely served as a text; 
but we feel it is fair to Mzssrs. Casseit, Perrer, axp Gaxprx to note 
- they did reply, and to explain the delay in the publication of 





| Wages for Work done. 

Some of our contemporaries seem very much ised that the 
Berwick guardians of the poor, being in want of a ical man and a 
workhouse porter, offer to the former only £25 a year, out of which 
he will have to supply drugs, and to the latter as much as £20 with 
board and lodging. € can see no reason for wonder. They pay the 
porter well because he has to perform one of the most important duties 


| in connection with the union—he has to keep the paupers out! 


| 
| 





: s ee ee 

T came out at an inquest in Lambeth the other da 

woman employed in needlework was only paid eieaetens « Son 
for making “gentlemen's coloured shirts,” and that with the utmost 
ES ee eee! Fourpence half- 
penny y, at high pressure, was was earning from her 
ployer, a tradesman at Kennington. Men who remember that in 
wearing such shirts they are wearing out “human creatures’ lives” 
will, we should think, be shy of purchasing in Kennington ! 
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THE NEW CLUB. 


‘©A FASHIONABLE JOURNAL announces tha 
tion. The entrance fee is to be ten guineas, 


On, listen, disconsolate lover, 
Scared father, and terrified hub, 
To the blow you will never recover— 
’Tis the New Ladies’ Club. 


Not the Newman-street Club, with odd features : 
This looks upon that as a scrub! 

Tip-top swells are the members, sweet creatures, 
Of the New Ladies’ Club. 


For the entrance fee’s ten “guas,”’ ’tis settled, 
And five for the annual “ sub”’: 

They'll be damsels well-off and high-mettled 
In the New Ladies’ Club. 


The male sex they mean to look down on— 
Their lords and their masters they'll snub. 

The pretensions of man they will frown on 
At the New Ladies’ Club. 


About spirits and wines they’ll be curious—~ 
And nice about questions of grub. 

At bad cooking they're sure to be furious 
At the New Ladies’ Club. 


Of an evening they'll play at ¢carte— 
Or join in a “ guinea-points”’ rub ; 

Oh, they’ll owmable with eagerness hearty 
At the New Ladies’ Club. 


They'll make little parties of pleasure— 
Which excursions or pic-nics they'll dub— 
They will always have plenty of leisure, 
At the New Ladies’ Club, 


To Richmond a team of good spinners, 
They ll drive—or they’ll row in a tub, 

Or at Greenwich have snug whitebait dinners, 
Will the New Ladies’ Club. 


They will come home at night very jolly, 
Pull up at each small roadside pub : 

Other clubs oft indulge in like folly 
‘With the New Ladies’ Club. 


And last, when some lamps they have broken, 
Or a toll-keeper coat drub ; 

Will some householder’s bail be bespoken 
For the New Ladies’ Club! 


No! perish so base a suggestion, 
Who hints at such things is a.cub ; 
They’ll all be quite ladies past question 
On the New Ladies’ Club. 


They'll deal not in slang, nor fast-going, 

Nor in latch-keys from Hospss or pa Cues; 
But in tea, tatting, scandal, and sewing, 

At the New Ladies’ Club. 


ee ee fibbing and fashions, 
e brewing of China's great shrub, 
And harmless and feminine passions 
At the New Ladies’ Club. 


and the annual subscription five.’’ 





- Very Rich indeed ! 
_ Tuer is no satisfying some people. We have j re = 
re ae a tn ne just read the follow 
There has been tried at Limerick an action 
Miss Kate Studdert, dauzhter of a D.L., aapins t Mr. Ro 
a poem, engaged, but t suddenly broke off ae alleging il 
peep ied ————_— = that latterly the defendant seemed troubled at coming 
nenetek ond y the death of an uncle. and that it appeared to be a great 
wane mine, the Jury awarded the plaintiff £2,500 damages and 6d. costs. 
Poor fellow, if his riches are such a burden to him, the result of this 
ee vane suggested a remedy. He has only to go on making 
= —— 0 gr sanee. and his breeches’ pocket will not long suffer from 
rp a another way —wvide Mus. Giasse—if he will hand 
bia th to we we'll see that it, isn't a worry on his mind any 
ont Le — t hesitate, thinking it may prove a worry to us—we 


for breach of promise, brought by 





Pah! 


“Tux child is father to the man.” Yes, but why? Because of 
course a8 soon as he’s born he becomes apparent. ’ ; 


ta Ladies’ Club is on the eve of forma- 


Peer gr egereecenes 
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THE FOUR-LEAY 


‘* T'll seek the four-leayed shamrock in all the fairy dells, 
And if I find the charméd leaves, oh, how I'll weave my spells. 













o—Arut 10, 1869. 
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Yh / 
AVED SHAMROCK. 
‘¢ Oh, I will play th’enchanter’s part in casting bliss around, 
| And not a tear or aching heart shall in the Isle be found.”—Samucl Lover. a 
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| T HH F BA BR BA L LA DS ; | So he determined he would fain 
Bequeath his wealth (despite Mortmain), 


Freeholds, debenture stock, and all 









| nalepaat ig Pe phpepees — a come, (HOCK WANS ee 
A Was Mr. Jasper Porkienay : When his intent was known abroad, | 
is y He was a merchant of renown Excitement reigned im every ward, 
(The firm was PorKLEBAY AND Brows.) And with the well-experienced throng 
Tat. . Of operatons. all went wrong. 
fh Three sons he had—and only three— ; ' : iat 
LF But they were bad as bad could be ; St. George 8; Charing Cross, and Guy's, 
levi oS) They spurned their father’s rightcous ways. And. little Westminster likewise, 
| And went to races, balls, and plays. And Lying-In andi Middlesex, 
rs ' Combined old Jasrgr to perplex. 
On Sundays they would laugh and joke, Ho . ‘ontg’ hints 
é I’ve heard them bet— I’ve known them smoke. mae-surgeons,.spite of patients nts, 
Se At Whist they'd sometimes take a hand, Bound. head-aches up in fracture-splints ; 
These vicce Jasrzn couldn't stand, In, measles, strapped the spots that come, 
lea ie With strips of plain diachylum. 
At len the eldest s ‘alled Dan ; 
Tester e aici oneal ay illed Daw; Rare Leeches, skilled at fever beds, 
And earned his bread. by aaa: Shaesaits For toothache shaved their patients’ heads ; 
SHAKSPERIAN parts, as others dn. © And always cut their fingers off 
‘* If they complained of hoopingYcough. | 
e second (DonaLp) would insist . 
On starting - . aoe - Their zeal grew greater day by day, 
And wrote amusing tales el ii And each did all that with him lay 
In all the monthly magazines : To prove his own pet hospital 
; The most deserving of them all. 
The y ‘est (SING ; his name , 
A pl Seog. eee his name) Though Jasper P. could not but feel | 
Aad tiniin tom taceted feine wood Delighted at this show of zeal, 
By drawing funny ees y BS d When each in zeal excels the rest, 
6 J = Se One can’t determine which is best. 
And as they trod these fearful ways " - i Tal 
| (These three misguided Teanennnce, aos = ee oe ees 
: They drew not on their father’s hoard— The ny entrneScsscrstcoem ad il “oT in ! 
For Jasper threw them overboard ay Soeeenets ee oa | 
we And danced at evening parties too. 


The hospitals, conflicting sore, 

Perplexed poor JaspER more and more, | 
But, ah, ere Jasper could decide, 
Poor charitable man, he died ! ' 





Yes, JASPER—grieving at their fall— 

Renounced them one— renounced them all; 

And lived alone so good and wise Now roll in wealth, despite his plan, 

At Zion Villa, Clapham Rise. So DonaLp, Dan, and SrNGLEton, | 

ry, : armde ¢ 

By dint of work and skilful plan | sy dint of accident have won. 

Our JASPER grew a wealthy man ; 

And people said, in slangy form | 
That Jasrer P. would “ cut up warm.” | 


He had no relative at all 


And Dona.p, SINGLETON, and Dan, 


Vice triumphs here, but if you please, 

’Tis by exceptions such as these 

(From probability removed) 
That every standing rule ig proved. 


By strange exceptions Virtue deigns 


To whom his property could fall, | 
Except, of course, his wicked sons, To prove how paramount she reigns ; 
Those three depraved Bohemian ones ‘ A standing rule I do not know 

| That's been more oft established so. 


— aE 
What a Falling-off was there! 


Here's an announcement of something pleasant to look forward 
for, of course, it will come from Paris to London! 
| A tight rope dancer, named Balleni, the Great Australian Blondin, w.ll appear at 
| Paris, May Ist, in his grand sensational feat of falling head first from the rope, and 
turning in mid air. 

We trust that the Lorp CHAMBERLAIN will extend to this man’s feat 
the attention he has recently paid to actresses’ legs. If CaLcrarts 
tight rope performance and drop have been abolished as a brutalising 
and degrading exhibition, we cannot see how Barvenr's tight rop 
performance and fall can be permitted. 


, 
VU, 





Ars est celave artew—The art is to sell the artist. 


——— -- —- 





| 4 PICTURE-DEALER'’S TRANSLATION. 
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TIS TRUE 'TIS PITY. 


Master Charlie (to Mr, Chips, who dates from a period anterior to the discovery 
of vaccination) :—“I say, Mr. Cups, ToMMY SAYS ALL THOSE PITS IN YOUR 
PACE ARE ONLY PIMPLES TURNED INSIDE OUT. ARE THEY ?” 

















AN EXPOSTULATION. 

[PHILASTER, passing 
along the streets, be- 
holdeth a constable take 


away a boy’s hoop, 
and thus addresseth 








Nes 
We 
= 





| (‘2S5= him :— 
| = === H, dainty constable, 
| Ss why stoop 


( 


To take away an 
urchin’s hoop ? 
Are there no fierce 
garotters nigh 
On whom to keep a 


i. 
| 


| watchful eye ? 
| Are there no burglars, 
| bound to crack 
| A crib, whom it 
| were well to 
| track ? 

Or is there left no petty thief 

Who's game’s a pocket-handkerchief, 


The Constable in his turn accosteth Purtaster :— 
You'd better stop your jaw, my swe 
Or ele Y'll rum you in as well!” ” 
(PHILaster expediteth his departure. 





A 
| ment? When he's a screwed driver, of course. 











HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Easter is almost as prolific of new pieces as Christ- 
mas; and accordingly several novelties claim mention 
just now. ; . : 

Mr. Rosertson supplies the Gaiety with a drama 

| entitled Dreams. Mr. Ronertson is not successful in 
dramas, perhaps because he does not consider that a 
| drama requires the very brilliant writing which he 
| bestows on the dialogues of his comedies; and so fails to 
| exercise the power which almost alone makes his plays 
‘succeed. It is not entirely because he has such an 
| admirable company to perform his pieces at the Prince 
| of Wales’s that he reaps all his laurels there. It is due 
| partly to the fact that he has never produced anything 
but comedy at the little theatre. S 
| It would have been more generous of Mr. Ronertson, 
| if, instead of trying to draw us off the real scent by 
| dragging a suggestion of the Lauvreatr’s “ Lady Clara 
Vere de Vere”’ across the trail (the piece having no 
resemblance to that poem), he had acknowledged its real 
source—a story written by Mr. T. Arcuer in “The 
Bunch of Keys.”? Dramatists are not over-scrupulous 
whence they borrow ideas; but a spirit of camaraderie 
should have deterred one of the contributors to that 
volume from taking a collaborateur’s ideas without ac- 
knowledgment — unless indeed Mr. Rosertson felt that 
in adapting the story to the stage he had so disfigured it 
that the kindest thing he could do would be to conceal 
the real parentage of the maimed narrative. 

The plot is too slender to bear elaboration into five 
acts;—in three acts, with some improbabilities and 

| excrescences cut out, it would do well. 

Mr. Wicean is but ill-suited, having no opportunity of 
distinguishing himself save by some rapid changes (due 
to his “doubling’’), in which Mr. Wooprn would 
distance him with ease. The most prominent part in 
the piece is given to Mr. Sourar, who considerably over- 
dresses it. Mr. Ciayton is capital, and Miss RonERTsON 
is graceful, ladylike, and, when necessary, powerful. 
Perhaps the best bit of acting in the piece is to be found 
in some business between Mr. Maciean and Mr. ELpRED, 
which has nothing to do with the story, and like a good 
many other bits only hinders the action. The drama is 
capitally put on the stage ;—an interior at Castle Oak- 
wood being especially good, so good that it made ex- 
cusable a call for the painter, which, however, Mr. 
O’Connor was far too much of an artist to comply with. 


At the Globe, Mr. Byron follows up Cyril’s Success 
with the drama of Minnie ; or, Leonard’s Love—which is 
far better than might be surmised from such a title. The 
dialogue is always pleasant, and—especially in the third 
act—often brilliant ; the story is simple and intelligible, 
and the piece is well cast. Mr. Criarke is excellent as 
Dr. Latimer, a crusty but candid surgeon, and Mr. FisHer 
acts Mr. Vaughn, a gentleman of broken fortunes, as a 
gentleman. Miss Brennan is good as Dora, and Miss 
Foote admirable as Minnie—though we could wish that 
the appearance of delicate health, nec for the 
character, had seemed more entirely due to “ make- 
up.” Mr. Reecr’s extravaganza, Brown and the 
brahmins, which goes admirably now, follows the drama ; 
and we know of nothing else of the kind now running 
that affords such a hearty and genuine laugh. 


On Monday, the 12th, Mr. Pamurs will read at the 
Egyptian Hall from the works of THackEeray and 
Dickens. “Family Jars’ from the Virginians, and the 
“Death of the Colonel” from the Newcomes,” are sus- 
ceptible of fine rendering, and should alone secure a very 
large attendance. 








‘*Music hath Charms.”’ 


PIANOFoRTES are now-a-days plenty as pitchforks in 
farmhouses — hence Farmer Suorruorn’s bon mot. 
Finding one of his best cows choked one fine morning, 
he exclaimed, “ Quite a Beet-hove(r)n night!” 





One for his Nob. 
“ Murpuy Riots,” accompanied, as usual, by broken 
heads, are again reported from the north. Well, those 


Voice FRoM THE Ranx.—When does a cabby resemble a carpenter's instru- | who will attend such meetings deserve to have to put 


up with the seonce-quences. 


[Apri 10, 1869. | 
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BROKEN TOYS, 


WHENEVER in my tender years 
I broke a toy of any sort, 
I honoured with a flood of tears 
The damaged article of sport. 
Folks told me I was very weak, 
And very like a naughty boy, 
To make a streak on either cheek 
For nothing but a broken toy. 


How oft the fleet and cruel years— 
In bringing pain and bringing care— 
Have brought me fitter cause for tears 
Than all my baby sorrows were. 
How many hopes—how many dreams 
‘T'was theirs to give and then destroy ; 
How many a past ambition seems 
No better than a broken toy. 


The love that thrilled my latter teens 
Appeared no evanescent flame. 
Soon over? Not by any means; 
At fifty ’twould be still the same. 
Doth any glimmer yet survive 
To lure, to dazzle, to decoy ? 
No; Love appears at thirty-five 
As useless as a broken toy. 


I look on Money as a snare, 

On Friendship as an empty name ; 
Of Health I utterly despair, 

And soon shall cease to follow Fame. 
Ambition once upon a time 

Was all my passion, all my joy ; 
And now—I scribble silly rhyme 

And dawdle o’er a broken toy. 


Fiat experimentum in corpore vili. 
Tue Lancet bewails the want of subjects for the anatomical schools, 


and among other reasons says the scarcity is due to 


The establishmert ef suburban cemeteries, which tempts these same friends (of 
the paupers) to claim and bury their dead relatives, since the ceremony is an ex- 
cuse for an outing ora half-holiday inthe country, with copious liquorings—to 


drown scorrow—on the way. 

If we were inclined to sneer, we should suggest that the medical 
journal is decrying cemeteries in the interest of the doctors, whose 
practice has no doubt diminished since the pest of intramural interment 
was abolished. But we have no wish to sneer, and only desire to point 
out a remedy for this scarcity. Ifthe poor, with their usual brutal 
indifference for the interests of their betters, will insist on having a 
perverse regard for their dead (and, perhaps, some of them do not 
require the excuse of the death of a dear one for taking a little drink), 
the only cure we can see is that the Lancet people, and those who agree 
with them, should hand over their friends and relatives to the dissect- 
ing room! If the poor and ignorant are expected to do this in the 


_ interests of science, why should not the educated and enlightened do 


it? Surely the maxim which heads this paragraph, is not in foree in 
a Christian country in the nineteenth century ? 


The Civil Service. 

Now that the Ministry are taking such pains to economise in the Civil 
Service, we feel sure we shall gain their thanks by drawing their 
attention to a fact which Mr. Benrtiey advertises :— 

* ANTHONY TROLLOPE’S THREE CLERKS.” 


| We trust Mr. Cumpers, or some other enthusiastic economist, will 


lose no time in re-engaging a gentleman who at a single salary would 


_ do the work of three. 





In Statue Quo. 
Sir H. Verney is going to ask the Home Secretary to “place the 


_ ancient monuments now existing in the country under the protection 
_ of some authority which may prevent their destruction.” 


If Sir 


Harry means the London statues, we sincerely hope that his question 
has been mis-reported. What the ought to suggest is that some one 


should be appointed to superintend their destruction—and the sooner 


the better. 





Down Again! 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


APRIL, 

In the Corniilt Min. Cuarves Reape’s story gathers interest as it 
moves into the sphere of Trades Union outrages. It is accompanied 
by a most un-Cornhill-like illustration. “ Lettice Lisle” keeps up its 
interest. “Fifty Brides” is a worse than Tupperian version of the 
story of the Danaides. It is a marvel how such feeble maundering 
should have found its way into such a magazine. The paper on 
“Modern Venetian Glass” gives an account of the works of Satviar: 
to whose enterprising genius we owe the exquisite—and not yet in- 
ordinately dear, but once very. cheap—examples of Venetian manu- 
facture, which for colour and grace eclipse—despite of all that is said 
on the other side—the more finished works of Bohemia and Great 
Britain. The Martiaz paper is enjoyable, though some of its transla- 
tions in verse are painfully loose and defective. 

Golden Hours is too obviously an imitation ef Good Words—and an 
inferior one. The leading story, “ Ravens and Lilies,’ is an absurd 
combination of sensation and “goody-goody,’’ with a heroine as 
offensive as an incarnate tract. ‘ Sca-beach Gatherings,” and 
“Memorials of the Huguenot Celomy in Spitalfields,” are very read- 
able, and do their best to atone for the “ Ravings and Sillies.”” Masor 
GIBERNE’S “ Recollections of India” is as good ag a photograph. The 
illustrations are capable of improvement, 

Under the Crown goes on unflaggingly, and seems to have settled 
down to its work well. It has wisely abandoned any attempt at 


illustration. 

In St. Paul's, Mr. Troiiore’s novel appears to be drawing to 2 
elese. The number is full of sound articles, from which it is invidious 
to. select any for special mention. However, Imagination as a 
National Characteristic’ is so very good as todeserve @ word to itself. 

The Overland Monthly is admirable, as usual. Tt is full, from eover 
to cover, of most readable and varied matter. It is strange that litera- 
ture should be so well represented at San Francisco, which most of us 
look upon as still a sort of unredeemed desert of diggings. 

Scientific Opinion is far more interesting reading for an outsider than 
its title would lead one to suspect. Let no young lady, however, turn 
to the article entitled, “The Heart’s Interpreter” in expectation of 
something tender and romantie, It refers to a machine for registering 
the beat, of the pulse. 

The little Elizabethan is to hand, and is amusing and interesting as 


ever. 


A Virtual ‘‘ Leaver.”’ 

Mr. Sreruen J. Meany, a released Fenian convict has been showing 
his gratitude for the leniency which set him at large, by making 
seditious speeches at Ennis. He made one little slip though! He 
reminded his friends of his position, “ He was virtually a ticket-of- 
leave man.”’ He should have been more cautious in the choice of his 
words, for his words remind us that about the time of the Great Ex- 
hibition of ’62 a Srepuen J. Meany was tried and sentenced for 
stealing prayer-books and bibles. If he is not a “ ticket-of-leave” 
man now, he is an “ expired convict,” and as his name is identical with 
that of our patriotic orator, the latter would have done well to avoid a 
remark calculated to lead to confusion. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 
C. J. P. (Manchester).—We are happy to receive suggestions, but not 
under the conditions you indicate. ’ 
NEVER Say Dize.—Although you have “ ‘made an effort,’ taking Mrs. 
Chick’s advice,’ we trust you have not yet reckoned on your chick-ens. 
ExPEcTATION.—Shall we answer you, if our reply is “‘ No? 
PATCHOULI.—Should never have been scent to us. 
W. G. S. (Dublin). —We really cannot find -_ for such a lengthy pro- 
| duction. Why don’t you publish it in parts—foreign parts, say ¢ . 
"7. s. B. (G Sat thanks ; 2, Nicholas, Bab next but one, 4. 


On the wood. i ne 
Prerce.—Hardly, for you lack point. 
MeEns.— We are aoalias so tired of your quibbles that we shall say de- 


ns directly. 
"Tccined with thanks:-—R., Erith; J. L.; G. Ww. M., Edinburgh ; 
G. D. I., Mayfair; E. G. W., Gloucester-place ; C. W. W., Greenwich ; 
Zaccheus; H. E. X.; Q. M. E.; F. H. M., Glasgow ; Snog ; D. C. L.; 
Dublin ; H. H., Portarlington ; Xoff; Juvenis ; Blazes ; C. J. K., Ridley- 
road; M. M., Lambeth ;— Durham ; S. J. J.; Blithers ; Thomas’s Tom Cat; 

| B., Liverpool; Imenschoff of Moscow ; Paddy from Cork; A \ Chanter 5 
|S. T., Manchester ; D. M., Leeds; Here you are; N. T.: LL. B., oa ; 
Rose R.; Tootles; R. F. Lancaster ; Noddles ; re cer , 





Tue great ‘‘ musical pitch’’ question is slowly, but surely, making | W. M.; ; 
" Pp q y> y> g Q a7 a corner : Anti-spooney ; G. Eine Hackney ; a the? 


its way. We read in a very peculiar metre-ological report, “ Drums 


lowered on the South and East coasts.” 


| H. G. E.; Nil Desperandum ; M., Hartlepool. 
ements 
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PLEASANT FOR MR. PROBOSCIS. 


Street Arab :-—“ Herr, Guv’Nor, LET'S CARRY ONE OF YER TRUNKS FOR YE!” 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


In the Handbook of the Year 1868 (Wyman anv Sons), we have a 
—é. memorial of the industry, the energy, and the great talent of 
Mr. ‘TownsEnp, whose melancholy death has occurred so recently that 
it must be in the recollection of all. In the compilation of works of 
this class he had no rival, and leaves no successor ; and we trust his 
merits in this res will be duly recorded in future editions of Men of 
the Times, a work which he found deficient, incorrect, and useless, and 
left complete, accurate, and valuable. The handbook under notice 
o— an exhaustive register of facts, dates, and events. e re- 
a i ae me in seeking for a icular event for 

: by turning to any —- word in connection with it, you 
will find indicated the heading un er which it occurs. Very ania 
appendices ayes eee, © in oe eng to 1868, but 
are necessary to complete the work as a . It is difficult—so 
comprehensive is it—to understand how any one can fail to be 
seaipd enoh’s ragiater, it vill become indlopeecable ta will be yan 

a »1 me indi and will be yearl 
looked for so ion. ate see 

Who Frank Hicorson, A.B., is we do not know, for we have never 
heard of him before ; and, to judge from his “ satire,” The Beleaguered 

rish Chureh, think it improbable that we shall ever hear of him again. 

Vulgarity, bad taste, ignorance combine with blunders of rhyme 
and rhythm to make this one of the worst of those dull “satires ”’ 
which are always elicited by a great political struggle. 





“Unper tus Crown.”—A Four-and-nine Tile. 


— 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I09. 


Last week they were at it hard and fast, 
On the open downs, in the cutting blast. 
They must have a decided penchant for 
The pomp and the circumstance of war ; 
For my part, if I were a volunteer, 

I should like it much later on in the year. 


1.—Unwilling Napier a peerage bore 
Chiefly to honour a gallant corps. 


| 2.—Witu1aM of Deloraine, when, with awe 
The body of Micnagt Scorr he saw, 
| Declared that the wizard's form he found 
| With this material wrapped around— 

A priestly vestment as some expound. 


3.—On Russia’s map if you’re a peeper, 
You'll find this city on the Dnieper. 


| 
| 
| 
| 4,—Imperial Cassar dead, and turned to clay ; 
| This Joint Stock Company in Rome held sway. 
| But not for long because, you see, 
| The number made no company. 

5.—A man so various that he seemed to be 
| An extract, condensed on some newfangled plan, 
Of all humanity. Now, pray, was he 

The abridgment of all that is pleasant in man ? 


6.—In the sky, 

Seen on high, 
Portent of the weather ; 

Foul or fine ? 

Rain and shine 
There combine together ! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 107.— ast, Wind : Enow, 
| Ascii, Sorehon, Two-handed. 


SotuTions oF Acrostic No. 107, RECEIVED March 3lst :—None 
| correct. 
| 


Foiled. 


WE learn that Srr Jonn LAwreEnce is to be raised to 
the peerage; but will not, as was rumoured, take the 
title of “ Foyle.” His virtues are jewels that require no 
such setting. 











Diminutive. 

Tue attention of the enthusiastic and quill-mending chief of the 
Stationery Office is hereby respectfully called toa paragraph in the 
Madras Atheneum, which says— 

An assistant in one of the public offices has very cleverly managed to compress 

within the smal! space of acircle formed by a two anna piece, the whole of the 
Lord’s Prayer. To the naked eye it is scarcely discernible, but with a magnifying 
g.ass one can easily see and read the prayer. 
Oh, Mr. Greic, only think what a saving in paper it would be to have 
this genius over here! And there is so much writing done in Govern- 
ment offices which ngbody ever wants to read, or ever has to read, that 
a very limited supply of magnifying glasses would be required for the 
perusal of the official “minutes.”—N.B. Please accent the last 
syllable. 


Measure for Measure. 
Tue noble aspiration of Ronert BuRrns— 


Oh! wad some power the giftie gie us 
‘ro see oursel’s as others see us— ; 


is now within the reach of all. Any advertising clothier will supply 
“ Rules for self-measure.”’ 


No Rule without an Exception. 


Tue verdure of the country has an almost magical charm for the 
pent-up Londoner, but, strange to say, we never yet met with a cabby 
who had the slightest affection for “ the green-yard.”’ 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, so, tupcarm urtr.. 


Printed by ]UDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, 


Sicemeedellimaindiatmcamminmnenmeantncatmeeteatineonadnassaaeee ee 








and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: April 10, 1869. 
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A CHANGE OF NAME. 


Robinssn :—“ Goop PIANO THIS OF youRS, RackET. Broapwoop ?” 
Racket :—“It was—iT WAS; BUT IT HAS BEEN 80 OFTEN TAKEN FOR DEBT THAT I cALL 1T CoLLARD AND CoLLARD Now.” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


APRIL. 


London Society is weak in its illustrations this month. The picture 
to “Ambigu” is unintelligibly bad, and the portrait of Princess 
Louise is treasonable, as it represents Her Royal Highness with a 
terrible swelling of the lower jaw on the right side. The instalment 
of “M or N” is good (does Mr. Wuyte-Mg.vILLE know, by the way, 
that it is “N or M” in the original ?), and there are one or two 
amusing papers, and some pleasant verse by Mr. Sawygr. The paper 
on “ American University Customs” is well worth reading, the 
American character comes out so strongly in the readiness of the 
youngsters to snatch every opportunity for “orating.” It is painfully 
characteristic when it mentions that at the “town and gown” rows at 
Yale revolvers were used —and on one occasion with fatal effect. Another 
bad sign is the systematised and general attempt by theft or bribery 
to get hold of examination papers. At English universities, though of 
course here and there a man will “crib,” any such wide organisation 
would be impossible—as it should be at places whose boast it is to rear 
gentlemen. The best thing in the Argosy is “Jerry's Gazette,” in 
which Johnny Ludlow is very hard upon a most infamous system. 
“An incident in the Life of Lord Byron” should not have been 
reprinted, as it is not in any way vouched for, and, indeed, bears the 
~— of fiction on its face, and should not, therefore, be produced as if 
a valuable addition to the stock of Byronic history, to which the 
Countess Guicciour’s recent contributions have drawn new attention. 
The magazine would do better without such art as is to be seen in the 
frontispiece. 

_ Tue St. James's is an average number this month, as far as literature 
is concerned. It is, as far as art is concerned, a curiosity, for it con- 
tains, in the illustration to “No Appeal,” the worst picture that ever 


age in a shilling magazine—which is saying something. On the 
whole, the St. James’s would be better without its cuts :—they cannot 


induce anybody to buy it, and they may frighten off some folks who 
— be inclined to do so. 
© London completes its first volume very creditably. 





‘“ONLY A WOMAN'S HAIR.” 


A Sonwnszrt. 


An, me! how sad the recollection seems! 
A cloud on the horizon of the past, 
Which ever through this weary time must last, 

And overshadow all my fairest dreams! 

We two had wandered beside summer streams, 
Our love—or so we thought it !—true and fast. 
Alas! what fond illusive visions cast 

A glory over life’s now ruin’d schemes ! 


O, dear lost love! O, joy for ever fled ! 
O, bright hope venliaad into dark despair { 

O, wondrous tresses on that lovely head! 
O, blessed curl that next my heart I wear! 

O, would that I—unhappy man !—were dead, 
Rather than know that she had dyed—hAer Aair ! 


Hare-brained. 
We congratulate Lorp Excno on his selection of the month of 
March for the introduction of his “Bill about Scotch hares.”” He 
should be created Eart oy Marcu (hares) in the Scotch peerage. 


Literary Mem. 


So much discussion has been excited by the suggested alteration of 
the musical pitch, that a new organ—we mean a paper—will be esta- 
blished to afford field for the debate. It is to be called The Musical 


Pitch-in. 


Great Guns. 


We see a good deal of discussion going on about the “ Fraser guns.” 
Well, guns may be good phrasers, but we should like to know how they 
will speak to an enemy, when required to do so. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Aprii 14th, 1869. 

HE curtain will shortly» déseend on the successful drama. of 

“ Enfranchised Ering ,ory The Reconciliation.” Despiteall the 

blings, and the threats of opposition: in another house, in 

h- queet theatre of ‘the people, can beno doubt that the 
hero of the piece, * Mr. Chasen seeee inal os a alaeaty: 
his-esquire, RIGHT (hi appearance’ in the. 
ame 10 the embraces A elder sister Briranwia. Tkbbrocanet 
not, as candid critica, withhold our praise: ffom thee artists» who: have 
nothing to do at this crisis of the piece; save to stand as*“supers”’ at 
the wi Ee aeanesn iption:; while the 
principal peuianans — the use. Mr, —whose 
services in. organising ditiitine- (aobite an educating) crowds of 
country gentlemen, etc., is universally admitted tecbi umrivalled— has 
a claim on our ~ spe or Recey:; pees 
no longer the ear e management, he can only staad-by and:watc 
the success of others, not a»pleasantitaskiférone:who-haswnce ‘done 
the leading business.’ 


be-hoped that the Volunteers will taketé-heart the candid 








Iris to 


from: pricier a hee To Nothing 
asperation produced: ‘a day would have:elisitéd such 
truthsdrom those amiable gentlemen ; to whosewetewmde 

muchas to anything elseis due. ity whichthas*«been secwarmly. 
censured. But now thatthe catisout of the:bag, létus hope that the: 
reakbrain and sinew ofthe: Volunteer movement wall bedevoted to com- 
pelling» her to jump in the. right direction imfatane: 
condemn a m e for the-daches of auminmoritiy; harder «still to find 
fault with it, when it p with and foubweather:for no 


; 
must not be permitted to be snuffed out by a damp journalist, or a 
crusty ex-military, for faults which are due rather to. weak. officering 
than or of the requisite pluck, endurance, and discipline of the 
main body. 


Tue pleasant coaching times are not to be altogether lost to us yet, 
despite the opposition of railways. They can annihilate Time— 
almost ; but they cannot.destroy some.of the jolly things of the past, 
at least while the race of gentlemen, who can afford to indulge in the 
honest passion for a s ing. team of four-in-hand, is not éxtinct. 
Those who prefer the cheerful road, and the spirited nags, to the 
monotonous cuttings and embankments, and the snorting and sul- 

myer byte yet ema fear ing; for a four- 

orse coach will start from the White. Horse Cellar at ten o’clock 
the First of May, and take them through 
utifal Kent: to the place of “Panties,” 
or such a journey both'a good driver and good team are necessary ; 
and Mr. Hoare will supply both requisites, or we are much mistaken. 


Cutting, Shine. 









Tue sudden collapse of the. , i by M 
Benzamin Hicos, of Tide House, Teddingt ia Cle of the 
Great Central Gas Consumers’ , With.a - of, £400 


annum, has naturally created a ni It as, evident that 
the worthy in question was unable to “sink the shop” alone he 
setae prices lites whee © swamp the concern) 
pri © was — i i- . 
” | essentially use an expressive Ameri 
‘* Warmth from the Stazs.’ ' 

Ax interesting article.on this subject lately appeared in the Dail 
News. An illustration in point samentoas. Wis well beoum thax 
the renowned T. P. Barnu is a “warm man, 
in a.great measure, to.a“ bright; particular star”’—Janny Linn ? 








“TELL ME, MARY, HOW TO WoO THEE.’”” 


SE 


Nor. : ' 
icant Pee ee REMARRIED AEE or a,THoROUGH | 


in the country. 


thecbadéweatherof*the Easter Review-day extorted |. 
iz butthe exe {| 
unpléasant ‘| | 


It is hard to<| . 


well’ to pass an-act repealing all such'laws as 
cerned, and providing, a free passage to that .happy spot for all’ who. 
practise the preci aoe 

and other.ignorant folk ? . 


may not this be traced, . : 
mixture of fury and folly in it. 

tentmiles long: of. Protestant. 

skins, and:-whitewashed with their blood ! ” 


Mary: Show me that you-are-worth- could. possibly have ested that the building should be was 
paler ah@ao ties grpieer thousand & year, 8 reg. suggested e@. be whitewashed 


[Apri ‘17, 1869. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 110. 


"TSyiri vanish, men:say; a8 the shell 

From the sand inshie face-of the storm ; . 
If-wishfal to-liveyit-were well 

They organised: reform... 


1.—A pleasant’sight upon the countryside, — 
ion saw <a cenanel it both famand‘wide. 
Its name brought thoughts of fish and flesh.and fowl, 
The well-filled beaker and: a 
They also knew, but perhapsI’vesaidéenough, 
In combination it showed: sterling staff. 


2.—In various ways ‘it is spelf, ; 
I think none so now as this, 
And I never-heard thatit smelt — 
Any worse; were its vowels amiss/ 


3.—I rose, I wentdown: to the club, 
I dipped into bitters and shergyy, 
A most impecunious sube 
I tried; but im-vaing.tobeanerry. . 
Fory]6¢ ‘in the:distance Iisaw" ‘ 
This-wretch'talking-wildly of suemg;. 
I can’t face the arm of thelaw, 
And so go on vainly renewing. 


4;—The athlete loved it in his youthful prime; 
And bounded o’er it in thesummer time9 : 
Ah, me! that one day whem heoes to rest%, 
’T will lie so long upon his: magniky breast: 


5.-—ANAGREON communnnens wedkhow, 
Ineclassic strains long:yecarsrago 
Thiktshe could simgof thisebine, 
A goddwho fills.a:pléeasant thone-. 


Rope, Orestes, 

Correct Souutions or AcrostrerNo. 108,\neexrven Apami7>—Pretty Waiting- 
maid; Two Enterprising Earwigs; Ruby’s Ghost ; SlodgerandcTiney; J. O. P. ; 
Trior; East Essex; Captain; Sleepy Peters Com; Mur; LindasPrinesss; Pimlico 
Tom at ; Arundel Owls; Another Pengencuns 





Vicarious Poisoning. 


In the early ages, when Krve Epwarp was wounded with a poisoned 
weapon, his fai queen extracted the poison by sucking the wound, 
and saved the monarch’s life. 

We manage these things better now. The advance in science enables 
us to kill others by ourselves.taking the poison which should destroy 
them. At least, that is the only solution we can find for the following 
statement in the columns of the I[Wustrated London News :— 

“Lord Coventry lost three of his best hounds on Saturday, by eating part of a 
poisoned rabbit:”- 

If 'Lorp Coventry, by eating part of “a poisoned rabbit; can:cause the 

death’of ‘his-best hounds, but escape unharmed ‘himself, such a pro- 

ceeding opens a new vista of possible crime’ in the: form of *vicar1ous 

g. We:trust the new invention: may be extended’ in a: more 

umane direetion: What a blessing it: would: be to mankind. if 


Alderman: Gobble, by partaking» plentifully’of* the Mansion. House 


but 
see it “‘ iHustrated.’’ 
i 


‘could satisfy the h “several poor families.. Could we 
such welcome “London: News” we: don't care how soon we 





Astrological and Logical, 
Mr. Grecory the other evening..p ted“'a petition to the House 


Fesen é 
of Commons ares, in India, praying for a-repeal of ‘all laws. 
that prevent the peaceablé practice of ‘astroldgy. ould it not be 


‘as Benares is con* 


ious art in London, and rob girls. 


deceive servant 





AcF ewan toast : has - beem ue i sieoete pihhistnbiaewaniets 
expresses a desire to see a: building 
-bones, “‘thatched.with ministers’ 
No one. but an Irishman 





Wholésalé Butchery, . 
out of joint P— When all who. hada:steak 
seizing on: the chops .of the:Channet 


WHEN would the times be 





Sonvrron or AcrostiepN6.:.108/—Cairo;,, Vales: -Crow; Arena, Idol, 
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D:scontented Super (Mr. D*sr**i*) :—“ THIS IS PRECIOUS UNSAT 
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A POOR PART IN © 


D.scontented Super (Mr. D*sx**)*) :—< 
(Mr. D*sr**i*) :—“ THIS IS PRECIOUS UNSATISFACTORY WORK FOR A PARTY WHO HAS B: 
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IN THE PERFORMANCE 


(0 HAS BEEN ACCUSTOMED TO THE LEADING BUSINESS. I HOPE THERE’LL BE A CHANGE IN THE BILL SOON!” 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


——_+——. 


XVI.—LODGERS | (continued). 
E are in exalted lodgings now, if you please. 
A small town under one roof is the best 
definition of such a palatial hotel as the 
Great Westnorthcrossgrolangcan. 


land-yard emanation, who—if you are robbed— 
és have information,” and are“ on thetrack.” It 
has its Local Government, which is horribly 
supercilious, but, as a rule, instead of being a 
board of old women, is a matronly Lady Mana- 
ger. It even has its railway; but the steam 
engine 1s perpendicular, and makes a lift in- 
stead of a line. 

Such an hotel often changes hands. The wild visionaries who start 
it, drop it like a hot potato occasionally, and others coming by when 
the heat is out of it profit by it. 

It comes under the title of Lodging House very strictly, because 
certain classes use it regularly at certain periods, and for a consider# 
able length of time. That most mysterious season of all seasomm; 
‘The Season,” brings high tide to the hotel. Other seasons Vary; as 
we have good reason to know, for Autumn takes up so much of*the 
space belonging to Winter sometimes, that Winter has to take alltthe: 
bedclothes off Spring to get his fair turn-in; as the Spring of 1869 
can testify. 

But if early roses are nipped in the Spring of ’69, and crocuses don’t 
show as they ought, while snowdrops are altogether at a discount, the 
invariable Season of our hotel, governed by the Session of Parliament, 
which is the sun that warms its system, comes round with the regu- 
larity of the taxgatherer. " 

The gentleman who figures in the initial is sure to be at the hotel. 
Voyciis Voat, Ese., M.P., must be at his post to bear his share of the 
Atlantean load of Popular Government. Mrs. V. V., and the young 
V. V.’s, male and female, insist on it; and he can afford it—but 
prefers to stay at an hotel. A town residence would not suit him, and 
would offer temptations to his wife and family, so he takes his pleasure 
—and business—sadly at the Great Thingumbob (a term by which we 
will, if you please, designate the sesquipedalian subject of our notice). 
Voar is a most harmless duffer in the House. 
The whip of his party loves him; for he 
knows he has no opinions, and is always 
ready to go into the Lobby to which he is 
halloed. He may be a prosperous manu- 
facturer, or an old country gentleman—we 
only know he is a staunch adherent, and 
that he makes his family happy, spends 
his money, and does his duty with the least 
pomme to himself and the greatest com- 

ort to every one else. 

This is Monsieur Cuosz. He is décoré, 
and wears his little bit of ribbon constantly, 
without being in the least conscious that 
lots of English peopis fancy it is only the 

showing. y does he come to 
England, and live at.‘an expensive hotel ? 
Upon my ‘word, I don’t know ; especially as 
every sgnenanen vows that Paris is such a 
delightful city! To:judge from his tight- 
costume, an aspiration for freedom is 






not“the thing you. would: suspect him of. 
No! “He is looking after an English mar- @ 
riage, I fancy. He wants to wed one 


of our blonde “ meeses”*—not because he is 
in need of money, but because he likes our 


fresh, honest, English beauty. He is | 


a standing protest against the sweep- 
ing condemnation of’ English girls, 
which an Englishwoman was spiteful 
enough to write, and an Englishman 
was-silly enough to.admit into a high- 
class paper, under the. catchpenny title 
of “‘ The Girl of the Period.” 
Here -you-have the girl of a very 
much other. period. This is the 
Dowacer Lavy Pivcuer. She nipsher- 
self and her household during the rest 
of thé year in order to come to town"in 
» the season. Thetrial of the manufac- 
a turer of Cae was a cloud 
/ to'Lapy’P:’ The inearceration ‘of that 
most necessary personage made: her 


FUN. 





os: It has its | 
police—about as efficient as the ordinary Scot- | 


he 


61 

















| ——— 
_ladyship undecided about her periodical visit to London, until she 
reflected that “Dear Lapy RovcGEnismuTH” must necessarily have 
found a substitute; for the children (by complexion) of Racuet. could 
| not afford to waste time in weeping for their mvuther. So here is 
| Lavy P. again, delighting society, and worrying her lady’s-maid into 
| an early grave. Bless her! 
|  Snosxrn, the great manufacturer! To balance him, we will have 
| Mr. Jervusuan P. Wavxsnarp, of Smartville, Mass., U.S. It is a 
pretty contrast. Snosxkrn is slow and solid. WaAvKsHARP is go-ahead 
and gassy; Old SNopkrn is one of a long” line of Syomxans, distin- 
guished as manufacturers of 
—anything you like; by way 
of particularising, from ink 
to ironelads. He has moved 
along like an elephant with 
capital. The Trades Unions, 
Zand the difficulties thence 
arising, have searcely pene- 
trated as yet to that inner 
shrine in’ his skull, where, 
if anatomy is to be believed, 
his brain is: situated. But 
he is warm—very warm— 
and will leave so. much 
warmth behind. him. that 
not to name his eldest son; 
who inherits ‘the business, as a noble’s somtakes™ , 
the title~his family generally, reared though A@ 
they have been in a hothouse, will not suffer from “Qa 
a decline of temperature. On the other hand, “ 
| JERusHAH P. Wavxsnarr started in ‘life with- 
| out a cent. In England, when a man begins life 
on three-halfpence and makes a success, he is so 
proud of his comparative singularity that you 
| never hear the last of it. In America, the 
thing is so common nobody boasts of it.. Indeed, 
some people say that to judge from the majority 
| of society in New York, such a rise’ must be 
almest the rule. So it is impossible to say 
| whether JErusHan P. WavKsHARP was a newspaper boy or a shoe- 
black. It is scarcely less difficult to say what he is now. He may 
| be a genuine capitalist—he may be the embodiment of a company 
of shrewd Yankees—or, he may be an impostor. At any rate, he 
makes the money fly, and can talk a donkey’s—nay, an elephant’s 
| hind-leg off. At present he is ventilating a project for. a Joint 
| Subernubile. Railway between Chicago and London. 

We can only select one more sample from this 
great Hotel-hive. It is the Hon. anp Rev. AtGErR- 
Non Rerepos—a gentleman every inch of him, and 
rector of a small country parish, with a good in- 
come. He is about seventh from a peerage, so he 
is well connected; and as he keeps three curates, in 
order to conduct the service “ properly,” he may 
well be allowed to run up to town in season to 
see his relations. But he does not idle even when 
in town; for though he goes to Lapy MounTRANG’s 
receptions, he assists at a favourite church in town 
on Sundays, and does a little district-visiting in the 

‘morning. It might almost be supposed that he went 
to her ladyship’s balls as a penance, for he never 
dances save once a-year—not because he disapproves 
of it, but beeause he does not like it. But once a 
rear hé leads out his head-farmer’s “wife in a 
quadrille at the Harvest Home, which hé has con- 
verted from a vulgar debauch into a pleasant asso- 
ciation of all classes; and which, by his "presence 
among the workers, he connects in thtir mmd with 
a recognition of ‘the Great Source of plenteous 
harvest. Does anybody grudge this simple, earnest, 
hardworking gentleman a little holiday among his 
kith and km? He never grudges anyone els a 
holiday—indeed, would give the wor -classes 
more recreation-days if he could. He is, very 
likely, “over the heads” of his parishioners, bat he 

4 has, somehow, found his way to their hearts; and 
they“are guided more by the latter than the former. 

| Whether he ever dreams in’ his remote village of becoming a a 
thanks to his connections, I cannot say. If he does, I have no do 

he chalks out for-himself an active career, no less than he counts on 


| e 
the season in towr 
Bt gumbob Hotel has had hissus- 


|” But the potter of the Great Thin 
| picions roused by the earnest way in-which we have eyed the lodgers 


| of that vast caravanserai; so we had better retire. 
OC 
A Lrrrorat Facr.—The Encroachment. of the Sea- 
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PANE AND GRIEF. 


Rough Humanitarian (who has run up against enraged glazier with disastrous 
consequences :—“ Hx’s A PRECIOUS UNGRATEFUL COVE TO ABUSE ME LIKE THAT 
FOR REMOVING A PANE FROM HIS BACK!” 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


At Drury Lane we have Mr. Baris Bernarp’s version of Les 
Misérables in The Man of Two Lives. The adaptation is tolerably suc- 


cessful, the last scene, with the building of a barricade, being v 
effective. The weight of the ormance falls on Mr. Drt1on, ae 


is scarcely equal to the occasion. The opening of the pantomime of 
Puss in Boots follows as a pleasant change after a gloomy story. To 
those who have not seen the exquisitely pretty scene of the “ Flowery 
Dell,” we can only say, “Go and see it,” for it is one of the most 
we remember to have seen. 
on ee Monaiatin, whe bare been all tho wey to Balmoral to 
QuzEn, a most im appearance. Christy Min- 
indeed flo ed. In the old i half-a-dozen darkies 
or a dozen at the most, sitting in a row, was considered the proper 
1 But at the in Regent-street, over which waves 
triumphantly the banner of St. en Se fe oe eS Se 


and as if this were not 





: judging from recent disgus 


AFTERNOON TEA. 


Arrernoon TEA! Well, I’m bound to confess, 
After thinking it over I really can’t see 

Anv fun in the fashion which makes us think less 
Of our dear fellow creatures at afternoon tea. 


Though the hostess be pretty, and as to her wit 
Though none would acknowledge they didn’t agree, 
No charm in the world would persuade me to sit 
For her sake to do penance at afternoon tea. 


If a man has a room in which mortals can dine, 
And another for revels of Terpsichore, 
He has hardly a right to save victuals and wine 

By the mockery hollow of afternoon tea. 


When after a battle with beauties we toil 
To get at the ices and find they are wee, 
We turn to the sweeties and thoroughly spoil 
Our dinner by flirting with afternoon tea. 


A bass with a bellow which threatens the roof, 
A terrible tenor with chest and with C 

Should alone be sufficient to keep one aloof 
From the musical honours of afternoon tea! 


From sofas and lounges, with petticoats full, 
Fair Beauty would doubtless be glad to be free ; 
Little folks fond of flirting will not get the pull 
Over rivals or mothers at afternoon tea. 


The men stand in groups pretty close to the door, 
A seat is quite out of the question you see, 

And on all the men’s faces we recognise “ bore,”’ 
’Tis a word not uncommon at afternoon tea. 


| Afternoon tea! ’tis a folly and snare, 
And if you are wise you will listen to me, 
And in spite of such feminine tact pray beware 
Of the empty delusion of afternoon tea! 


Poissons d’Avril. 
To land a pickled salmon one would naturally use a 
“rod in pickle,” but how, ye Piscators, may a smoke- 
jack be brought to bank ? 


Parpon THE Buitu.—Prisoner’s Base.—The released 
Fenians. 


Mr. J. L. Toorz, with his detachment from the Queen’s, is drawing 
large houses at the National Standard Theatre, where Dearer than Liye 
is received with enthusiasm. 


Single Men, May-hew Evermore be Happy! 


Mr. Henry Maynew—author of “London Labour and the London 
Poor ’’—has invented a new button, called “‘Mayhew’s Patent Clamp 
Button Fastener.” Seeing that needles are perfectly needless for 
setting it on, we that “The Baehelor’s Button”’ would be a 
more flowery and equally appropriate name for the invention. 


Germane to the Question. 


Yer another Polar Expedition is being fitted out in Germa: a 
may be noticed as an 4 [pan fact, that it will have the benexu. v. 
the experienced services of Captain Kolde-way. 


Perish Sav(el)oy ! 
An eminent statesman was once nearly saying “ Perish Savoy!” :— 
ing revelations, the cry from the poor 0 





Royal Original—dreadfully obnoxious word, we are a a Gage lation 
Minstrels. aoe, body of vais in the charasce is magnificent, ak ndon should be—“ Perish Polony-a! 
pianos fortes,”’ a power  ensem e,” and I tricks 
harmony, could only be given by a trained and skilled band of All my Eye. 


When Mar. Brenner sings “ Blue-eyed Violets,” with its 
hushed accompaniment of voices, the audience begins to look down its 

the Serene eonh a the corners of eyelids when 
Mr. Watrsr Howanrp sings “Wild Beast Show,” and imitates 
the Fair showman with proper force and action ; and the mengnoie 


bones—Mn. Harry Lzsire—mystifies the audience with a erful 
mystification. A jig by Mr. Laxpsay, a ballad by Mr. 

the author of the troupe, a solo by Mr. Potiocx, and the 

Gs esque of the Very Grand Dutch-8 which simply intoxicates 
ad Mien ae 


A HUNTING FRIEND does not appear to think that at Spring-tide 
Nature puts on her loveliest. He tells us that the hedge-rows are fast 
becoming “ blind.” 





“PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE.”’ 


We would remind those who may contemplate following this “tip,” 
of Mr. Ruape’s that to personate a voter is ; penal eines: , 





A BAD INVESTMENT. 
PP mag sort of ham is most like an ill-fitting waistcoat ?—A West- 
ure. 


| 
| 





ee 





[Arr 17, 1869. | 



































































Aprit 17, 1869.] 











Tue forgery of cam. soarks has formed the subject of criminal 

, or rather Brummagem. The charitable 
guard—people who can forge Assaye marks 
in turning out a crippled Waterloo veteran, 
or a battered old salt purporting to have seen servico at Trafalgar or 


proceedings in Birming 
public must be on their 
will find little difficulty 


the Nile. 


Wuew should the 





As has oft of knight errant been sung. 


A SLIGHT MISTAKE. 


mr 





“The regions all round here,’’. said he, 
* T from all sorts of monsters will free, 
From giant and dragon— 
And broomstick with hag on— 
And all the bad things that there be!” 


Forth went he—with warrior-like front, 
Till he heard a most terrible grunt! 
When it struck on his ear, 
He levelled his spear 
And advanced to the battle’s fierce brunt. 


And his lance—never sullied before— 
Was bathed in an animal’s gore, 
But ’twas only a pig 
He happened to dig, 
Though he thought—’twas a bore—’twas a boar! 


And the village rose up like one man— 
So Str Gumptiovs like anything ran, 
And got out of the way, 
For they swore that if they 
Could catch him, they’d close his life’s span. 


Said he, “‘ From fierce monsters I tried 


To deliver the whole countryside ! 


For a small slip like that, 
If such games they are at, 
I had better take care of my hide!” 


So he kept to his knightly abode— 
On no further adventures he rode, 
But paid for the pig— 
Took to smoke and to swig— 


And “ The country,” said he, “‘ may be blowed!”’ 





Coming the Old Soldier. 





To Bed! To Bed! 


the cataracts of the Nile in his eye! 


_ Avetina Parti is making such a stir in the Russian capital, that it 
Ww not improbable that it will bere-christened St. Pattisburgh. 


A Tuoveut ANENT AN Easter Trip.—Cure for a nipping wind.—A 


nip. 
Acai (by our Parisian Attach¢é)—-Wimri makes the swell—the 
want of him the woman. 





Further Patti-culars. 





HE gallant 
Guzbury- 
phoole 

Had only just 
come 
school, 

For his pa was 
dead ; 

So he—in his 
stead— 
Was Str Guarp- 
TIOUS 
Guz bury- 

phoole. 


of 


from 


of 


Str GuMPTIOUS, 
although 
very young, 

To knightly pro- 

priety clung. 
So his armour 

he donned— 
Forth quickl 

he wonned, 


tian tourist seek his couch 2—When he has 





FUN : a 63 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tue fortunate editor of the Gastronomical Art Journal acknowledges 
the receipt of larded capons and cases of wine “sent for review.” We 
taste the pure wines of Greece at second-hand only through the pages 
of Mr. Denman’s Pure Wine and How to Know It, a very useful little 
treatise on a subject of no slight importance to the invalid. If Como 
be only as sound as the arguments—if Mount Hymet be only as clear 
as the style—and if Kephesia be only as dry as the perusal (without a 
running commentary of the vintage that is)—of this small work, the 
wines of Greece deserve the recommendation they receive in its pages. 

“Honour among -publishers”’ ought to be as sound a maxim as thi 
current one which has reference to the mutual good faith practised in 
another line of business. Unfortunately, it does not always hold good, 
as is evidenced by the publication of two editions of the Hans Breit- 
mann ballads. In this instance, it is not difficult to decide which issue 
is the genuine. Messrs. Trupner undoubtedly were first in the 
ticklish experiment of trying the English taste with the peculiarly 
Germano-American dish prepared by Mr. Letanp. It Was their 
personal acquaintance with that gentleman (mentioned in a pfotest put 
forth by Messrs. Trunner) which was probably one of the chief in- 
ducements to the experiment. They claim that by the or of the 
trade their edition should-not have been interfered with. Sueh a rule 
deserves to be respected by English publishers (whatever Americans 
do), especially when,.as in this case, the profit is shared by the author ; 
| and we trust that Mr. Horren, who publishes so matty good works is 

not anxious to make a reputation by infringing this tacit understand- 
ing. He has shown an unworthy haste to avail himself of the expiry 
of the copyrights 6f English authors by ‘publishing a cheap edition of 
| the first series of Hoon’s Whime and Oddities, although the authorised 


Sse 


| edition is still part of the only property their author had to leave to 
his representatives. He did not forget to complain when others pub- 
| lished ArTEMus Wanrp’s ‘works, and should 


practise the rule 
he propounds. The new Breitmann Ballads are to the full as funny as 
the first series. Hans Breitmann as a Politician (which, by the way, is 
two-thirds copyright indisputable of Mgssrs. Taverner) is very funny 
indeed ; but there are some funny philosophical bits in the Christmas 
series. The dialect is particularly easy to master; but, nevertheless, 
we doubt whether the ballads will be enjoyed by “the general,’ much 
asthe select few may appreciate them. 


Aushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


Joun Harris (Haverfordwest).—We must decline to enter into the 
question of what you call *‘ grevious’’ wrongs with you. 

Croquet.— We could not lay our hands on the book. It is published by 
Cox, of 346, Strand. 

Henry the VIII.—An evident Hal-lucination. 

Nit DESPERANDUM.—We should not print the “‘joke’’ which concludes 
the following letter, did we not believe that the amusement afforded by the 
latter would compensate for the dulness of the former. We have only to 
add that the epistle is genuine (as are all communications noticed in our 
answers), although it is almost too funny to be fact — not factitious. 

*‘Southampton-street, London, April 1, 1869. 

‘*Srr,—Never have I through the whole period of my professional experience 
seen such ungentlemanly conduct on the part of one whose -_ it ought to be to 
show urbanity tethose whom he comes in business contact, as I did om taking up 
your paper this morning. 

‘* With regard to the insinuation which you throw on my composition, I beg to 
say that it is infinitely better than yours, i.¢., your reply to my letter. 

** But I have a firm conviction if you knew to whom you wrote you would never 
speak thus. For three long years I have been trying to get into a place in Litera- 
ture but without success, but when I think that al] great men began like this I am 
inspired with an enthusiasm which effeetually sarmounts all offending elements— 
know you that Tenny-on the poet Laureate took 10 years of hard intellectual labour 
before his intrinsic talents were recognized. 

“‘ If you think that by returning such answers to my Contribution, you will deter 
me from writing to you in future, I beg to inform you that you are mistaken, for 
if I had to write to you hourly during the whole period of my future existence, I 
would willingly do so (the though that I am being wronged makes me a Poet). 

“Why you should maintain such a cynical disposition — me for in evening 
parties as a clever young fellow, Iam allowed by all to 
reason I can assign for it is jealousy. If you are a Cynic, then I am a Stoic. 

‘‘T should be going against my conscience, if I were to allow your conduct to go 
unheeded, but with all the provocation I have received I am still willing to forgive. 
‘‘ Let the past be buried in Oblivion and a fresh era commence. _ 

“In reading this letter, I trust you will look at the intention, which pervades it, 
and not the mere words in which it is expressed. 





‘“‘T do sincerely hope that next week will find the following inserted, andif notat , 


least politely discharged and not blighted, ** Nit DesPERANDUM. 

‘* A solitary mooner at the Polytechnic, whilst listening to a lecture on Astronomy 
was so transported that he paid no attention to mundane things, an expert thief 
who was present took the opportunity of picking the gentleman’s pocket, and pro- 
nounced the proceeds to be starring. 

Declined with thanks :—Deva; F. E.B.; E.8.; 8.L.N.; E. Ey Barns- 
bury-terrace; J. G., Liverpool; Dick J., Belfast ; G. L., Portland-place ; 
J. W., Goswell-road ; H. G.F., Dublin; J. B., Hull; M. D. Lond.; Tea-zer. 


pre-eminent, the only 
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TRUE POLITENESS. 


Lay siege to the heart of the maiden you love, 
And, after the manner of noodles, 

Pen poems, and style her your darling and dove ; 
Pay court to her brothers and poodles 


In a wa a cannot think flatters, 
Sa sweetly, as i to such things you were used, 
ou don’t think it anyway matters. 
A pic-nic up for a party of swells, 
dnd aS a ve floated the bubble, 
Get cut by the fellows, and snubbed by the belles— 
And thanks, if you can, for your trouble ; 
Reduce your finances to much Ww par; 
And then, as if Te it, 
Stand up unabashed, like the hero you are, 
And swear that you've really enjoyed it. 
Go bond for the chum of your bosom and youth, 
all his bills and essions — 
Believe in his friendshi is honour and truth, 
And lend him one your possessions ; 
And when (as a matter-of-course, twill befall), 
You're diddled and done beyond measure, 
Assert to have shown him a service at all 
Has brought you the greatest of pleasure. 








A DAY IN DIRTYSHIRE. 


Very nice country—especially when you have to stick at a muddy corner while the huntsman is drawing cover, close alongside of CAPTAIN 
CooLMan’s old mare, who no sooner sets her foot in a puddle than she begins pawing like mad. 





Give presents, and when you are scorned and refused, 
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Give glorious dinners, send out and invite 
Your friends, and do all that you're able 

To make your cuisine give those ponent delight, 
And when, as you sit at the table, 

You’re badgered and sneered at by each who sees fit, 
Why, vow, as your heart-felt confession, 

That, truly, their exquisite manners and wit 
Enchant you beyond all expression. 

Put faith and your money in railway or mine, 
Believe with respect to directors, 

That honour and M.P. must always combine ; 
In the conscience believe of projectors ; 

And then, in the hour when you find that you are 
A beggar, with pleasant persistence, 

Protest that it is, you are certain, by far 
The happiest of all your existence ! 


—I I ===ss 
A Utilitarian Age. 
In former wr much was thought of “The Automaton Chess 
” 


Player ;” nowadays, people set far more value on a “ Mechanical 
ey Sweep. 





A Musical Grievance. 


Even a pianoforte with the most perfect repetition touch has its 
drawback—the performer is, of necessity, subjected to an encore. 





BOYS’ SUITS, 16s. 1 45s. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, tupcarm It. 
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Little Snob :—“ Brow 
AND FEMALE 8’CIETY SIMULTAIN’OUS. 


Apri 24, 1869. 
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THE GREAT SMOKING-CARRIAGE QUESTION. 


VELOCIPEDE! 


Tue human race now-a-days only gives heed 

To one great desire and longing for speed— 
Velocipede, velocipede ! 

Honesty dies in the rush after es 

Trade has become but a fraudulent weed, 
Velocipede, velocipede ! 


Girls of the period, having no need, 
Paint as the hags do, just running to seed— 
Veloc ipede, velocipede ! 
Parliamentary candidates, hot to succeed, 
Use wholesale corruption from Thames unto Tweed, 
Velocipede, velocipede 


So fast is the age that the parsons, indeed, 
Exaggerate, each one his several creed, 
Vv elocipede, velocipede ! 
Of success at aquatics, men seeking the meed, 
Or of honours at college, to health give no heed— 
Velocipede, velocipede! 


The finest horse going is turned to a weed 

Because much too early they urge him to speed, 
Velocipede, velocipede! 

Spoiling true sport and destroying the br eed, 


To see such sad mischief done makes one’s heart bleed— 


Velocipede, velocipede ! 


And yet there is hope that, with lightning-like speed, 

Reform in each quarter at length will succeed— 
Velocipede, velocipede ! 

And that all who are honest in word and in deed, 

Of their talents and labours will gather the meed— 
Velocipede, velocipede! 


VOL. Ix. 





Iy what county are the greatest number of people born ?—In Beds. 





THESE HERE RAILWAYS AS HAS SMOKIN’ COMPARTMENTS. ‘IN THEM AS HASN’T, A MAN CAN ENJOY HIS ’BACCA 
Now, 1Fr I MEANS TO FOLLER UP MY CONQUEST, I MUST SACKERFISE MY SMOKE !”’ 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


APRIL. 

Tinsley’s moves on well under its new editor. The paper on 
“Music Halls”? is worth twenty times the price of the number: it is 
excellent. 

The monthly part of the Young Ladies’ Journal—the first we have 
received—surprises us. It is very well illustrated, and the literature 
is wholesome and sound, while its especially feminine element of 
needlework, fashions, e¢ hoe genus omne, are—we have it on feminine 
authority —beyond praise. We can therefore safely commend it to 
those who - to say nothing of the cheapness of the publication— do not 
care to have their womankind supplied with periodicals that advocate 
tight-lacing, or beautiful-for-ever-ism. 


Belgravia is amusing. We welcome with pleasure a series of papers 
by Mr. N. A. Woops, of the Times. 

The Overland Monthly i is still as surprisingly good as ever. “ An 
Unincorporated Society ’’ is absurdly funny, in spite of its reminding 
one of De Quincy. 

Good Words is pleasant in its verse, and plentiful in its illustrations. 
The leading stories are fully up to the mark this month. 


The Sunday Magazine is more than ordinarily good. The “City 
Man,”’ who is rapidly becoming a “ feature ’’ of the S. M., is par- 
ticularly strong. The pictures are as admirable and numerous as 
ever, that toa “ Sunday in Shoreditch”’ being especially characteristic 
and powerful. 

The Atlantic Monthly i is noticeable for two very good stories—‘“ A 
Strange Arrival”? and “ A Ride with a Mad Horse.’”’ Its more serious 
papers are clever and interesting. 

In Our Young Folks—excluding of course Mr. Atpricu’s admirable 
‘“ Bad Boy'’’—the best thing is “Tom Twist,’ with capital illus- 
trations. The number, as a whole, is very good. 

We have also to acknowledge the receipt of the Ladies’ Treasury, 
Scientific Opinion, Science Gossip, The Naturalist’s Note Book, Le Follet, 
The Garcener’s Magazine, and an excellent Good Words for the Young. 
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| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 21st, 1869. 


HB first fiddleof financiers, our present Premier, has a promising 

upil in Master Lowr. As that young gentleman goes through 

Pie part, assisted by Master Brieut, with the two partners, 

Miss Curupams of the Admiralty, and Miss CanpwELL of the 

War Office, whose: low-estimates of themselves are 80 modest and 

becoming, it is scargely o be eee os he receives warm praises 

for the way in which he maste e figures. Be 

Well may Master Warp Hust, who is canting, wt this. time. of 

course, being at the side with Miss Disraz11, enviously on the 
performance of his rival. He is alittle too ponderous for such 
work ; and his partner’s forte lie» rather in the double shuffle. 





| s-Me. Graves’s scheme of cheap postage for papers has much to 
' commend it. But it must not for one instant be mistaken for a 
“popular” measure. It will confer no boom on the werking-classes, 
wm seldom or never receiv¢ a paper by ae as compared with the 
middle and upper classes. there is to be urged against, it-— 
that the letters which we transmit by postage not so very effiei : 
delivered that we dare tax the machinery further. We grantthat 
this should net be:the case, but until our lether-post Se it 
would be absurd to make any addition to titestrain. Let us the 
reform at the right end, and, by-and-by, we shall have cheap news- 
paper-postage. in with that, and we shall hawe letter-postage in a 
more hopeless muddle than now—which is unslesixalile. We want in the 
Post-office the reverse of what we want in West-end: Government Offices 
—liberality, not ceonomy. Not that we wamt higher-salaricd clerks ; 
but-wesheuld give more to the real workexy,om whom-— especially on 
the additional business entailed by savings-banks and 
og-licenses should. confer a rise of pay—but has not yet done so. 
When we have reformed abuses, Mn. Graves, we shall be glad to talk 
about improvements. 


Ir seems probable, to judge frem the hot water into which book- 


EE A 


making has got him, that Mr. W. Herwortn Drxon may in future 
mind his own business—which is to, edit the Atheneum, and is not to 


~ Exgyst Count Von Keeni7z, in the advertising columns |. 


do eatchpenny 

of the Atheneum, gives its editor the—“ignorance”’ direct, to put it 
mildly ; and only recently Dr. Batu in the House, and the American 
Minister at Newcastle referred to statements of Mr. Drxon’s, that 
involved awkwardnesses out of which he could not wriggle save by the 
disingenuous dodge of making New America his standpoint for re- 
butting ae directed against &piritual Wives. Perhaps his latest 
exhibition of beokmaking ts his worst. In the Atheneum’s “ Weekly 
Gessip” we find that “we”—i.¢., Mn. H. D.-- 

Notice a change of text on the very first page, which seems meant as answer 
eae? to the in more one quarter. The work now opeus thus : 
“ a below London , On ground which was once a bluff, commandip 
the Thames nom, Me 8 8a viour's to .. ores yee stands the group o 

common asi 0 | 

Her * Tower.” The words te Italien are odded in the new Canis 
What a defence of a claptrap title! If Mr. Dixon were going to 
write a history of any particular man-of-war, would he call his book 
Her av. ma “Our common ich i 

eno or a Drxon, is more correct his uaintanee with 
+ official phrase.” Itis time Mr. Dixon petamuadeas his “ eritical”’ 
duties, and relieved some of the other old ladies of the task of 


reviewing books that they cannot —the Bab Ballads, for 





‘ Dover line, 
assured of the courtesy and care of the servants of the company, which 
feel compelled to give them one little warning. 

ns, it may happen that they 
Herne-hill ;—in which case, if they 
Sydenham-hill, they will do well to see 
' in which they travel, or 
in their passage through the tunnel. 


an pressure of traffic on Saturda 
-Ryere: son. angry bear heave Ul 
ut as pressure of traffic is ible now that 


unprotected female’’ will be the better for 















[Aprit 24, 1869, 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. III. 


A WEEK ago, how we did shiver 

Before the wind that Kinestry hymns ! 
Now in full sunlight’s golden river 

The happy world enchanted swims! 
We missed our Winter—Spring we miss ; 
And headlong plunge at once in this. 


1.— His art the musie-critics may call vicious ; 
But then, by Jove, his waltzes are delicious. 


River called the Sam Francisco. 
When close by it 
You espy it— 

“< Geographiam” say ‘ discal” 


3.—It seems a contradiction— but 
‘oum-eyes to see this must be shut. 


4.—I cannet say I like = sound ; 
And yet—so people say— 
It makes the soldier’s bosom beund, 
And nerves him for the fray. 
As music battle’s awful risks. to sweeten, 
It eam’t, be equalled, though it’s always beaten. 


5.—If it were my post 
To do this to a ghost 
(Which it is not like to bey 
I should order him to bed 
For of years a myri-ed 
At the bottom of the Red—Red Sea! 


Oh, it is not one of two! 
But it stands for a noun, thong? Verbum sat. 
Does this verbum sit. om you 
So.vTion or Acrostic, No. _ 109. — Laster Review: Enginccr, 
Amice, Staroi-Bikhov, Triumviri, Epitome, Rainbow. 
Correct Sotutiors or Acrostic No. 109, RECEIVED APRIL 14th.—Nel? and Louic; 
‘= es Chippiog Podgbury ; Lindis; Prior; Pempadour ; Old Cider Eye ; 


War or Peace? 


SecreTary Cox says—so we learn from an American paper—that | 


PREsIpDENT GRAnT has determined to send Quakers to deal with the 
Indians ; and will soon appoint prominent members of that socicty as 
superintendents and Indian agents. This is very hard on the red 
man! After trying to demolish him with soldiers for ever so long, 
now the Americans mean to set the men of peace at him. He might 
get the better of the warriors in a fight sometimes; but if he ever 
— the broad-brims at a bargain, they are not true descendants of 
ox. 


Making History. 

In a recently published work from the pen of Miss Brappon we 
find such a curious fact in history that we must quote it. In de- 
scribing a series of ancestral portraits, Miss Brappon speaks of — 

Soldiers who had fought at Bosworth and Flodden ; cavaliers who had fought at 


Worcester; and ! rave suldirs and loyal gentlemen who bad helped to beat tle 
rebels On Maraton Moor, 


We had ever been under the impression that the battle of Marston 
Moor was one of the most fatal defeats the royal cause suffered ; 
and one of the greatest victories the “rebels” achieved. The lady 
novelist, however, no doubt expects the same complaisance from facts 
as from men—they must give way to her. 


Victriz causa diis placuit, sed victa Braddoni. 





Razor’n an Objection. 

An order has been issned rmitting the metropolitan police to wear 
moustaches and beards if they choose. We aie not yet heard how 
the announcement has been received in the select cireles—or perhaps 
we should say areas—in which our gallant constables move. For our 
part, we cannot help thinking that the wearing of a beard— however 
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p poli t it may be ee the razor—might be found inconvenient 
i cemen ever in rows. But then we are repeatcdly 
informed that they never do! P y | 





Term ror Pzortg wo Quarret ww THER Curs.—Can-tankard-ous. 
A Txonoventy InpgrenpENt Man.—One who depends on an inn 
his living. , 
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FIGURING. 


SEE HOW CAPITALLY MASTER LOWE GETS THROUGH HIS FIGURES !” 
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BLACK AND WHITE. 








ACT I. 
Trinidad, Evening Party going on. Adelphi guests as per usual. 


Enter Miss Mitsurn (an heiress) and Mrs. Penroxp, her friend. 


Mrs. P.—Miss Milburn, why so sad ? 

Miss. M.—Sad? Ah, Mrs. Penfold, if you had danced with Maurice, 
Count de Layrac, at Paris, as I did last year, you would be sad. 

Mrs. P.—Does he then dance so badly? 

Miss M.—Badly? He is a Vestris! Mrs. Penfold, I love that man! 

Mrs. P. (eoldly.)—Oh. Is that quite compatible with your engage- 
ment to Stephen Westcraft, a rich planter ? 

Miss M.—It is—quite.. Listen. We flirted at several balls, and 
when he learned that I was going to return to Trinidad, he promised 
to be present at my birthday ball! 

Mrs. P. (coldly.)\—Ah. You've been going it, you have. 

Miss M.— Of course, he did but jest. 

Mrs. P.—Well, I think Pll go. I never thought much of yon. A 
young heiress of tender years living alone in Trinidad, and giving 
parties on her own responsibility, like the heroine in the Great City, is 
hardly a proper acquaintance for any lady who respects herself; and I 
can only say that the opinion I had half formed concerning you is 
strengthened by your disgraceful behaviour, not only with Count de 
Layrac, but also. towards that very worthy and good-looking young 
planter Stephen Westcraft. Good evening. [ Bait. 

Enter StePHEN WeEstTcrRArT. 

SrerueEn (fo Miss M.)—Won’t you dance with me, dear? 

Miss M.—No. 

SreruHen.— My pet, is this quite kind? Come, in a few short days 
you will be my wife. Let us make the most of the happy present, 

Miss M.—No, I shan’t. Get away. 

Strernuen.— Why this singular coldness, darling? 

Miss M.—Because I prefer to dance with Enter SERVANT. 

Servant.—The Count de Layrac! [Enter the Coun? DE Layrac, 

Miss M.—Good heavens, ’tis he! 

Count.— Miss Milburn, you invited me to your ball. I am here. 

Miss M.—And have you come all this way to see me ? 

Count.—Solely for that purpose. 

Miss M.—Maurice! Myown Maurice! [Throws herself into his arms. 

STEPHEN. —My own, I don’t want to appear inquisitive, but I should 
like to know to whom I am indebted for this affectionate behaviour 
towards my affianced bride. 

Count.— Impertinent ! 

SreruEen.— Nay, chide me not thus hastily. 

Count.— Take off your hat in the presence of a gentleman. 

[ Knocks it off, by way of proving what @ gentleman he (the Count) és. 
STternEen.— R 
Count.— You can send a friend to me at my hotel to-morrow. 
Steruen.—Come, come—I’m not annoyed. 

Count.—Coward! [2xter Davin Micuae.mas, the Count’s Servant, 

Daviv.—Sir—a woman, named Ruth, wants to speak to you. 

Count.—Oh, impossible. 

Miss M.—My Maurice wanted by a woman? And he told me he 
had come here only to see me / 

Count.—Good—lead on—I'll follow. [ Exit. 

Miss M.—Fury! Maurice is going to keep the appointment. I'll 
follow. [ Bait. 

Sreruen.— My affianced bride going to wander through the woods 
at dead of night, after this affectionate Count! Ill follow. [ Bait. 

Scene 2.—Jnterior of Rutu’s Hut. Ruru (a guadroon) in bed. 

Enter Count pg Layrac. 
Count.— What can this Ruth want with me ? 
Miss M. (appearing at secret door).—What can this Count want with 


Ruth ? 
STEPHEN (appearing at hele in roof).— What can Miss Milburn want 


with the Count ? 

Rvutu.— Count de Layrac, you are only the adopted son of your 
reputed father. 

Count. — Ha! 

Rvuru.—You are my illegitimate son, anda slave! Flee this island 
ere it is too late! 

Miss M.—A slave? And I thought him a Count! Oh, horror! 

Srernen.—A slave? Then he can’t marry my darling. A ray of 
hope illumes my black, black sorrow! 

te Teen my master, Mr. Brentwood, gave me my freedom 
This is the 
in the 
[ Dies. 





before he died— but no one knows where he placed it. 
only clue to its hiding place (reads from paper) “In my room 
old wing, six along, three across.” 

Count and Miss M.— Ha! 

Srernen.—Ah ! 

ACT II, Scene 1.—TZhe Market Place. 

Enter Davrp and Piato, a Negro (capitally played by Mn. Betmore). 

Davip.—I have determined to find out the key to this mystery. 


{ Tableau. 





FUN. 


Scene 1.— Room in Miss Mirsunn’s House, in the Island of 


7t 





wood lived ; “‘my room,” must mean the room he ocenpied. Come, 

come, I’m no fool! (Zo Piato.) Do you knew Brentwood house. 

Piato.—I present my combliments to you, sar! Yes, I know it- 

Davip.—If you'll show me the way to it I'll give you a sovereign. 

PLato.—I present my combliments to you, sar! Certainly. [Ezxewn#. 

Enter StEPHEN Westcrart, meeting Count DE LayRac. 

Count. — You here, you scoundrel ! 

STEPHEN.—Oh, I’m glad I’ve met you, because I want to give you 
back the cane you left behind you last night. 

Count.—Hound! ' 

STEPHEN.—Come, come—this is strong language to a Planter, from 
a man in your position! 

Count. —What ! 

STEPHEN.—Pardon me ; you are, I believe, a slave by birth. 

Count.—Liar ! [Smacks his face. 

STEPHEN (thoroughly rouse?).—Ah, now you've gone too far. (Zo 
Slaves.) Seize him—he is a slave, and he has struck me! 

Count.—Fury ! [ They seize Lim. 

STEPHEN.—Give him a beating. 

Count.— Let me go, devils! 

[ They are about to strike him, when Miss M1tBurn reshes in at the right 
moment. She throws herself between the Count and his assailants, 
who quail ; thewhole forming a strikingly novel and effective tableau. 

STEPHEN (weakly).—Oh, of course, Miss Milburn, if you object I 
won't beat him. (Zo Count.) There, go away to prison, and don’t 
do it again. 

ACT III. Scene 1.—The Closed Room in Brentwood House. Cobwebs 
everywhere. The hangings ave mouldy, the furniture is rotten, and 
the whole sceire conveys a very fair idea of arooin that has been 
closed for thirty years. It also conveys a fair idea of a luxurious 
Adelphi boudoir of the pre-Tom-Tayion period. 

Enter Davip through window. 

Daviv.—This must be the room. Now then, “six along, three 
across ’’—it must refer to the pattern of the hangings. (Counts.) One, 
two, three— one, two, three, four, five, six! This must be the place, 
and as I live, here is an opening in the wall! And, as I live, here is 
the letter! [ Takes very seedy old letter, and exit through window 

SceENE 2,.——Interior of the Prisor. 
Enter Miss Miunnurn and the Provost MArsHat. 

Miss M.— You say he is cgnfined here. Oh, let me see him! 

P, M.—Certainly. [ Opens cell door and lets the Count omt. 

Miss M,— Maurice! 

Count.— Loved one! [ They embrace. 

Miss M.—You are to be sold by auction to-day, unless yon are pre- 
viously disposed of by private contract, and Stephen is determined to 
buy you—but I will outbid him. [ Enter Sverngen Wesrcrarr. 

STEPHEN.— Now really, my affianced one, you sheulda’t hug slaves 
like this. It isn’t considerate towards me. 

Miss M.—Monster! You intend to buy him at the auction; but I 
will outbid you. (Zo Count.) Come away and be married! 

Count (to StEPHEN).—Reptile ! t Bxeunt Corns and Miss M. 

STeEPHEN.— This foolish girl must not be allowed to cemmit herself 
by marrying a slave. She will be cut by everyone if she does, She 
loves me no longer, yet I should be sorvy to let her take sueh a fatal 
step without stretching out a hand to save her. | will buy hin by 
private contract! Any sacrifice to save her! [ zit. 

Scene IIl.—The Market Plaee. 

Enter Count pg Layrac, Miss Mirsurn, Provosr Mansmar, and Others. 

Miss M.—We are married now, and J am happy! 

Aut.—The sale! The sale! 

Miss M.— Don’t tremble—I will buy you at any cost, 

Enter STEPHEN WEsTCRAPT. 

SrerHen.—Not so. He is mine. I have bought him by private 
contract ! 

Count.—Ha! -Agony! 

SrerHen.— Come with me, if you please. 

Miss M.—You would not separate us, 

STEPHEN.— You wrong me, I would. Come! 

Enter Davin, breathless, with letter. 

Davip.—Stop! Here is the letter! 

Au..—Read it! 

P. M. (reads.)—This letter contains Ruth's freedom! 

Count.—Then I also am free! My own wife! 

Sreruen.—And I am foiled! I did my best to save the mbappy 
girl, but it was not to be! 
Currarn, 

OursELvEs.—A good, though ratherconventional story. There is little 
attempt at clever dialogue; but the action is smart, and never hangs 
fire. Altogether, however, it is hardly worthy of the twoclever gentk- 
men who are responsible forit. It is very well acted — particularly by Mr- 
Fecuter, Mr. Betmore (excellent), Mx. Atkins, and Miss Cantorra 
Lecterce. The scenery is good, though rather highly coloured. The 
second act should have been us we give it) in one scene instead of three. 
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“The old wing ” must mean a wing of the house in which Mr. Brent- f 
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THE POET’S DRAWBACKS. 


WAS SUS is a pleas 


MY 
7 


Uh 


Yy 


well aware ; 


sists 
there ! 

You live on milkand 
honey—and on 
gold—in that 
abode ; 

But must have ca- 
pital to pay the | 
turnpikes on the 
road, 

And besides to be a 
poet you will find 
there’s but one 
plan— 

If you’d prove abac- 
calaureate, don’t 
be a married 
man. 

Forif you’ vewifeand 
family ;_ _they’re | 
always at your, 
back, 
anging on until | 
your coat - tails 
stretch, as they 
were like to crack. 

And + you have to 
make your choice | 
at last: ’tis—will | 
you (there’s the | 
rub) 

Give society a but- 
terfly—your little | 
ones no grub! 


in getting | 


For poets will some- 
times o’erlook—I 
speak in solemn 
verity— 

Their immediate de- 
scendants while 
they’re writing for 
posterity. 

The lark can soar to 
Heaven—andthen | 
drop into its 
nest. 

But you're no lark, 
my poet-friend,— 
with wings you 
are not blest : | 

And if it be your | 
fortune to attain | 
Parnassus’ crown | 

The thoughts of 
home mayn’t ba- 
lance the fatigue 
of coming down. 

And the comfort of | 
your family ’twill | 
somewhat tend to | 
flummox 


lf—though you've bays upon your brow—they’ve nothing on their 


stomachs. 


Besides, you want your dinner as 
And the butcher’s bill’s not sett] 
you've not the wherewithal, 


So, if 


u climb the rising road, 
just by making it an ode. 
let the bays go whistle, 


And, like your humble Pegasus, content you with a thistle. 
It may seem rather hard, of course, with an unjaundiced eye, 


To see men, scarce 


your equals, toiling upward, pass you by. 


the yearnings, though, that onward bid them roam ; 


ee envy them 
"s no diviner instinct than the love that leads one home ! 


And he’s no fool who children, wife, and household blessings chooses, 


Not the company of Phoebus and the nine blue-stockinged M 


Ah, if you take my counsel, 
ire to nothing higher than 
ence looking at 

Be thankful if tho quarter’s 


my ambitious friend, you will 
the top of Primrose Hill, 
reservoir, where water on is laid, 


rates (and taxes) are all paid : | 
ee errno ene einen... 


uses. 


ant place, we all are | 
; | Rejoice to think your credit more extensive than your fame. 


The only drawback | go come, friend, write your copy—take no heed of sneering fellows, 
to the job con- | Youy’ve exchanged divine afflatus for the common. fireside bellows, 


| 
| 
| 
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And if your children all are well, your wife in health and strong, 
Thank Heaven you've not by suffering been cradled into song! 
If history’s page nor tradesman’s book bears record of your name, 


Wherewith you make the kettle and the homely pot to boil, 
And so support your family with honest humble toil; __ 
Which is, mayhap, far better than to sit with laurels garish 
On Parnassus, while your family’s supported by the parish. 


WHAT’S ON THE WALLS? 


TueE Society of British Artists is steadily improving its exhibition — 
a fact which some critics, always going in the same groove as that 
wherein they started, would do well to recognise. The walls at 
Suffolk-street this year are laudably lacking in those gaudy works 
that seemed designed with an eye to the teaboard-manufacturers. " 
is not out of the way to note, «nm passant, that the old “teaboard”’ 
style somewhat lacks application of late, owing rather to the improve- 
ment of teatrays, however, than of pictures.] There are names in the 
society which alone would ensure a good show, and the Hanging 
Committee has exercised a wise discretion. Among the landscape- 
painters Mr. Watters, Mr. H. Moorg, and Mr. G. Coxe decidedly 
bear off the palm as members; Mr. Hayes, as always, is unapproach- 
able as a marine-painter ; and Mr. Barnes sustains—and more—the 
credit of the society in figure subjects. Among the outsiders, we 
recommend the visitor to look up the pictures of Messrs. O’Connor, 
V. Bromigy, Hemy, Niemann, and Herkomer; although the selec- 
tion by no means exhausts the list of worthy works. 

Mr. WaAt1Is, in the French Gallery, opens an exhibition of French 
and German pictures, which has seldom been equalled. He has chosen 
to give a large number of excellent pictures, instead of subordinating 
a quantity of mediocre works to the effect of one sensation canvas. 
Where all are so exquisite it is impossible, within limits like ours, to 
attempt to define; but we may remark that it is a collection which it 
would be a sad pity to miss seeing. 


Folkes-tone and the Public Voice. 


Ture children, aged respectively eleven, eight, and fourteen, were 
charged the other day for stealing a shillingsworth of rape greens ona 
farm near Salisbury. The prosecutor did not wish to press the case, 
being only anxious to stop such depredations. Lorp Fo.xkeEsTone, 
after some not very wise remarks, wished to fine the children 20s. and 
costs each, or a month in gaol! Eventually, some of the other magis- 
trates protesting, his lordship allowed the child of eight years to be 
discharged. Of course, the brats had no right tosteal ; but a scolding 
or a whipping would have been sufficient punishment, whereas a month 


_ in jail would be “ disedifying ” education. “They manage these things 


better in France ”—and really Fo.xestong is so near France that if 
hewould only go there, no one would miss him. 


The Velocipede Mania. 


We have received a number of a New York “ periodical of the 
period,” styled The Velocipedist. It is chiefly to be noticed for giving 


| what it calls “a selection ”’ from the responses to the call of the Boston 


Tras script for “a rhyme for velocipede.” The “selection” includes :— 


Horse to feed, 
Mossy meed, 
Loss indce.', 
Chance to uced, 
Dolly Reed, 
Loss 0’ speed, 
Glossy steed, 
Hoss I lead, 
Bossy feed, 
Fo-sil, heed 
Saucy steed, 
Loss I heed. 


If this be a “selection” of the responses to a call for a rhyme to 

vem (of course, = _— a trisyllabic rhyme), what must “7 

rs have been from whic ese i = isn’ ingle 
sare i wale were picked ?—there isn’t a sing 


Notts—so bad! 
Ture is every reason to believe that Mr. Disraz11 is still engaged 


| in completing the “education” of his party. An item of provincial 


news stutes that in Nottinghamshire— 
ores dole ig wheats have changed colour, but ro apprehensions are felt as to any 
Harm done to them! 


ria Not a bit, rather the reverse in our humble 
opinion. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Messrs. CatpEst AND Co. have recently issued a most successful series 
of photographs of the Tudleaux Vivants lately given at Rutland Gate 
for the benefit of the “Distressed Irish in London.”’ The Tableaux 
were arranged under artistic supervision, and the photographs do such 
authority no diseredit. The picture of the “Children in the Wood”’ 
—in which the actors were the young Lorp Sanpys and Miss Barnes, 
the daughter of one of our most noteworthy painters—is undoubtedly 
most successful. The least happy is that in-which a lady was by some 
oversight permitted to challenge criticism with the unfortunate title of 
“The Sleeping Beauty.’? We have only to add that the portefeuille 
of photographic pictures is sold for the benefit of the charity. 

We cannot see enough merit in Acrostics from Across the Allantic 
to justify the expenditure of good paper, printing, and binding. Mr. 
W. C. Bennett's Contributions to a Ballad History ef England fails 
because the ballads are attempts at the old style, and as a natural 
result are mere spurious antiques. Salts and Senna is a good name for 
a - of would-be satire, that is only childish physic—nasty and 
weak, 


‘‘Our Military Correspondent.” 

Wuart funny notions “ officers and gentlemen” have. A short time 
since we had from the Toronto. Leader'a very plain and succinct 
account of the assassination of a young officer at Quebec. Some cor- 
respondence which takes place in a contemporary, devoted to the 
services, winds up with a letter of this sort. The writer first of all 
abuses all newspapers for quoting from a “suspicious document,”’ 
meaning the Zuronto Leader, a recognised colonial organ. Then he 
pitches into two previous writers. ‘A Civilian”’ has called attention 
to the story, has recalled an old black spot on the regiment inculpated, 
and not unnaturally asked what will be done? For this our military 
scribe abuses him, but no less reviles another writer who, as an “ Ex- 
officer ’’ of the regiment, seems to have entered into its defence without 
a thorough appreciation of the maxim “ gui s’excuse, s’accuse.’ Our 
military scribe having done this, proceeds to “ defend his dead friend’s 
memory ’’—by mere vague expressions of opinion; and winds-up 
(after having bullied the “ Ex-officer”’ for not giving his name) with 
the simple signature “M.’”’ We know nothing of.the merits or 
demerits of the case; and can only hope, for the honour of the service, 
that a better defence will be found for the assassinated officer than the 
silly and incoherent bluster of a shadowy “ M.”’ We are only desirous 
of pointing out to “ officers and gentlemen” that there is a right and 
a wrong way of meeting allegations made in the columns of news- 
papers—and that ‘‘ M.’s”’ is not the right way. 


We Doubt it. 


For the future it will be optional with ‘the ‘Metropolitan police to 
wear beards and moustaches. Will the chaffing young London 
shavers, on this account, find their occupation, gone ? 


RECITATION FOR THE AMPHIBIOUS.—“ My name is Narwhal.”’ 


B C the old man teaches,— 
Silly pedant, trusting youth, 
Practise what the teacher preaches, 
And you'll find it’s not the truth. 
Crooked paths are best to follow, 
Life goes topsy-turvily, 
Though the world is round, ’tis hol- 


This is plain as A BC. 


Take a boy with birth 
Fashion out his line of life, 
Ruining papa is “ bleeding ’’— 

Wanton means the same as wife. | 
Jewish palms are very greasy, 
Pretty trade is usury, 
Fun is free and ruin easy 
As the letters .A B C. 


Never trust a woman surely, 
When she’s true she’s not herself, 

Plotting she looks down demurely— 
Give her china, she’ll have delf. 

Treat her tenderly, she’ll find you 
Trust in her implicitly, 

Then she’ll hocus you and blind you. 
Please to mind your A B C., 








the 


FUN. 
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| Make her wife, and ever reckon 

On a round of bills and bliss. 

| She will come if you but beckon, 

| When you wish it, she will kiss, 
Years may pass without undoing 

| Nuptial felicity. | 
Still "tis true when you were wooing, 

She was loving A B C, 
| 


Pause at that initial letter 
Which you point to—letter A; 
Would you make him wise or better— 
Both? Well, here's a simple way : 
Tell your tale and mind dilate you 
On its eccentricity, 
Then when he has learned to hate you 


and breeding, 


He will know his A B C. 


Morat. 
By our Advertising Agent. 


Nota Bene :—Mr. Preacher, 

Would you have the world to know 
You of alphabets are teacher ? 

Here’s the dodge for doing so! 
(Five per cent. to your adviser) 

And next week, shall—thanks to me— 
The 4 BC Advertiser 

Advertise your A B C. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYW > 

On Monday, the 12th instant, Mr. P. B. Puriurs gave his reading 
from the works of TuHackeray and Dickens at the Egyptian Hall. A 
large and critical audience approved the justice of the opinions which 
have already placed him in the foremost rank of our readers. We are 
rejoiced to see in his success hopes for the revival of a quiet and natural 
style of reading; which has been lost since the last time THACKERAY 
lectured, and which the exaggerations of our Briitews and the 
artificialities of our D’Orseys bid fair to render extinct. 


Higgs higg-sit. 

THE annual meeting of the shareholders of the Great Central Gas- 
Consumers’ Company—lately brought into painful notoriety by the 
doings of Hiecs, of Teddington—is fixed for the 30th of April. It 
should have been on the Ist, we should say, in compliment to the 
Directors. It is to be hoped that unhappy shareholders have not been 
anticipating a large dividend :— it would, we fear, be a case of count- 
ing on their chickens before the higgs were hatched. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by @ stamped aud directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

F, G. C, (Regent-street).—If the series is no better than the first sample, 
you would, by sending it to us, be merely wasting pence on a bloated 
Revenue. 

R. S. R. (Fowkes Buildings).— If you had read your Fun you would 
have known better than to send us such a joke on such a subject ; and would 
have complied with our rules as to the return of rejected MSS. 

SinopAa—Adone, you reverse of an Adonis. 

A. P. (an aspiring School Boy) should get Fun for November 21st,—if 
he has not got it already, as we suspect. 

G. B. W. (Oakley-street).— Before you are critical of other pevyle’s 
grammar, look after your own. The provincial journal you quote was correct 
—punctuuation is not an inevitable necessity of grammar. 

. SHARP, who subsequently calls himself A Drone’’ 
bagpipe music, which does not harmonize with us. 

I. (Brighton).— Not up to the previous mark. 

A CORRESPONDENT who signs with the whole alphabet might ha 
that body of letters to better use in the body of his letter. 

P. (Barton Moss).—We do not remember the sketch to which you 
allude. 

H. (Symonds-inn).—Can’t see our way to working it out. 

J. G. G. (Glasgow).—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks :—T. E. O. H., Edinburgh ; J. S., War Office ; F. 
Woolwich ; Subscriber, Cardiff; C. W. W. C.; W., Eaton-square; J. W.» 
Camden-road ; W. W. R., Manchester ; Incognita, Highgate; E , Cw iden- 
square ; P., Laughton; F. C., Liverpool ; W. B. ; Hard-up Unde rgraduate ; 
W.S.J.; Old Bobby; H. G. E.; H. R. K.; Morocco; Blow-up; S> 
Fulham-road; B. T. ; it. H., Tewkesbury ; O. P. 8 ; L. V.K ; Snawker s 
Gal; Patt - J. S., Leeds; Valladolid; Tootles; N. W, Liverpool ; 
Snooks ; Jobbernowl. 
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THE NEW MEAT MARKET. But, ah, the steaks, which once you did! 
Dogs not a meating like this make amends”—to some extent at The steaks which have Vos pao er = “ 

“Do ny t rbi rid- 
loast—for the painful old traditions of Smithfield? We do not mean ah thn sree Sone yout, Heaven Fares \ 
the stakes of the martyrs, but those living steaks, which, when the 
pose cattle were tortured in the old market, were’ bruised and beaten Should such an implement be hid— 

fore their time. The Dead Meat Market is an example of the law Which had steaks, sung by poet’s lyre, on? 
of Nature, that when the dum) beast suffers, the wrong extends to the Those who'd permit it should be chid, Grid- 
human beast who ill-uses it—or allows it to be ill-used. Unwholesome Tron! 
meat was the result of tortured cattle. Now we have not only animal ; : 
pain spared, but animal food bettered ; and more than all, the detection Oh, come to Ludgate Hill, then, (id _ 
of those scamps who do not scruple to turn a penny by sending dis- Es‘, that hill’s foot which rails sasnn) 
eased meat to market rendered more easy and certain. Of thoughts of humbler spheres get rid, Grid- 

Let us fill high a bumper of beef-tea, and pledge in it the prosperity Tron! 


of the Doad Meat Market at Smithfield ! No more by you shall be bestrid 
se tae Oe eee 5 A Sly be x Yon hearth, which ashes oe ire on! 
— laurels rest amid, Grid- 
TO THE ANCIENT GRIDIRON rege SAARI Maes sk Beet 
Or tue Suntore Society or BeErsTeaks. You’ve seen good service! Take your guid 


‘On April 7th were sold the furniture, plate, portraits, &c., of the Sublime "0 — be gazed as ancient sire on! 
Society of Beefsteaks, founded in 1735. The great lot of the sale—the old gridi ; ill’ i id- 
—was krocked down for £5 15s., to Messrs. Spiers and Pond.”—LDaily pape. The Silver Grill's to you a kid, Grid 


Tron! 
Aras, we cannot put a skid 


Of Time’s revolving wheel the tire on ! Diff 
And : ; 7 erent Hues. 
a0 ng Bae Sete Hee Gh Gail Tuon f ‘lax Metropolitan Board of Works have failed to make good their 


charges against Mr. Hucues, accused of misappropriating their funds. 


Far ter relics greater bid This termination of the trial seems due less to Huyhes than to the 


© well might spend, did we desire, on. abuses in the management of the Board’s accounts. They have, in 
We might have bought a pyramid, Grid- fact, lost their money not because offices of trust were seomte-tall, 
Iron! but because their holders were ornamental. 
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SUITS FOR ALL OCCASIONS. 493. ro 1145. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, nupGarm HILL. 


[Apri 24, 1869. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 67.—THE POLICEMAN’S BEARD. 


I'll undertake you will not find 
A kinder, softer-hearted boy 
Than gentle-eyed PoLticEMan Joy. 


He sickened at the sight of sin, 
And sought a hallowed refuge in 
That haven of unruffled peace 
The Metropolitan Police. 


‘‘Here,”’ thought the gentle-minded lad, 
“* Protected from examples bad, 

And far removed from worldly strife, 
I'll pass a calm monastic life. 


fe search throughout the human kind, 


*“‘ For wicked men, with nimble feet, 
Avoid the good policeman’s beat ; 
And miscreants of every kind 
Disperse like chaff before the wind. 


«‘ My beat shall serve me, as, I’m told, 
Grey cloisters served the monks of old; 
A spot convenient where at ease, 

To ruminate on vanities. 


*¢’T will be, on all material scores, 

A monastery out-of-doors, 

With i it beats monastic shades) 
A good supply of servant maids.’’ 


Nor did his hopes betray the boy, 

His life was one unruffled joy. 

He breathed, at Government’s expense 
An atmosphere of innocence. 


Vice fled before him day by day, 
While Virtue often “asked the way ;” 
Or beg he’d kindly leave his beat 

To help her cross a crowded street. 


Where’er he went ’twas just the same; 
Whene’er he whistled, Virtue came ; 
And Virtue always found him near, 
When she was sent to fetch the beer. 





For Virtue said, “‘ That gentle eye 
Could never compass villany. 

A Don Giovanni none could trace 
In that fair smooth angelic face!”’ 


And Virtue guessed the simple truth, 
He was a good and harmless youth, 

As simple-hearted as he looked, 

His “ inside places’’ Truth had booked. 


But, ah, alas! as time rolled on, 
LIgUTENANT CoLONEL HENDERSON 
This order to policemen gave, 

*¢ All Constables must Cease to Shave!”’ 


The order soon was noised about, 
The prisoned beards broke madly out. 
And sacred from the morning knife, 
They revelled in a new-found life. 





H 


after indulging in this 
tracting to be pursued further. 





Moustachios, freed from scissor-clips, 
Poured madly over upper-lips ; 

Or curled themselves in either eye — 
They breathed the breath of Liberty ! 


How fared it with our gentle boy, 
That tender lad, Poticeman Joy, 
Whose eye recalls the mild gazelle ? 
Alas! with him it fared not well. 





That peaceful chin—those chubby cheeks, 
‘That mouth that smiles, but rarely speaks, 
Now wear by HENDERSONIAN law, 

The fiercest beard you ever saw! 


It spoke of blood—it spoke of bones, 
It spoke of yells and midnight groans ; 
Of death in lonely robber-cribs, 

Of poignards stuck between the ribs! 


And Virtue, timid fluttering maid, 
Shrank from her gentle boy afraid ; 
And took him for—I know not what, 
At all events she knew him not. 





Attracted by no whistled air, 

Shy shrinking Virtue took good care 
To see the boy was no where near, 
When she was sent to fetch the beer. 


And Vice that used to run away 

Would now take heart of grace, and say 
‘‘ A beard that twirls and tangles thus 
Must appertain to one of us!”’ 


He brushed it often—combed it through, 
He oiled it and he soaped it too; 

But useless ’twas such means to try, 

It curled again when it was dry. 


Well, Virtue sadly gave him up, 
Vice proffered him her poisoned cup, 
And thus good, kind Poticeman Joy, 
Became a lost abandoned boy! 





A Poser. 
Frou ovr Sportina ContTrisvror. 


ecause 0’ Tissue ! 


‘‘SupposinG,” says the bard, “that I were you’’—and next he adds, | 
on reflection,—“ and supposing that you were me’’—then he continues, 
ical license with Livpitey Murray, “ Sup- | 
posing we both were somebody else”"—But the problem is too dis- 
What we would add is, “Supposing | 
you were me, and were reading a knowing —~ paper, why | 
wouldn’t you be me, and why must I be you?” 


| 








EE ee 


a 








ie - W Ni. [May 1, 1869. 


aa 
| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 112. 


Tux British rate-payer may thank.. 
His stars he’s got a man 

Who'll stick to money in the bank, 
Nor spend on foolish plan. 

‘Bhe money that we're forced to pay 
For this, there’s one as good 

For half the money, let us pray 
The Commons understood. 


1.—She was lovely, was divine, 
One great charm was, I opine, 
That this most bewitching dear 
Had some thousands ten a year ; 
So ’twas hard in vulgar verse 
Her sweet praises to rehearse, 
Speaking of a “buss ”—a kiss, 
And he really called her this. 


2.—The schoolmaster made the boy hammer | 
At syntax and hard Latin Grammar ; 
What wonder, I’m sorry to state it, 
He said in his Latin “1 hate it.”’ 











a eer rrr ears + os “- 


3.—The lady with calm satisfaction looked down, | 
On the bright hues that pleasingly shone on her gown; 
She thought how much labour perchance had been | 
spent 
On the texture, but she might have rested content ; | 
| 


And known that a mighty machine, with small loss 
Of man’s time, ran the threads, running in this across. 


4.—If I were a mighty bird 
Living here, as I have heard, 

, I would steal a little child 
: 1/)/ : From its mother, have it “ biled”’; 
RN A \ WAN . Till‘so tender it would feel, 

Pasa; te NaS ~s Fitted for my evening meal. 

Sotutron or Acrostic No. 110.—Howse, Lords: Hall, 

Otto, Usurer, Sod, Eros. 


LEELA = \ 
ee : rr . SSSA 
a ; WMA, A ——— Correct Sotvti1ons or Acrostic No. 110, Recervep 21st Arxit. 
— —T, Butcher.; Ryde and Ellis; Annie, Leeds; Old Maid; Pompa- 


--~ - - 


. ' 
| 
ee 
i} 
i 
Ft 
he 
: 
et 
' 

Hh 


| ‘ 
ihe 
fr 
the 
: » 
; 
; 





THE C’RECT CARD. a ———————_———— © 


Morning Caller :—“Ts Mrs. Burries at HOME? 
PLEASE !”’ 
_ Antelligent Slavey :—“ Yxs, wiss, suz’s HIN—BUT WOULD YER MIND TAKIN’ 
© THE CARD IN YERSELF, MY ’ANDS IS 80 WET!” 


Jet-some. | 
A Larrpary of our acquaintance says that the gas 
companies are quite right—considering their blackness 
—to talk of their lights as gas jels. 


TAKE IN MY CARD, 








exchanging the post of a big gun for that of a pop-gun. And dproyos 
of guns, we incline to think his removal of the tax on hair powder a 
mistake. Unless he wishes us all to wear white hair, we can sce no 
motive for the remission, while the tax on the use of armorial bearings 
is retained. ‘The latter is in many cases a necessity, but powder is 
mere fiction of fashion. 








WE shall have Tramways in spite of the opposition of the railway 












FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 28th, 1869. 


HE expericneed Acrobat who last. year drew such crowds by his 
prs, eae af “A Leap in the Dark,” has been of late 
— , one his entertainment more highly a trifle. A 
ean ee - been commanding such good houses, and has 
r 8 a hit by the balancing of Prorzssor Lowe, that the 

es coat Ree been driven to mg “A Leap for Life.” He 
shall be glad to hon that ¢ feat, fraught. ii tethcdopee 1s bineat 

: A er to him 
has been put a stop to, if not by his friends, by the Sooper Saati” 


ae emesis of the Exchequer has been so very successful in 
cae Se ouse - surprise, that he was tempted to try the 
— = een ie other night with reference to the site of the 

. tion was something like that of the pro- 





prietor of the chameleon in the old 7 

the advocates of ( poem one learnt at school. He let 

it te their hearts’ content, cake en Embankment fight about 
“ He oped the box—amu, lo, *twas:white!” 


Both sites were very well in their way, 
. y; but he had a better still. 
But Mn. Lows must be careful not to wear out this pleasant little 


| | or of the Ex- 
child wearies of a Jack-in-the-Box after a time. We 


talent so much that we should regret to see him 


Re 


companies, and the ill-odour in which Train’s abortive attemptsinvolved 
the system. The Southern side of the Thames, which is so heavily 
taxed by the confederate railway companies, will before long have a 
remedy in its own hands, for the trams may be extended indefinitely 
into the suburbs so soon as they have proved that they are easily and 
safely worked. When the distances become considerable, cheap light 
traction engines, constructed like vans, so as not to frighten hors¢s, 
without whistle or smoke, might take the place of the team; and 
then we should have # veritable “ People’s Railway ”’—cheap, safe, 
and expeditious. No one. will regret that the days of Railway mono- 


poly are numbered. 
ooo 
T Definitions. 

HE proprietor of an estate which he has let on building lease is 2 
ee as : i necessary to define to any , ee who is 
The only oddity fe thet wee ft aa London what a ground tenant is. 

? 0 en j + cr > lk . € “eC 
tenants more ground than the ee See emrerens celers 2 


Darned Classical. 


“Dear, dear!” said Materfamilias ruefull i 
EAR, surveying the large 
holes in Young Hopeful’s socks as he was taking off ST ses ; Dear, 
dear ! there’s a lot of to mend !’’ 
ef - Ho E my love; ” said Paterfamilias, looking up from his work 
ould have thought carets the more appropriate term.” 
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ones. 

After dark! The pavements are greasy and damp. The gas burns 
asickly yellow. Night cabs have just begun to turn out, and crawl 
in a half comatose state about the streets. 


AFTER 


feetures of this mysterious time. 





DARK. 


A Lonpon Ipytu. 


CaMPBELL’s words, there descends a gloom, which is | . : 

probably the deposition of the smoke that has been held See csevctenecmaei gy 
in suspension over it all day. 
dark,’ as distinguished possibly from “the night” | 


open, though the gin-palaces are more wide-awake than ever. 
What, then, is the meaning of this congregation of apparently 
Old maidens, young maidens, 


respectable folk at this street corner ¢ 


and even children, 
are here. They loiter 
about, despite the 
fact that there is a 
quiet drizzle begin- 
ning, with a modest 
assurance as if it 
meant to persevere 
until it achieved the 
distinction of being 
a downright rain. 





The meaning of the gathering is that these good folk are waiting 


for the last ’bus! And here it comes, so stand aside, for gallantry | 


and humanity are quite forgotten in such a case. ‘“ Twelve inside and 
four out,” won’t—to put the matter arithmetically—“ go into”’ about 
twoand twenty. In the language cf common sense, two and twenty 
can’t squeeze into the ’bus, so the rule is “every one for himself, and 





We will trust the stou 
not lie in the direction of this gentleman’s lurk- 
ng place. This gentleman’s active life is spent 
—like that of other beasts of prey— after dark. 
Like other beasts of prey, he does not always 
hunt alone. There are two others equally pre- 
precesing waiting about in the neighbourhood, 

assist him in capturing his prey. He is quite 
















sontete oman ee te 
D _ 
+e . &. 






a ; After dtitk—very much after dark, being made up after dark | home. 





the ’’—conductor won’t “take the hindmost.”’ 
Has he missed the last ’bus? Well, in one 
sense, yes! In another sense,no! He has 
missed it in the sense that he won’t go home 
in it as usual. He has not missed it in the 
sense that he did not mean to go home in it — 
in fact, it has been gone an hour orso. He 
has stayed in the City to dine with a friend. 
Or he has been at his Whist Club. Or he 
has been looking over his books. At any 
rate, he is going home considerably after 
dark, and he is hurrying along too, for he 
knows his wife is sitting up for him. 
t gentleman’s road does 


well known to the 
police, who visit him 
at his hotel—the inn 
where he takes bis 
ease until he _ is 
‘‘wanted”’ for “ put- 
ting the hug” on 
somebody after dark. 
Then he accompanies 
his friend, the con- 





v{j vv 
stable, quietly, and receives his sentence, | thus much we ought not to look t 


eventually, with stoical indifference. But 


he does:not receive with stoical indifference | the middle-aged dame who has scol 
the execution of that portion of the sentence | means “ old-faced type.” If weare to go b 
which makes him acquainted with an animal | a]] we can say is that, unl 
which, like himself, is most lively after dark | ysed to paint- 


—the cat! He howls under its infliction with 
great zeal. But it is doubtful whether the 
teaching of the cat is more than skin-deep. 
When he comes out again, it will hardly 
have the effect of deterring him from more 
excursions after dark. 


It is known as “the 


There are not many shops | 


models of what Ethio 





and despondency. 


Dunce, and the rest of the 
comigues, Who are not a whit 
better than the melodist we have 
just been contemplating, are 
sleeping, let us hope, the sleep of 
innocence — of ideas. So “let 
them sleep on!’’ as the poet says. 
But their humble imitators— 
imitators of such originals !—are 
| still out and about “ seeing life.” 
Life, according to their philo- 
sophy, is made up, it would 
seem, of milkmen, market-carts, 
| draggled drabs of woinen, and 
| threes of gin! The contempla- 
| tion of such spectacles is calcu- 
lated to reduce the gay youths to 
the state of our friend in the 
| margin—melancholy idiocy and 
incapacity. His ‘ Champagne 


| Charlie” hat is battered and 





gives his melody a touch of influenza, and lends the 
His repertoire is limited ; 
| audiences are not critical, and are often be 
_ has reached the end of his selection an: 


idan... plan serenaders are supposed to resemble: this 
by eel ” = — or three congenial souls, accompanied in every sense 
; es, violin, and tambourme—discourses music at the doo 


NLondon, when the sun is low, to borrow something like | public-houses. He sings chiefly with the roof of his mouth, which 


Ts ot 


After dark still; but getting on towards the small hours. The 
musi¢-halls have closed long since; and the Jolly Cad, the Great 





bruised. His cut-away coat is smeared with mud, and so are his 


tight-fitting trousers. The guardian of night and the peace gently 
| advises him to go home. He hiccups a reply in the form of an 
inquiry where he lives. Take him away, Mr. Policeman, and lock 
him up, first undoing his neck-tie, and seeing his head is higher than 
his heels, for liquids—even bad drink—will find their level, and nature 


abhors a vacuum. 
morning. 


He’ll be all the better for a headache in the 


After dark. Yes, it will soon be after dark in another sense, for 
after dark comes dawn. ‘The sky is getting grey—a pure, cool grey ; 
one almost wonders how it can do so over 





| 
{ 


such a place as London, and especially the 
night side of it 
least, not exactly Avrora, but the lady 
who keeps an early coffee-stall. Bless you, 
her shrine is more popular among night-cab- 
men, police-constables, market-gardeners, and 
early workmen than that of Avrora would 
be! It is a warming, comforting beverage 
she dispenses—and, hush! a word in your 
ear! If you can’t do without a nip of some- 
thing stronger, I have heard that she retails a 


Yonder comes AvRORA—at 


| potent spirit extracted by some mysterious process from old rope—a 
ficry, scathing spirit, which I should recommend you not to take 


(unless you are a Salamander or a 
than a tea-spoonful to the waterm 


Fire King) in stronger propor 
an’s bucket of water. You're not to 


° 
* . 
.100n8 


be tempted /—well, then I must bid you—what is being fast turned on 


—a good morning, after dark. 








The Saturday Shrew. 


Tue Saturday R-view the other day acknowledged the existence of 


‘“ eood girls of the real old English type.” ! 
: iio has railed at women £0 long that perhaps when it grants 
he gift inthe mouth. Still we shoul 


journ 


like to know the exact meaning of “the old English type.” 


a very bright blue. 


The sixpenny shrew of 


Perhaps 
led so because girls will be pretty, 
ack to the very old English, 


ess history tells fibs, the girls of that period 


But then, to be sure, in the matter 


of dress there was not much to take hold of. 





A Growl by our Cynic. 


WHEN a man say 


s that his misdeeds have come home to him you may 


generally take it for granted that it is because they find it a congenial 


tones of the 
but, fortunately, his 
eny, so that, if, when he 
regghies he end | ction | finds coppers still forthcoming, 
which enfolds the rest of the country. It is made more | F 10.elandiels tates tenn ae ce 
perceptible by the dull gleam of the street lam 
glare of the shop windows—as lone as the shop windows 
= remain open. It isa long and unpleasant interreenum 
in which the bull’s-eye of the policeman keeps its dazzling orb fixed 
on all who wander abroad. 
It is impossible, in the limits of a short article, to describe all the 
We can but pick out a few salient 


mm He is given 
Read oe | Teer ek ements, helinta, descriptive of the loveliness and early 
rs _ Some y, or “ Mary,’ or “Smiling May,” who is buried 
own in“ some of the United States. 
| plaintive ballads is rather cheering, 
amusing, whereas his comic singing is 


This tendency of his to sing 
for his rendering of them is 
enough to move one to tears 
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TH ND EVERYWHERE 


len Opera:GCompany has not b 
« Lyceum Theatre is once gain to ! 
Waar 1 want te br will open on:the Grd of May with 
not from your henew: vhile it numbers many well-known 
hewn, whieh | ehewk 5 several recruits from the foreicn 
whether or net you ll © »public will have an early oppor- 
finds “ how herd it i ced:undertaking deservos s apport az. | 
» landemen, end sang We specially approve of the nm 
went beyond the New dress optional on Mondays 
even found the Iele « ill.comtribute greatly to iacrease t! 
od a home on the re l'he swallow-taibrule exclades man, 
and Im net a -going 
heen, ae I maw aay, « olentlid’ list of ar/istes anno meed for . 
npon forty-year, that . George's! Hall on Tuesday, the 4th «1 
aea-worthy and well talcfor Diseases of the Throat, Gold: 1 
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THE SAILORS’ HOME. 


From our own Op SALt. 


Wrart I want to know, Sir, from you, as the Captain of Fun, or if 
not from your honour’s self, from the chief officer, or it may be the 
bosun, which I should judge was the publisher that pipes all hands, 
whether or not you'll say a good word for us that, as the song says, 
finds *‘ how hard it is to write.’”’ There’s another song, Sir, wrote by 
a landsman, and sung, as I’ve heard it myself, to a many that never 
went beyond the Nore, and wouldn’t trust themselves on ship-board 
even round the Isle of Wight, that says, “A life on the ocean wave 
and a home on the rolling deep” is the sort of thing that would suit: 
and I’m not a-going to deny at my time of life, Sir, and when I’ve 
been, as I may say, a-knocking about the world here and there for nigh 
upon forty-year, that a sailor don’t take kindly to his ship when she’s 
sea-worthy and well-found, and a master that knows how to look ata 
man @s a man and make allowances: but what I’m driving at, for all 
that I seem to be yawing about as if I'd lost the wind,—is this, that 


when a seaman is homeward bound, what sort of a life is he enerall 
8-looking forward to ashore, and what sort of a home after he ase 
sets foot on the wharf, or gets moored alo ide the St. Katharine, or 
or Victoria or otherwise. ell, Sir, if you'll pardon 
my freedom, I'll tell you what we was obliged as reasonable men to 


look forward to in my young days, and that was, that, while we was 
—_ off and oe nalier afloat nor ashore, but yet, as one may say, 


the surf, a-waiting for the owners to settle up our 
arrears we had to lodge somewhere nigh handy, and if the 
any cael me runners ead the Jew clothesmen that always laid by for 
pees Came tite 8 school of landsharks didn't get hold of all that was to 
come With ee ind then live on us till we was 0 igated to go to sea 
—_- borrowed money : there was plenty of others to help ‘em, 


to say as we used to sing 
“ Get uv, Jack, and let 
Now, Sir, does i a oe ae town 
tit t stand to reason that many of us being singlo men 


after ourselves in the way of a decent lodging i 
sue Places as lay slonguide af ado ae just the 
-out everybody as came athwart us to put us into a place where 
we didn’t know who was our friends or who wasn’t ? 
Mind, I'm not going to deny that sailors and fools may be what an 


old purser used to 


a good many of u 
good deal like whe 
at sea: he loses hi 
wind, wants some! 
rove rope and m 
veering right awa’ 
proof of bad seam 
a good word for S: 
you and the other 
you wouldn’t get ¢ 
that, or the other : 
excuse for hailing 
brought myself tc 
wanting, not here 
but at Portsmout 
Leith, and at ever 
Sailors’ Homes are 





you understand, §: 
needed for getti 
shape ; there’s a li 
thought about in x 
was by the Gov: 
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Sailors’ Home, wh 
to go to sea, is laid 
your honour'’s mos: 
N.B.—No relati 
warn't never more 
N.B. again.—W 
meant to take the 1 
as is close alongsi 
there is destitoot p 
some by misfortun 
management as the 
who’s in worse dan 
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SSS OO ow— 


ser used to call sonominous terms: they’ve been ominous to 
many of us, but for all that, when a sailor gets ashore it’s a 
al like what I should think it i is when a landsman finds himself 
he loses his reckoning, and can’t nohow keep his head to the 
rants somebody to look arter him, in fact, till he gets hold of a 
pe and makes out his bearings. Well, Sir, and I’ve been 
right away from the p’int, but having made an offing ain’t no 
f bad seamanship,— what I want to say is this, will you give us 
word for Sailors’ Homes? If you'll just please to think, Sir 
| the other gentlemen, what a sailor’s life is, and how, perhaps, 
ildn’t get on so very well without some of us a-bringing this, 
the other from different parts of the world, it might be my 
or hailing from this new Home in Well-street, where I’ve just 
, myself to anchor, and for saying that there’s a little help 
; not here only, Sir, in Well-street, near the London Docks, 
Portsmouth, Falmouth, Bristol, Dublin, Belfast, Glasgow, 
nd at every other large seaport in this tight little island, where 
Homes are, or should be. It ain’t that we want to be kept, 


rstand, Sir; our wage is sufficient for that: but there’s hel 
4 g the houses large enough, and for making them hin. 
ne 8 a little help wanting too, Sir, for what wasn’t hardly 
_ ut in my time,—(or, at least, if it was thought about it 
. . Government, that took our from our pay for 
“a ospital, and never let us see the value of our money 
. y arneeed te give us an as eee that is a Convalescent 
ome, where men disch from hospital, but too weak for 
sea, 18 laid up for a bit in in dock to complete repairs. I am 

>. gw 0 a ient, JOHN JUNK. 

o on to a cousin 0’ mine in th i ine ; 
ever more ae ‘mil Is ot a river aan. rare * 
gain.— What I sai tack about not wanting help ain’t 
take the mend out o’ the sails of the Destitoot Sailors’ Asylum 
Pa aoa e o’this Home. There’s destitoot sailors, just as 
= parties of other callings, some by their own fault 
un’ and the ’Sylum, which is under the samo good 


ent as the Home, gives food and shelter to many a poor chap | 


worse ashore than afloat. 


—————_—————_— 
‘RLY Experrence or true Cuckoo.—Life in lodgings. 
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A PROSPECTIVE TRIP TO BATH. 


H, the time is approaching for tripping, 


Dover— 
And Hastings and Worthing: 
moreover. 
And all places that be 
On the sea, on the sea, 
Famed for salt, and for shrimps, and 
for shipping. 
Yes! the time is approaching for 
dipping ; 
For a dance on the sand, 
In a band, 
Hand in hand, 
"Mid the breakers so 
skipping. 
But too often, dear me, 
In @ manner so free, 
The performers deserve a good 
whipping. 


merrily 





This season let’s hope that each hopper 
Will wear a costume that is propcr, 
And abolish the style 
Of bathing so vile— 
*T would raise blushes on cheeks made of copper. 
If not, let us hope, as a stopper, 
The Lord Chamberlain may, 
As he did t’other day, 
On the practice come down with a whopper. 
For the Chamberlain he 


Of the Bath, as becomes a tip-topper. 





The Mildness of the Season. 
Owrne to the warm sunny weather we have had during the last few 


and many wild conundrums have rapidly assumed their natural 
greenness without saying so much as with your leaf, or by your leaf. 
Many of these have been plucked by thoughtless persons and wantonly 
thrust into our editor’s box. On the principle of nailing the bat to the 
barn door we print one of the most extravagant of these attempts as a 
warning to all evil-doers :— 

“« Why is a lady who has eaten a pork-pie, containing more fat than 
the one she previously partook of, like one of the most ‘popular artistes 
on the lyric stage ? 

“Because she’s had a leaner patty (ApELINA PartrT!).” 

Can. it be-possible,the misereant alludes to the charming MarquisE 
pE Caux? The. trator of this atrocity is well known to the 
‘police, and we sole warn him not to do it. again. 





Ingham-bob! 
Why will our police magistrates try to be Solons—when they are 
hardly Solan geese? Mr. Incuam, of the Wandsworth court, said— 
That drunkenness was the cause of all the misery in the world. If working 
men were to keep sober, they (the magistrates) would have to shut up their shop. 
“We do not know what Mr. Incuam professes to sell at what he in 
dignified terms calls his shop ; but we should not think of trying there 
for common sense or logic. He knows perfectly well that there are 
poy of evil passions beside the passion for drink which bring men 
ore him. He should also think that for one, whose duty it is te 
Imow the law of evidence, to make such a loose statement amounts 
virtually to telling a—fib! 





Drink to me only with thine Eyes! 
Rzatty ‘the economies now ‘practised by our Government depart- 
ments «are becoming too much like cheese-paring—we beg pardon, | 
quill-mending. Here’s an instance: 


The Board of Trade have awarded a telescope to Captain Von Schantz, of the 
Russian barque Gefion, for his humanity in receiving a portion of the shipwrecked 
erew of the barque Aldivalloch, of Sunderland, on board his vessel, on the 21st of 
January, 1869. 

Could not the Board of Trade have done something more handsome for 
the gallant captain than merély “ standing him a glass ?”’ 








High-ti-tighty ! 
Never form an opinion of a man by his surroundings. A trades- 
man may be in anything but a prosperous way, even though his 





A Commander should be é 


! 
days a quantity of the most excruciating puns have suddenly blossomed, - |. 
legidlationseems to hint at idiots rather than Maine-iacs. 


| 
| H 
| 





Be 
| 


FUN. 












‘THE 


To Ramsgate and Margate and |-allowed 
devoted to :the ‘lyric drama. 
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“Masszs. Buckstons and SoTHERN will be:supported 
'| pany, isypromised as an.inducement—ifiind ucement be needed on such 
| an occasion. 
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Ta-TA.—Is thanked for the description 0 
| & origional whit.”’ 


SUGGESTION.— 
Deteh with thanks:—F. -H. P., 


bli os Old Ford; H. J. G.; : Mack ; J. 8. W,, Northampton ; 
MH ms - Cy Glasgow ; 8., Altrincham ; Thrush, Q. A. &.; : 7; | 
nth apg A.G. G., undee ; A Constant Reader ; _xanthi uddersteld 


Harry 
E. 





and favourite artsstes, introduces several recruits from the eedien 
opera houses, of «whose merits the ypiiblic -willkave an early a r- 
tunity of judging. ‘Such a spiri 
will, we feel sure, receive it. 

regulation which 
Saturdays ; for itis a step thatwill.eontri 


popularity of Italian Opera. 
a‘humble lover of music. 


morning concert:to be given neBe, George’ 
May, for the benefit of the Hospitdl:for Diseases ofithe”"Throat, Gold: 1 
Square? The programme boasts@f the names of Miespames Bonp.- 
Pxwxz, Japmuens-Suerrincton, and Parey, of Wisss 
Hornann, and MapgemorseL_teE Draspit, of Messns. PERREN, THom:«, 


give théir services gratuitously and: most readily to an institution 
Stich does such 


coneert. 
‘We. are pleased to announce that Mr. Wricrr,'the treasurer of the 
me he will take his benefit at that theatre on Thursday, the 
0 


bern. en the:following from an American paper !— 


tly debating 

punishmen ees pon ong previously to the wfa 
cinsind), cablantioenae administered to him. “Thisaras vekementiy. » be- 

oan it Saeeniemae to life, and finally rejected. 


Secretary of the United States Navy :— | 
Duty will be assigned according to the requirements of the Navy, and officers wit il 
be assigned to service who are well known to be the most competent to per: form : 
And yet this paragraph is quoted in English papers under the he alien , 
—Merit versus Influence! 
} 


[ We cannot veturn unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 


panied 
responsible for loss. ] 
PuNDARE.—It- would have been better for all coneerned if the os ottenp 


which have been Lyi 
had continued to do so, though ' om ak not a good ha 


enclosed it is at our serv ice,” is thanked. It has just lit an excellent cigar | 
for us. We prefer a hot coal as being more pure carbon, but we won 't look | 


| a gift spill in the mouth. 
OB-A-LINK.—Bub-a-linked nonsense long drawn out. 


Faust OF KENSINGTON.—We don’t see 


prove matters. 
A BLoomssury CAarp.—We can’t deal with yuu. | 


oo — Wants mending. 


C., ‘Kensington; Gulielmus Radius, Horsham ; 
H. H., Westminster ; J. W. W., Christchurch. 
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HERE, ‘THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Cos tive Covent Garden Opera: Company has not becn 
of amonopoly. Lee : is once again to be 
open on:the rd of May with ; 
Opera: Company, which, while it numbers many will know WI 


ited‘ unidertaking: deserves support ar, 
‘We «gpecially approve of the new 
full dress — on Mondays an! 


greatiyto imcrease t): 
swallowstailrule excludes many 


idl ‘list of ariistes announced for 2 
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makes 
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, Miss 
aud Rereuanpt. The solution is that these eminent singers 


great good to their poor brethren-in-art. All 
tabath artistes and institution 1—the publics bound to patronis° 


May, on-which occasion a variety of entertainments, in which 
by the whole on 





Maine Foolish. 


= 
See 
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the Bill for the abolitien of capit.! 


almost any absurdity from tthe ‘that 


d ithe t “Maine Liquor Law,” ‘bat »really this sort of | 


Singular Misapprehension. 
following sensible resolution is issued by authority of the 








Answers to Correspousents, 





by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


pers” in your desk, — 
it as a rule. 
—in aternum Vale! 


among some almost forgotten 


gi oe — By all means, J 
(Lady-well).— Who kindly says, “if we can make any use of the 


that what you offer couldim- | 


Apply at the Stationery Office. 
(Lower Thames-street). —Woe. have no “oppinion’’ of your pro- 
and therefore cannot “‘ state it in our answers to correspondents.’ 
2 eee — Oh, pe-cu-liarly bad ! b 
F. (Oakley-square). —Your MS. may be had on application at the 


ay ly of sufficient importance. 
Hardly of sufficie Pp f his views on what he calls 


ee ee 


— Probably he-was unconscious of the inspiration. | 
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MURDER WILL OUT. 


Check ‘aker on who has just seen Act 1 of Macnstu at the Little Dufiington 
ON’T YB TAKE A PASS, SIR? THERE'S THE MURDER OF DUNCAN 


Theatre) :—* 
IN THE SECOND act!” 


Jones :—“ THanks, No! I’vE SEEN THE MURDER OF MACBETH IN THE FIRST !”’ 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

We have received Songs of the Rising Nation, by Mrs. Forester 
and her son and daughter—the latter “a very young girl,” we are 
informed. The tone of the book may be gathered from the fact that 
the dedication eulogises the “ ”* who were hanged at Manches- 
ter for patriotically shooting an unoffending policeman. The quality 
of the seditious “ yoeme ” is warm and mildly effervescent, like a penny 
bottle of ginger-beer, that has been insufficiently corked down and 
kept in the sun. If we thought that Ireland’s wrongs could not 
inspire better song than this, we should suggest to Mr. GLADSTONE, in 
interests of that op country, to disestablish its national 

as well as its ch A “rising nation” ought to have songs 
rise whereas these cannot soar to mediocrity. 
In Pioneers of Civilization Messxs. Hoce follow up their book of 
Arctic explorations, and continue a series which will delight our boys— 
and even the “ boys of larger growth.” 

We receive from Mzssrs. Moxon the authorised edition of Whims 
and Oddities, by Tuomas Hoop. There is no need to criticise works to 
which the has long since awarded its approval, but we may re- 
mind our readers that th Se et Parse thip edition, with 

& spurious and defective issue, put forth 


A little pamphlet on The Railways of England, Scotland, and Ireland, 
by Carram Picrsr, sets forth a scheme for the reform of the néeiant 
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SPRING IN LONDON. | 


AnotueERr day of genial spring! 
O’er all the roofs the sunshine pouring, 
Shows up the dust like anything, 
And dirty bev'marks on the flooring. 
The window-pancs with dirt are dim— 
And dim with dirt the paper mural ; 
While motes in flights of myriads swim, 
Like gnats above some streamlet rural. 


The budding trees (just two or three 
Are visible) look green—extremely ! 
Where all things black around them be 
Such verdure really seems unseemly. 
A week of London atmosphere 
Will tone them down to due propriety, 
And they all grimy will appear, 
And sooted to their black society. 


The spring is here—the spring is here ; 
As t have reasons good for knowing, 
For coats and boots will disappear 
At cries of “ blowing and a-growing!”’ 
On yonder window-sill’s a pot— 
You think those flowers are pelargonia : 
But, bless your innocence, they’re not ! 
They’re highlows and an old siphonia. 





Well, since the garish sun will gleam, 
I’ll meet the case with some effront’ry ! 
T’ll shut my eyes and have a dream, 
And fancy I am in the country. 
The roaring streets shall sound like brooks— 
Like birds the little street-boys’ calling. 
Lo, there’s a settling flight of rooks— 
Just where a lot of blacks are falling ! 


Ah, well the country's very nice— 

Hot weather, verdant fields, and tillage. 
But think of shandy-gaff and ice! 

You can’t get that now in “our village.” 
The living in the country’s bad, 

(Bad grub makes me fly in a fury)— 
If rus in urbe can’t be had, 

I’d rather not have ’erbs in rure. 


Sucary Morro ror A GROCcER’s JUVENILE PorTER: 
“Happy as a sand-boy.” 








- 


system of railways. It takes the same view of the case as Mr. 
Branpon’s little pamphlet, and argues it out very fairly. On one 
point it is undoubtedly correct :—that a considerable reduction of fares 
and traffic charges is the only measure that will bring lasting and solid 
prosperity to the railway interest. 


Much Ado about Nothing. 
THE complaint in this paragraph seems childish! 
Riding-habits are worn so short just now that some ladies in Rotten-row are 
greatly embarassed to manage them. 
Well, if they can’t manage their riding-habits, they had better break 
themselves of the habit of riding. 


aan or Goop FgetLowsiir.—Singing, when in a minority, “Jolly 
oes !”’ 
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NOTICE.—Complaints having been received that Fun is sold on Tuesday; 
the publisher begs to state that it is issued to the trade under a distinct 
understanding that it is not to be published before Wednesday morning. 
As however some unprincipled persons, for the sake of a few extra pence 
profit, break through the rule, he wili feel obliged for any information of 
such cases, 
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No. 68.-THE BISHOP OF RUM-TI-FOO, AGAIN. 


a 


OFTEN wonder whether you 
Think sometimes of that bishop, who 
From black but balmy Rum-ti-foo 
Last summer twelvemonth came. 
Unto your mind I p’raps may bring 
Remembrance of the man I sing 
To-day, by simply mentioning 
That Perer was his name. 


Remember how that holy man 
Came with the great Colonial clan 
‘To Synod, called Pan-Anglican— 
And kindly recollect 
How, having crossed the ocean wide, 
To please his flock all means he tried 
Consistent with a proper pride 
And senky self-respect. 


He only, of the reverend pack 

‘Who minister to Christians black, 

Brought any useful knowledge back 
To his Colonial fold. 

In consequence a place I claim 

For “ Perer”’ on the scroll of Fame 

(For Peter was that bishop’s name, 
As I’ve already told). 


He carried Art, he often said, 

To places where that timid maid 

(Save by Colonial bishops’ aid) 
Could never hope to roam. 

The Payne-cum-Lauri feat he taught 

As he had learnt it; for he thought 

The choicest fruits of Progress ought 
To bless the Negro’s home. 


And he had other work to do, 
For, while he tossed upon the blue, 
The islanders of Rum-ti-foo 
Forgot their kindly friend. 
Their decent clothes they learnt to tear — 
They learnt to say, “I do not care,” 
Though they, of course, were well aware 
How folks, who say so, end. 


Some sailors, whom he did not know, 
Had landed there not long ago, 
And taught them “ Bother!”’ also, “ Blow!”’ 


(Except a shell—a bangle rare— 

A feather here—a feather there— 

The South Pacific negroes wear, 
Their native nothingness.) 


He taught them that a bishop loathes 

To listen to disgraceful oaths, 

He gave them all his left-off clothes — 
They bent them to his will— 

The bishop’s gift spreads quickly round ; 

fn Peter’s left-off clothes they bound 

(His three-and-twenty suits they found 
In fair condition still). 


The bishop’s eyes with water fill, 
Quite overjoyed to find them still 
Obedient to his sovereign will, 
And said, “Good Rum-ti-foo! 
Half way I’ll meet you, I declare, 
I'll dress myself in cowries rare, 
And fasten feathers in my hair, 
And dance the “ Cutch-chi-boo!”’ * 


And to conciliate his see 

He married PiccapILuILueg, 

The youngest of his twenty-three, 
Tall—neither fat nor thin. 

And though the dress he made her don, 
ooks awkwardly a girl upon, 

It was a great improvement on 

The one he found her in.) 


The bishop in his gay canoe 
(His wife, of course, went with him too), 
To some adjacent Island flew, 
To spend his honeymoon. 
Some day in sunny Rum-ti-foo, 
A little Peren’ll be on view ; 
And that (if people tell me true) 
Is like to happen soon. 


—— —— ———— 
A Long way off. 


Wuen the papers said that Blackfriars Bridge was to[be opened in 
May, we said to ourselves “ May—but may not!” May, even by the 
exercise of the utmost might, is now out of the question. But what 
alarms us is the announcement that the Bridge is now to be opened in 
Would use such awful terms. the month in which the inauguration of the Holborn Viaduct 1s 

promised. The potential May is resolved in that very remote future. 


And so, when Bishop Prrer came We leave it for posterity to name the month in which the Holborn 

oa was the kindly bishop’s name), Viaduct will be inaugurated. 
e heard these dreadful oaths with shame, “ 
And chid their want of dress. 


(Of wickedness the germs.) 


No need to use a casuist’s pen 
To prove that they were merchantmen ; 


No sailor of the Royal N. 


* Described by Menoo Park. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 5th, 1869. 
HE Poor Law, ‘as ‘embodied ‘by Bumble the beadle, must be 
banished, as Mn. Bavem more than hints. An increase in 
Pauperism of forty*five per cent. in three years—as evidenced by 


a recent return—proves the in tence of the system, and seals 
its doom. Bumble has cost. and little. Exacting but inef- 
ficient, pompous but not , Gttemnealous without discretion, and 
always oppressive without real power, it has‘fostered the worst weak- 


_ nesses of the poorer population, without encouraging its strugglin 
| virtues. It has encouraged poverty where it was a trade, and igno 
it where it was a . -[t has held out premiums to imposture 
but closed its doors against genuine distress. The system has been 
sufficiently tried. It is found to be am expensive failure. Despite his 
edid-lavel docket hat'and his uniform, Bumble is proved an incapable, 
cruel, Ss costly, Unlike Oxtver,Joun Buti does not ‘ want 
more” of him. 

The course to be adopted «in his.case is simple endugh— so simple 





I — - 


that a mere n rhyme tis :all we want to indicate our notion. 
Here “ we see an old: man”’ who, in thewense.of gui laborat orat, “ will 
not say his prayers.” LetJoun Buxt'take up “hisleftileg,” and kick 
him “ downstairs!” 

We are glad to announce the projected establishment of a Lazetotal 
Society, in connection With an Fndolence League. There can be no 


| doubt about it that excessive labour is ‘the eurse of the present day. 


_ In some of —tin the’ éf Lontion, for example—ev 

| ‘other bodes is = hehe of Madhunes dreadful. places are, indeed, 
_ even more plentiful than gin-palaces ! ; 

| No one can fail to at ‘a glance, ‘the ‘man ‘who habitually 


| ne, excess-in work. His:pale‘face, his: nerves, his 
enfee e , ‘fate 


, te; which but too often 
results in suftening old : 

It is useless to argue that a ion.to work is harmless, 
or even in some cases healthy. The méderate worker is the undoubted 
cause of the evil. No dan ever became .a'confirmed toiler, who did 
— begin as a meen fee 

ere it possible to vall places 'of business, what a boon we 
should confer on mankind! Such.ewful examples as the case of 
OVEREND AND GuRneY, Or-the defaleations of Mr. Hiccs, are entirely 
attributable to the existence of such places in our very midst. Almost 
ower crime, indeed, may be traced to the evil influences of excessive 
wor 


It is the intentioméf the Society and League above-mentioned to 
endeavour to procure the i 


= 





passing of a Permissive Bill, which will 


empower a majority of two-thirds of the inhabitants of any place to 
close all houses of busi in order to.discourage excessive leer. 
Inmetrict accordance with the aims of these two institutions, honorary 


ies have {been ‘appointed, who -will abstain from all letter- 
; and. whowill never touch money. An 
chairman, will never sit,-will preside over an honorary 
will:mever «meet. Of course, there will be printed 
“necessitate the of — bour ; 
unavoidable. Our emperance ds know that, 
an Glasgow, a petition in favour of Sm W. 

lying ‘at Glasgow, was left in 


for 
who was eventually up ‘for being drunk and 
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3 sat Newhaven, 
the view seaward, chanced to select as 
shingle to Government. A 
backed-up “by-an obtuse bombardier, ordered him off. 
he ye which was not Government pro- 
at his former pitch he could only 
coast ; gate tae eye sity of 
-_ > * , , e 0 
machines, the story is amusing But Mr. 

text for some suggestions so ‘that we venture to 
should not officers in the army— and we add, especially 

: and Artiller ive a 1 * « . 
y—an art which makes such rapi stridesyand:might be » emi 
The electric 


i so useful 
pressed into the service 
of the army ; and theeamem: “be scarcely less useful as an ally 
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| Moreover, by: Bei 


Irish Church Bill 
regret to learn—because he had the gout—not because he had not a leg 
to stand on. 


eee eee. a YG CL COLO CT tet weeuteieneendses 
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teld off to assist at; photographic campaigns, pos- 
sibly, sefitries might, in time, come toa better understanding of the 


| workings of the art, and would not, therefore, hunt the photographer 


from.a site whence he can take nothing but the sad 


t which gives ‘hima fine “sitting” of our coast 


ed 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I13. 
I rove, iin Spring's first sumny days, 
To visit these delightful spots ; 
Wheregardeners work Mm various ways 
With spades, and hoes, and watering-pots; _ 
Where trees, herbs, flowers, ‘neath constant tending, 
Are their expanding beauties blending. 
1.—He can amble, trot, or canter, 
And we have called him Tam o’Shanter. 
9.—All—all bat this I'll gladly lend— —— 
When-storms burst.o'er him—to my friend. 
For such a loan, 
As well is known, 
Experience cannot recommend. 


3.—If he is of the right old sort, 
He likes a glass of yr ap 
My oath I dare not to on, 
That what he reads is his own sermon. 
4.—Earthly beings.come.to dust 
When their brief lives cease. 
And all earthen vessels must 
Come to this last’ piece. 
5.—This is pleasant—so I hear— 
When given not by bear, but dear. 
Cannot ‘orce 
Be of a colour that is amiss : 
He ought to be rapid if he is this. 
7.—He talked for hours-so tediously, that:all. the folks, who heard, 
Made answer with widesopened mouths, yet never said a word. 
Soivtion or Acrostic ‘No. 111. — Sudden ‘Summer : Strauss, Urubu, 
Dream, Drum, Exorcise, Neither. 
Correct Soturions or Acrostic No. 111, necxrvepArrit 28.—D. E.H.; C. H.G. ; 


, 
Bryn Syfi; J. L.; Blighted Being; Apple Jatk; Nil Desperandum (No. 2) ; 
eealae be Seat ” Derfla oan Yeul; Constance 


(and possible.spy) 
sea waves, tO a spo 
defences. 








Thomas and Collings ; Slodger and Tiney; H. B.; a 
ad a’ oenens Fast kes; Addlepate; Pimlico Tom Cat ; Linda Princess ; 
manelli ; 


w Bros, 





Cracking up the Crack. 

Tue Times appears to have been rather unfortumate in reporting the 
proceedings at the late Newmarket Craven Meeting. The following 
is rather an amusing correction on the part of the leading journal :— 

By an error we were made to describe Pero Gomez. as cow-backed. It should 
have been cow-hocked. 
It is lucky that so thorough a sportsman as Sm Joszru Haw ey is the 
owner of the Derby favourite, as, whatever bovine—a bull—properties 
may be attributed to him, we may be sure that no “ milking ’’ opera- 
tions will be carried on in the market. The Zimes also remarks that 
the colt “ will yet have to beat the T'wo Thousand winner.’ Probably 
he may, but the veriest tyro in racing matters should know that it is 
by no means a certainty that the o Thousand winner will be 
engaged in the race for the blue riband. Wait for Fun’s tip—all in 
good time. 





On a Recent Regulation. 


Coons. Henpxgrson has promulgated an order; allowing the Metropolitan Police 
to wear béards and mowataties. , . — 


And moustache, it is feared, 

Is a move neither prudent nor clever. 
When required seldom seen 
The police:have-aye been— 

We shall now see less of them than ever ! 


Au pied de la Lettre. 
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Wuen Mn. Disrazti lately deputed some one else to move his — 
amendments i 


in House of Commons, it was— we 





A DEFINITION BY A HORRID OLD TORY. 
Tue Car or Liserry:—A*mob cap. 
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A TALE OF A HEAD. 


Crap. I, 


7 OBODY knew exactly how much money old Scuavey, the 
barber had. It was easier to take his measure than to 
He was a miserly vain old blockhead. 
His opinion of his personal 
appearance was only equalled 
by the value he set on his 
personal property. The only 
extravagance he permitted 
himself was in his estimate 
of his good looks. He was 
the village barber at Toodle- 
ton Parva; and had a shop 
in the High-stroet. Over 
the door he had a pole, 
striped red, blue, and white, 
like a gigantic peppermint 
stick. In the window was a 
display of brushes and combs, 
pomatum, frizettes, and false | 
hair. And in the centre of 
| the window, with its locks | 
ae Ov UP RRA eo dressed in the height of the 
fashion, was a head, after the style of most hairdressers’ shops. 

But the head was not a wax dummy—though it looked like it. It | 
was in reality the head of the establishment. 

Yes! Scuavey contrived to gratify his two weaknesses at once by 
substituting his own head for the ordinary waxenimage. By so doing 
he showed off his countenance and complexion, and saved the price of 
thedummy. He had contrived a seat in the window just bchind:a | 
sham bust draped with the usual velvct, looped up on one shoulder. | 
When a customer arrived he retired from the window for a while, 

| 








— 


a 






make his treasure. 


aint wn see 
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returning to his seat as soon as the visitor's business was despatched. 

Scuavzy had but one relative living—a nephew, whom he was 
educating in London. He intended to bequeath him his business and 
his savings ; but he kept him on very short allowance in the meantime. 
The nephew, NaTHANiEL Nirrer, was by no means disposed to quarrel 
with the old man though he growled terribly at his meanness, which 
was really excessive, for he was wealthy enough to be able to afford the 
golden-‘mean— instead of the copper. 

Nartuanigx had never seen his uncle though they had corresponded 
often, and at great length. At last he determined to go to Tootleton 
in — and plead’ for an increased allowance. He had no difficulty 
in finding the shop. His uncle was expecting him, seated in his usual 
gore in the window. Naruansex who recognised the likeness of the 

ummy to‘his uncle’s carte de visite exclaimed on entering, “ By Jove, 
the block is uncommonly like the blockhead!’’ Scuavey said not a 
word; and, NATHANIEL, supposing his uncle was out, took a stroll 
round the village. On his return he learnt that his uncle was ill in 
bed, and refused to see him. 

The remark of his nephew had s0 affected the vain Scuavey that 
he took to his bed—lingered a week—and then died of a determination 
of vanity to the head. 

Cuap. II. 
[I pon’r see why I should call this “the Second Chap.”’ because it's 
about the same chap as the last—Natuaniz1. | 

NATHANIEL came a second time to Tootleton to hear his uncle's will 
read. During the old man’s illness he had learnt all about the dummy, 


__ and could see what a fatal mistake he had made. 


| 
| 
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_As he sat on a stile just outside the village on the day of the funeral, 
his reflections were not very cheering. 
“He'll cut me off with a shilling razor!” thought he. _ 
_But when the time came to his surprise he found that his uncle left 
him his writing-desk and all it contained. Visions of hoards of notes 


| and gold swam before him. Without a moment's delay he opened it ? 


It contained neta , save a small folded r. With a trembling 
hand Narnanre. unfolded it. Within it eee of his uncle’s hair 
with the brief inscription, “A chip of the old block !”” 

-eld.man’s money was devised by a codicil to “The Bald 
Barbers’ Asyhm.” With one stroke of the pen he cut off his heir, as 
with one:snsp of the scissors he had cut. off his hair. 





“Pur Coniition of Texas” is engaging the attention of the United 
States’ Senate, and high time too! Here, in England, one of the 
chief topics6f.the day is the “Condition of Taxes.” 


Budge it! 
Doveriess with a view to mark its appreciation of the versatility of 
Lowr’s "memorable budget, our contemporary, the Zra, has for 
the last month dispensed with its usual “ Carpet Bag.” 
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An Appropriate Tex’. 
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THE LAY OF THE ANCIENT BACH ELOR. 
ae poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own >; ® poor humour of 
mine, sir, to take that that no man else will.”—As you Like it, Act V., Se, iv. 
Ir is an ancient bachelor, 
And he stoppcth one of three: 
“Fair maiden,” saith he, ‘‘so buxom and blithe, 
Wilt thou come along with me? 


“Wilt thou come along with me, sweet maid, 
For a little walk or ride? 

And we will stop at the nearest church, 
And thou shalt be my bride.” 


The maiden’s eyes flash proud disdain, 
She never a word doth say, 

But she crosseth the road and pursueth her walk 
On the other side of the way. 


Now it is an ancient bachelor 
And he stayeth with one of two, 

“‘ Fair dame,” saith he, “no money have [, 
But a heart both leal and true.” 

The middle-aged dame she tosseth her head, 
Not a moment doth she stop; 

To escape from that ancient bachelor 
She entereth a shop. 


Ah! woe! the ancient bachelor 
Is left with one alone; 

And she fixeth him with her haggard eye 
Above her sharp cheek bone. 

‘¢ Since thou art so civil and kind, fair sir, 
Why J will not say no.” 

The old maid hath caught the old bachelor, 
And she never will let him go. 


Morat. 
Know all men that this fearful tale 
Is a lesson stern but true: 
They may not be all prize roses 
That turn their hearts to you. 
Yet the perfume of some is very swect— 
You them— at last forlorn, 
You'll find you can’t get a rose at all, 
But.must put up with a thorn. 








An Opening. 
Here's a chance for the medical profession ! 
MORPETH UNION.— MEDICAL OFFICER WANTED. 
J ‘ is U Meeting to be held on Wednesday 
[HE GUARDIANS of this Union will at their Meeting el oe Nieepioat 


— da of —- Betty pooeced te -sppent.2 ‘Sny 
PRACTITIONER, as Medical officer of District No. 7, comprising tte Townships 


- 4 per 
of Hartburn, High and Low Angerton, and East and West Thornton Salary £ 
num— Applicatio ious to the day of electicn 
- ae eteieenee hans ons en Clerk to Guardians. 
District No. 7 comprises but little over forty thousand acres, and you 
must find your own drugs. Going for Four Pounds! Now, then, 


doctors, don’t all speak at onee! 


Puer-rile(d). 7” 
Tue Weekly Despatch, of a recent date, states, as tis pinion, 


 . of Imperialism, puer et simple, is being played out. sia) 
We are more willing to believe that there is a printer s ¢rror in tie, 
than that an aaiak eal is intended at the only hope of the supporters 


of the present régime — the Prince Imperial. 








Whom, Sweet Whom. 


Our respected friend the penny-a-liner has come out } 
In his aah of a crime recently committed in Brecon, e- 
with the statement that its perpetrator has not been discovered. 

And fact no clue has been obtained as to whom he is. a ‘ 
The author of such an original sentence as “ whom he is” must lt 


regarded as a whom-orist! 


The Right Tune for the Occasion. ‘ . 
penin the munificence « 

the 0 of the new market, erected by ence of 

Mise BuRDETT Garam for the benefit of the poor of SS of 
the band, we hear played (in compliment to another great benefa 

the London poor), “ Hail Columbia— square. 

a 

“A Doo’s Lire.”—The existence of the poor in the Isle of Dogs. 


—————— 


n a new linc' 





———— 
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he winds up 
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A STIRLING PERFORMANCE. 


Lovers of Saaxesrzare had a treat the other night at St. James’s 
Hall when Mrs. Srietixc read his most exquisite poem 4 Midsummer 
Night's Dream ; and the incidental music of DELSSOHN was supplied 
by an excellent orchestra, conducted by Mr. Kinossvury. It is to be 


mages. rose ne long time will elapse before the repetition of an 


en i t so ble and so re 

Maus. Srraurvo’s rendering is marked with the ability and intelligence 
to be of ‘so accomplished and experienced an actress, whose 
claims to the foremost rank in her ession are beyond dispute. 


In the comic portion, wherein that earliest of Trades Unions, Quince’s 
Amateur Company, is concerned, she was simply admirable. It is 
much to be regretted, therefore, that the ormance of the “ most 
lamentable comedy of Pyramus and Thisby” had to be omitted from 
ing. Of course it would be impossible to read the whole 
play ; and, equally of course, to leave out oy get of it is to injure 
; it is, therefore, saractiing “cay Sat See. IRLING’s arrangement 
omits as little as may be of the finest passages, while telling the plot 
most intelligibly. But we could still wish the Bf ak: seed tol 
of the rude icals had been retained ; it would have 


~ ee 


It may seem ous, if not tuous, to differ with Mrs. 

Srixiixo’s view of = a, Bight Dream ; but we venture to 

express our opinion that it is less a than a masque; and that 

therefore the rh i receive a treatment rather 

porte, en dramotie. By the treatment much of the musical 
w is 


In spite of the bad weather, the ing was well attended ; and 
the audience bestowed warm and a ive peqvanee on Mars. 
oemanes efforts; and at the usion filled her arms with 

the music what need to say it is exquisite—especially the 

i ener Een of Dresses and 

a skill and taste for which the appear- 

¥’s name as conductor was sufficient tee. 

t (“ book of the 

p y called by the prorramme-vendors) is decorated with 

a fanciful frontispiece (by Mx. Warrs Purmurrs?) containing a 

portrait of Mus. Srraiixe; and will therefore form a pleasant 
souvenir of one who is an old, and yet ever-young, favourite. 


[May 8, 1869, 





SONGS WITHOUT WORDS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Srr,—What do you think of the following as an impromptu’ Ido | 
not lay any 
it. But you shall judge for yourself. 


great stress on its mere meaning, but am a little proud of 


The Bandicoot—the Bandicoot, 
Who plays that syncopated flute, 
The pitch of which 
Is soft and rich, 
Like wails of pipeclay, never mute! 


The Bandicoot—the Bandicoot, 
The wildly interesting brute, 
Can sing a thing 
That tears would bring 
To fill the eyes of orris root. 


The Bandicoot—the Bandicoot, 

Oh, list the adumbrate auroch’s suit, 
And sigh while I 
Let Pandects fly 

In perfumed murmurs—toot—toot—toot! 


To say that I could have written that without inspiration would be 








a glaring absurdity, so I won't say it. Allow me to explain. It is— | 


as near as I could guess—what a young lady sang at an evening party 
in my hearing—or nearly in my hearing—a few nights since. Young 
ladies seldom sing their words so that one can hear or understand 
them ; so I have acquired a habit— being considered in my own circle of 
friends rather a poet—of improvising suitable words as the air proceeds. 
I consider this poem—though slightly obscure in parts (but what 1s 

nius without obscurity ? )~—is one of my happiest efforts. Asitis not 
improbable that it does not bear much resemblance to the words of the 
young lady’s song, I deem it my duty to place it at the disposal of our 
native composers. I may say without Seis the limits of modesty 
it will answer their purpose at least as well as much they set to music. 

Yours, &c., NTHUSIAST. 





“ONE TOUCH OF NATURE.” 
No wonder that velocipedes should become the rage—they can travel 
at a marvellous pace—downhili. 


Ss 


ee 








Mir 8, 1869.] 


| 


| 





THE FAVOURED FEW. 


danced once with most of my partners, and they were nearly all fresh 
I mach prefer dancing with a favoured few.—Extract from intercepted 





I only 


people. 
Ltt. 


In all the mazes of the dance, 

I circle with a wondrous grace, 
And coyly cast a witching glance, 

At some low-bending whisker’d face. 
"Tis sweet, I think, and, dear, don’t you, 
That dancing with a Favoured Few ? 


There may be partners that can whirl, 
As well as Austrians in the valse, 
On whom I lean, confiding girl, 
Nor reck if all the rest be false. 
And yet those “casuals”’ dare not sue 
For favours, like the Favoured Few. 


And do I dance with gay hussar, 
A plunger of the purest kind, 

With just a sovpeon of cigar 
About him, and a vacuous mind. 

To him [ll say a long adieu, 

And hie me to the Favoured Few. 


And be the partner pawky Scot, 

Frae Glasgie or the Kyles of Bute, 
(To tell the truth the bard is not 

Aware what Kyles are, but ’twill suit 
The rhyme) he never dares to woo 
So sweetly as'the Favoured Few. 


Ah! Mary dear, do you agree 
With this philosophy of mine ? 
Then share my partners all with me, 
My generosity’s divine. 
And yet, dear, you’ll prefer them new 
And won’t expect the Favoured Few. 


en essen samen 
eee ae 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MAY. 

Tue warm weather, that has marked the opening of the month, 
seems to have influenced 7Jins/ey's, which is somewhat reduced in bulk 
by it, we fancy. The four serials occupy the lion’s share of the 
number. Of the shorter papers, “ Painting and Puffing” and “ Ladies’ 
Clubs’ are most amusing, and the verse, “Ethel in Fairyland,” is clever 
in pen Of the two illustrations we prefer that from the veteran 
pencil of Grorcr Crurcxsuanx, though we never see his work on _ e 
wood without wishing it were on the copper, of which he is the master. 

In Belgravia we have a tantalizingly brief instalment of “ Bound to 
John Company,” and the conclusion of Mr. Woop’s “Serpent” 
Papers, which is most interesting. Mr. Sara’s essay “fon a passage 

anity Fair” is pleasantly chatty, but it would be better without 
the last few pages, wherein Mr. Sata has the presumption, forsooth, 
fall foul of Tuackrray! Readable articles from Messrs. Sawyer, 

ORNBURY, and Sipnry Biancuarp go to make up the number plea- 
santly enough, with a piece of verse, “The Dreamy Sea,” grandiloquent, | 
peeudo-Tennysonian, sham-mystical, and not altogether rhythmical. 

Z the illustrations the less said perhaps the better this month. The | 
Picture to the verse is a jumble that requires pulling together, being | 
Weak and scattered in effect. 

Tur resemblance of Golden Hours to Good Words is more than ever | 
marked this month, in everything save excellence. “Sea Beach | 
Pitherings,” with its illustrations, is the best thing in the number. 

R. Barnes’and Mr. Towniey Green contribute clever drawings, | 
but have lost somewhat either in engraving or printing. Perhaps if | 
me has but courage enough to wade through the opening story | 





Wane Rozmson,” he may get on swimmingly enough with the 
of thenumber. ” a 
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| Going too Fur. | 
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Tus isa funny story ! 

ee zeving Paris his Highness the Nawab Nazim of Bengal thought to keep 

- t the cold by having his coats lined with fur. A Paris tailor did the needful, but 
pe the six coats forwarded a little bill for more than £5,930—not francs but | 
gannes Sterling. This modest demand the Nawab refused to pay, and the in- 

> able Frenchman followed his Highness to England. 

en England Some friends of the Nawab interposed—the coats were | 

wtined, the furs condemned, and Monsieur Snip had to sneak home 
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® Would have been ingenious enough to avail himself of the 
exertunity of clothing a man in furs—to fleece him! 












TO THE ETHNOLOGICAL SOCIETY. 





ee - BE spider-légged men peculiarly subject to cobwebs on the brain? | Nessus; Count P. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


| Tue Globe Theatre now adds to the attractions of Mr. ] 

| pleasant little comedy of Minnie and Mr. Rerce’s laughable burlesque 

| of Brown and the Brahmins, a new play, most easily describable as a 

| farce in two acts, Breach of Pr: mise, adapted from the French by Mx. 

| I. W. Roxertrson. Though we should prefer to see the author of 

| Caste and Society doing something more worthy of his r putation than 
mere adapting, we must confess he has, in transfusing the fun without 
losing its sparkle, achieved a success that few others could have 
touched. There is a rollicking abandon about the piece, an utter dis- 
regard for probabilities and possibilities, combined with a bustle and 
briskness irresistibly provocative of laughter. In fact, the roar begins 
a few minutes after the rise of the curtain, and is not exhausted till 
some time after it has fallen. Mr. CLarxke is execllent as Ponticopp. | 
Crooples, “his friend,’ is performed fairly by Mr. Marswart, but 
should hardly be made quite such a fool. When these two are 
searching Honor Molloy’s rooms for evidences of a clandestine attach- 
ment that will justify Ponticopp’s breaking off his engagement to her ; 
his delight when Crooples finds successively a cigar-case, some letters, 

| and a portrait ; and his disgust cach time at discovering they are his 

| own, are thoroughly comic. But it is Miss Maccre Brennan, who, as 

| Honor Molloy, has to carry the piece along, and she does it with 

_ admirable spirit. In Cyrii’s Success and in this piece (the only two 

| parts with any opportunities that she has had since she appeared) she 

| has shown the greatest promise, and is already an established favourite. 

| We should be glad to find that she was withdrawn from the burlesque, 

which is not her line, and reserved for comedy, in which she will soon 

_achicve a reputation. 





SYRON'S 


An Old Barty in a New Form. 
The Awful Results of Studying the Breitmann Ballads, 
Dis-Rertxzy hafe a barty— 
Where ish dat barty now ? 
Where ish de lofely gountry crowd 
Dat kick oop such a row? 
Where ish de shkid of de gommon wheel, 
Vot shtop de Beople’s hoss ? 
All goned afay mit de loss of Bower— 
Afay mit de dings dat vos! 





Epigram. 
‘I Know not whether’—Tae Porr. 
Tue Seasons(of their change to be a hinter) 
Do not respect the rules that Tuompson taught ’em. 
For —briefly on the question here to (w):nmter— 
Springs ought not to be summary—now ought-’em ° 








Ansborrs to Correspondents, 


wnunaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
and we do not hold ourselves 





[ We cannot ret : 
panied by a stamped and directed ex velope ; 


vesponstble for loss. ] 


Op SALT.—Not a trace of the Attic sal-ly. _ 
H.A.L., J. K., T. H., anp C. B. D.—A joint stock company, rather 
imited, of Conundrumists, don’t start with anything we can call * capital. 
TRY-TILL-YOU-DO-IT.—No, don’t, we implore you! The prospect of so 
many years of suffering unmans us. oo 
T. L. (Strand).—Not at all bad—as copies. 
BLUEBOTTLE.—You’re a-carrion on, you are. 
that’s absurd! You began life at that. 
Tir.—Rather above the average. Not suited for us. 
that we cannot further advise you. 
CoprER must have plenty of brass t 
J. I. L. (Llanelly). - If your humour were as good 
u would be a wit! 
C. H.—Not up to our notion of a rhyme. 
W. Y. (Russell-square).— Such language mi 
of Cork, but we could not use it, if we would. 
A. H. (Caterham).— Whichever you please. \ 
G. T. DE W. (Leytonstone).—We do not reprin 


l 


You be blo—. No 


? 


And we regret 


o send such dross to us. 
as your good humour, 


1y be permitted to the Bishop 


We should think the lady. 
int matter from Colonial 


; ank you. 

too classical a labour. 
scendant of the great Shakespeare: 
address too, we could have 


omics. 
J. H. (Manchester).—Th 
I. K.—Your Herculean effort is 
BLow vup.—So you are really a de 


a 


But lf you had bad pluck enough to send ror eee 
corrected a few misapprehensions, Pee aoe : , Bled Boar, Hay ; J. W. R.; 


e . ro OW. WN : Ww. ; 
Declan’ with tebe. i. a John’s-wood ; A Schoolmaster s Rule ; 
H. W., Birmingham; P. M., Norwood ; a kin ; 
Todmorden; Area Belle; biceps; 
James P. ; Nibbs ; Anxious 
ton; Tempus Few-gt'; 


. O., Chester; E. P. 
T. G. J., Bedford-row ; ; 
E. K. 8. C, ees a 
Tittup ; J , Liverpool; Nussiing | 
Ass; Bodasokus ; S. M., Manchester; 


: TR , Leeds; J 
V., Da: 


ne cd Br real oa cae a ees , a 
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THE WORK CF THE SESSION. 


Tury' re getting well on with the Session, 
The members elected last year, 

Wise measures are making progression, 
Good laws will in due time appear. 

But work still remains and before ’em 
Long nights of debating one sees, 

Ere blue skies of August bend o’er ’«m, 


bi Unfortunate hard- worked M.P.’s 

Hi | =F There’s CuripErs, a stable AUGEAN, 

Hid ——— Of sad naval blunders must sweep, 
=» _Ere England can sing a true pean 


| Of Britain still ruling the deep. 

| There’s GoscuEeNn must work like a martyr, 

| As well as attend the debates, 

He’ll find he’s caught what’s called a “ Tartar” 
In equalization of rates. 


Ti 


\ 


Lowe’s proved himself good at financing, 
As well as in epigrams kecn ; 
And Bureut at his old freedom glancing 
Regretful, appears on the scene. 
There's work too for GLApsToNE, to martial 
The hosts that obey his command, 
Presenting an empire impartial, 
And ruling with temperate hand. 


| We must have those tramways to lighten 
The traffic that blocks up the strects, 
And burglars that prowl and that frizhte n, 
Shall taste of swveidiance the sweets. 
Another American treaty, 
In re Alabama we'll draw, 
Since Reverpy Jounson’s,—so sweet he 
Was always,—ends only in jaw. 


There’s work then for all if they’ll do it, 
And not raise cantankerous roars, 

But stick like good senators to it, 
Unheeding long speeches and snores. 

And then when the worries are over, 
They'll fly, meritorious men, 

To seaside and covert, in clover, 
Afar from the sound of Big Len. 


Our GLADSTONE away down at Hawarden, 
Will think of the battles he’s won, | 
We suggest to Bos Lows a small garden, 
And seat sheltered well from the sun, 
Wherecon he can rest him, and ponder 
On each senatorial ass, 
While Bricur in the far Northland yonder 
Is snaring the salmon with Bass. 


Keen Goscuen may stick to the city, 
And Cuitprrs go off to the sea, 
| His tours of inspection we pity ; 
| And as for Fun, sagest M.P., 
are rest as of old on Parnassus, 
And send wit and wisdom afar ; 
| And, when August comes, he will pass us 
| Cool drinks — and the soothing cigar. 


! " | | Hi 
— 
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BOBBY AND BEARD. A Laugh on the Wrong Side. 


2 Toorkins is of o _— — his gas co mpeey 
I> BIN AWAX WITH MIS8I8 IX THE COUNTRY A FORTNIT, AND HE COME Down THE | 288 laid on “ laughi because of its 


AIREY UNEXPECTID, AND Iu piest 1F I KNEW HIM AGIN. OH, IT GIVE ME SICH A (s)mil’d effulgence. When he comes to see 
turn | "—Extract from Letter of Jaxx, Cook . what is charged for the darkness visible we 
| 





think he will consider it no laughing matter. 














Breach of Privilege. 


Tuosx members of the House of Commons, who took in the debate on the New La A HISTORICAL QUERY. 
Courts before the rising of the Chancellor of Exchoquer dec! tarot aeenaa 4 aoa 
pe rade, = oiore i «yd dha ay wer declare that he was guilty of great HICH would one nat y earnest to be the 


_——- ——oo— pn ee Lea 
- 


rom of all Cxsars? A-gripper, to be sure! 
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A NOT VERY HAPPY PEAR. 


Camera, a beginner in photography, thinks this a capital plan for securing his little sister’s attention during a sitting ; but (see below) it doos 
not quite turn out as expected ! | 








we are not a musical people. Besides 
the Royal Italian Opera, and the 
Lyceum Opera, which opened on the 


| 
HERE, THERE, AND | 
Ist of May, we have concerts of all | 


EVERYWHERE. 

On Saturday, the Ist instant, the 
Holborn Theatre was opened, under the 
management of Mr. Barry SULLIVAN, 
with Lorp Lyrron’s play of Moncy. 
if the enthusiasm which greeted the 
new venture is a criterion of the sup- | 
port the public is likely to give, we | 
may congratulate Mr. SuLLIVAN on the | 
Prospect of a long and prosperous 
managerial career. He certainly de- | 
Serves it, for he has collected a good 
Sompany, and has spared no trouble or 
expense in putting the piece en the 


i ney is a play which has passed its 
meridian. It is clever, ena there is 
Some telling dialogue in it, but com- 

3 with our modern standard it is 

long-winded and lacks delicacy. 
LLIVAN performed the part of | 

yelyn as so experienced and pains- 

Mn. an actor only could play it. 

Mn, Gzorcr Honey, as Mr. Graves, 

i} tna Cocuran, as Sir Frederick Blount, 

| ire Mr. Srepuens, as Sir John Vesey, 

a. eypborted him; while Mus. Hzn- 

> vonall EZIN, as Clara Douglas, lent the 

| -plete of her finished acting to com- 

a ‘the picture. The comedy was 

|| the Mi ay. the farce of the Mistress of 
an wt, which kept the house in good 

Hf qpmour till the curtain rose on the 

aA Hy portant iece. 


must be a bold man who still says 
VoL. rx. 


descriptions, the latest addition to which 
is to be found in the conversion of the 
Holborn Amphitheatre into a Pro- | 
menade Concert Hall. The new under- | 


taking begins on the 15th of May, and 
publishes a programme and list of per- 
formers, which combined with the | 
Briton’s partiality for taking his music | 
walking, will ensure a large ate | 
tendance. | 


To Flats. 


Tue Birmingham Weekly Post, in its 
Money Market Intelligence, remarks, 
‘‘ Banks generally flatter.’’ In their 
prospectus, doubtless; but were a 
tradesman desirous of overdrawing his 
account it strikes us that the very re- 
verse would be found to be the case. 


ee 





Seasonable. 


An observant meteorologist has noted | 
that as a number of “smart” holiday- | 
folk were admiring the Bushy Park | 
chesnuts the other day, a “smart” 
shower of rain fell. 





Wuy are London sparrows so pert ? 
Because, callow when young, they na- 
turally grow up callous. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 12th, 1869. 

HERE is a story in that best of all story-books, The Arabian 

Nights, which the Government of Mz. Guapserorxe should have 

studied-- and doubtless would have studied if the Irish Church 

Bill had given them the leisure. But they are not the only 
ecople who would do well to take the lesson to heart.. The liborated 
Fisdane and the foolish Cork Mayor, /evior cortice, should lay the little 
fable to heart. Doubtless the still incarcerated“ Patriots,’ who are 
not likely to be liberated after what has happened, appreciate the 
apologue. 

“7 fish rman once found a brazen vase or jug in his net, carefully 
corked and sealed. He opened it, when there immediately rushed 
forth u huge quantity of smoke» which eventually: collecting itself 
became a solid body and took the shape of’an ugly and ferocious demon. 
The first way in which this monster’ showed his gratitude to his 
liberator was & threatening to kill him, The fisherman, however, was 
more crafty than the rebeMious spirit and-contrived ee him into 
the bottle again—and as soon as he had’ him there safe he corked him 
up and kept him there ! 

Since the liberation of certain misguided Fenians there has been a 
deal of vapouring ; and not a few threats have beem uttered. 

Vell, all we can say is that next time Government get these ungrateful 
spirits—consisting less of Irish potheen than of Bourbon whisky— 
into the bottle, we hope they will keep it well corked. 





Tus Royal Academy Exhibition is exceptionally good this year, the 
bad pictures being chiefly supplied by the R.A.’s themselves. But the 
rejections are numerous—though Sin Francis Grant declared at the 
Dinnerthat every accepted picture washung. If so thedifference between 
the goodness that passedand the badness that condemned must have been 
providentially marked with a hard and fast line just at the limit of the 
capacity of the new building. Wefear Sim Francisthrewan after-dinner 
couleur de rose over the matter, for we are informed of cases in which 
artists received varnishing orders and exhibitors’ tickets—but whose 
works were not on the walls when the Academy opened. We 
hinted last year at a self-elected assistant Hanging Committee—can 
this curious state of things be due to their interference? At any rate 
we are glad to hear that there is a movement afoot for a supplementary 
Exhibition, for which—to borrow from the circular the poetic language 
of the y, Mr. Mor Tuomas—“a noble and spacious suite of 
rooms’’ has been secured in Bond street. 





Messrs. Fvizer the originators of the Royal Albert Press, which is 
under the patronage of the Queen and the Princess Royat, have 
always striven to further the employment of females in art-work. We 
have had occasion more than once to mention their exhibitions of 
illuminations by female artists; and we are glad to note that they 
propose to open a Gallery in Russell-street for the exhibition of works 


of art executed Be Serene, Such a scheme is calculated, if well: 


carried out, to efit many a struggling gentlewoman, Th 
ons for exhibition and sale seem framed with a view to ae 
~ ——— - seen ane Se long experience which M&ssrs. 
n have in this partic field wi bl mak 
the experiment an effective and sound one. a : 








Martin’s Act. 
Te duty of trying so many and so widely 


a very “bird 


his ‘ 





Please, laugh! 


porters: at London Bridge station too familiar ? 


Wuy are the 
Because they offer you a grin-each (Greenwich) train. 
; y i 
audacity to offer it to us, after a long whitebait dinner. 





A’ COMPLICATED ONE. 


us to mend! 





spread Election Petitions, 
3 _MaRTIN, as we are informed, the i ious. 

his judicial robes in a “ wi wandtobe” 
proved. himself ” ;— 80 


d passages”’ have fallen certain 
portion of his hearers that we may almost term him “a bird of North. 


a contributor, who had the 


g-of bells to church likeaibiroken-winded horse? 






[May 15, 1869. | 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 114. 


A roune Lap is travelling there in the isle, 
Where Nature’s endowed with an emerald smile ; 
He wins much approval wherever he goes, 

From friends, and inspires England’s Fenian foes 
With fears that the loyalty shown will declare 
They’d better for utter extinction prepare. 


1.—A rosy wee ball with the reddest of lips 
Peeping out where the dimple deliciously dips, 
A small voice that uttered one word, while a kiss 
Followed after the speech when the voice had named this. 


2.—You must have heard it at a country fair, 
You must have heard it at a public meeting, 
You must have heard it ere the waves prepare 
To give the silver strand their usual greeting. 


3.—It came and it vanished and then came again, 
With fever’and aching and pestilent pain, 
And when it came back all the doctors exclaimed, 
Because of its habits it thus shall be named. 


4.—How blest was he who ’mid the tempest’s night, 
First saw a wonderful prismatic sight : 
A promise ’mid the thunder calmly given, 
That ne’er again the clouds should so be riven. 


5.—I went to the doctor 
Who cautiously said, 
A careful concocter 
Of drugs, “ Go to bed, 
And [ll send a mixture 
Astringent and strong, 
"Twill keep you a fixture, 
But not for so long.” 


6.—I tried to guess a riddle, but alas! 
I found myself at guessing quite an ass, 
Each answer that I tried I found to be 
This only, to my sore perplexity. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 112.—Lowe, Site: Lass, Odi, West, ; 


Eyrie. 


CoRRECT Sotvizonsor Acrostic No. 112, rEcErvep May 5th.—Derfla and Yeul; 
Ruby's Ghost; Oun; Nell and Louie; Sapientes; Diggory Dibble; D.E.H; H. B. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


We have received the first volume of The London, new scrics. We 
are sorry to see that the title does not clearly indicate that it is the 
half-yearly volume of the magazine. The dodge, resorted to by 
smart publishers, of calling magazine volumes, “annuals” and 
6 collections ”’ is unworthy of the management of this excellent 
periodical. As regards its contents we can only repeat the approval 
we have given to the numbers as they appeared. 


A selection from Zhe Early Poems and Sketches of Thomas Hood, 
edited by his daughter, has been issued by Messrs. Moxon. It is an 
interesting little volume for the student, and an amusing one for the 


‘general reader, and low enough in price to compete with the cheap and 


unauthorized editions put forth by those sharp practitioners whom 
Hoop himself so aptly designated “‘The Beckiehears.” 


Messrs. TRruBNER have published a second edition of Hans Breitmann’s 
Christmas. The German philosopher would seem to be achieving 4 
rapid popularity in this country : and we are glad to find that we were 
wrong im, supposing the dialect would be a bar to his popularity. 
It is pleasant to learn that no impediment of the kind can bar the 
ghia of genuine humour. : John Bull recognises a brother in 

man who displays a capacity for that; just as old BREITMANN Was 
convinced of the identity of his own son by his capacity for lager beer. 





* Make Tracks! 
B respectfully, but firmly decline to credit the statement of 4 
late tourist in the Nile district to the effect that he had seen, not only 


ae — of on the river banks; but also the Prints of 





A Sreatcur Tie ror tuz Dzray.—A pretender will win. 
[We don't know anything 
a joke, we insertit in the hope that7it may be a prophecy.—Ed.] 


A Caxcunation (by one who has tried a bicycle, and failed) —Tw° | 
wheels clea equivalent to one woe—if you can’t stop ’em! 
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‘AND IS IT THUS THOU DOST 


SAID THE GENIE ; 


ASKED THE FISHERMAN ; 
OF THOSE SPIRITS THAT REBELLED.’ ”’—The Arabian Nights. 
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CORK OUT. 


THAT I HAVE SET THEE AT LIBERTY?’ 
ONE 


GOOD SERVICE I HAVE DONE THEE ?’ 


AM 


I 


FORGOLTEN 


HISTORY. 


ALREADY 
MY 


ME FOR TIE 


TO 


ATTEND 


Sh 
AS Hf J , 


“¢HAST THOU 


RECOMPENSE 
THEE OF IT, 
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| You thought when you invented chignons you had found out a 


LIFE IN LODGINGS. | novelty! Bless you, the cassowary wore one when first man set eyes 














ster cael on her. Observe the tie, with the long ends, on her neck, Note the 
XVII.—LODGERS (continued). high heels on which she trips about so daintily. Do not overlook the 
fact that her dress is in the latest fashion, with that modern sort of 


SX URELY,” observed the artist who has so ably seconded the | 
, ; . : : Te a eihan “thceak " 

writer of this series, “surely, you won't think of taking down her oo ae bustle sine a ae gg ae a pan ih ee o~ i 

the bill of ‘Lodgings’ till you have visited the Zoo-lodging-cal | 7 COSGWuTY, 18 Your Borer dont. sive never thinks of woine ta 

Clardens 1°” 6ms J 5ns _a purple kid glove in texture and colour, she never thinks of going to 

: ; RacuEt to be enamelled. 

_ The hint— and a Hansom—were at once taken. The weather—and Yonder is a number of pelicans. Don’t they look like old washer- 
eighteen-pence—were fair, and fare alike. Ina few minutes we were women? And the crowned cranes, with their dancing gait, do they 
awaiting. the terrace beneath which the fiercer carnivora have their not resemble the demoiselles from whom they take their name, 

7 ‘ ; — 'There’s the auk, the very image of the fat boy in Pickwick. 

Here be lodgers in every variety, good, bad, and indifferent ; It is an odd thing, at I Sotpieliae several “Of Dickens's characters 
ee en wt humble, and _predacious ; sociable and moody ; irritable in the Gardens. In the Parrot House you will find Quilp. In his 
and resigned. Their requirements, exclusive of eating and drinking, |}... roy nas oy spoken of as Cuvrer’s Podargus— 
1S ee end. 2 bey Guns, except’ i the vase (not the packing-case) | one of the strangest of feathered creatures. His 
of the elephant, bring much luggage with them. The Polar bear head is quite two-thirds of him, and its fierce, 
takes his tub, and the brown bear wants a gymnasium. The monkeys eagle-like look is ridiculous compared with the 
require one, too. They reside chiefly in boarding-houses, and quarrel ir body it surmounts. He has large eyes— 
and pick one another to pieces just as human: boarders do. wai al. ad m4 a mouth! It is so big that it opens 

They are strangely like human lodgers these wild beast lodgers, for Fonte his waist. Indeed, it says much for the 
whom Mr. Bartuert is the kindly Bouncer, who has to accommodate... city of ‘animale that when he yawns he doesn’t 
the tastes of the Boxes and Coxes of the | tumble through his own beak. Poor wretch, he 
animal kingdom—the beasts of prey, cannot possibly know what it is to have a mouth- 
who are a all night, like printers—and | ful of food—if he filled his mouth, his stomach 
the ruminating animals, who are on the | would not find accommodation for the food. I can 
move in the day, like hatters. | best describe the relative proportions of his mouth 

Yes, they are of all sorts of trades and | and body by comparing him to the portico of the 
gona a just like mankind. Come Euston-square station leading into a sentry box. 

ere! In that den you observe an actor | I cannot help thinking it is an oversight of Mr. 
who will shortly take a tour in the pro- | Baxter's to put this deformed little crea- 
vinces. He made his déddt in town, but $i aa ture in the Parrot House. Parrots wi?/ talk, 
the sapient magistrates of Brentford were | \e and it is to be feared their remarks must 
shocked (like the Lorp CHAMBERLAIN) | AR ) often be very painful to him. 
at the dear idea, and would not license the | e We: Here you are among your poor relations. 
performance. They had an omnibus and | YX BN It only wants a bright Bandanna handker- 
| chief, a short pipe, and an apple stall, or 
orange basket, to convert the chimpanzee 
yonder into Binpy FLannican. When the 
keeper stirs it up and makes it come out of 
its hutch and show itself to the visitors, 
there’s an expression on its face, as it turns 
towards him, that says as plain as words, 
“ Ah, bedad, you come down our coort, thin, 
and see what ye'll be afther gettin’ !”’ 

- This grave little sn, the oan, 
. . . ; ; | = tS has something of the ecclesiastic about him. 
line. Tragedy is not his forte, but he is good in pantomime, or even | SON OAS He has a aon expression, and wears 
ballet. : | - many a wrinkle; and he moves about in a 

Those two leopards yonder are professionals, too. As you see them | melancholy, noiseless way. Observe how quietly 
leaping over one another’s back so gracefully and easily you can’t | he abstracts that nut from his neighbour’s store 
help wondering why they —and now, see, another attempts to steal from 
don't wear spangled fillets him, whereupon he sets up a shrill and prolonged 
and baggy tights, and kiss chattering, as if he were delivering a discourse 
their hands to us. They are on the wickedness of coveting others’ goods and 
the very embodiment of peri- the sin of stealing. He could not have done it 
patetic acrobats—save that better if he had been a man. 
the police make the latter We have not half exhausted the Gardens yet. 
change their spots sometimes. There are the llamas, who might be supposed to 

Look at the lion, now! Did come from the States instead of South America, 

u ever see that British lion they have such a pleasant way of expectorating. 

ATERFAMILIAS more clearly There’s the hippopotamus, too, whom I never see 

ortrayed? He has just done of PETA ans with that perpetual grin on his face without being 

er, and is amiable on the _ @ LaRSS eS) Aaa i | reminded of little Symper, the funny man you 
memory of shin of beef. He (‘> : ei meet at all the evening parties. It is only the 
is dozing comfortably, with beast’s grin—not his size—that recalls Symrrr. 
his favourite journal over his ~n, S Our Symper is diminutive. Why do the funny 
nose to keep the flies away. . ia men of evening parties never run above three foot 
Of course, that journal is Fun—you should hear him roar over its pages ! | eleven and a half? Then there’s the reptile house, the very atmosphere 
He looks quiet and good-tempered enough ; nevertheless, I would not | of which reminds you of the Court of Chancery. Then there are the 
bother him if I were you. | statesmen in the eagle aviary, and the philosophers in the owl aviary, 
If that tall, thin, e OW | in which I can point you out one bird who I know has the Differential 
gentleman, with the ollow | Calculus in his gizzard. Then there are those cowlike antelopes, the 
cheek and a quid in it, goes | elands, that remind one of the fat young ladies at evening parties who 
on poking at the animal, | don’t dance, and like being taken down to supper. But we must bring 
and shouting out something | our visit to a close, having merely mentioned a few of the inhabitants 
about “the old cuss’s apolo- | of the Zoo-lodging-cal Gardens, in which we are sure there are many 
gising,” he is likely to catch | more who will be glad to receive a call—in fact, the residents in the 
it direetly—and serve him | pear-pit have authorised us to say they will be delighted to see you 
all, if you will drop in—and you can take the children with you. 





some difficulty in getting him to these g 
lodgings. is manager and acting | 
manager are in durance vile elsewhere. | | 
The humble super who acts subordinate 

parts with him is that wolfish looking | 
dog in the corner. They agree very Ye 
well, and Bruin was trained to the pro- | 
fession by kindness not cruelty, so that it | 
is not very clear why the Brentford Dog- | 
berries had this magisterial bear-baiting. | 
Bruin is not a bad actor in his particular | 





LLL. 








right. 

This is the cassowary. 
Gaze at it, and then hide your ‘ 
anything but diminished | To surr THose oy AN Ecuo-nomicaL TuRN.—The cheapest evening 
heads, ye fashionable dames. | newspaper. 
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By ovr Canpip CrirIc. 


| Tag Exhibition of the Royal Academy this season is the best in 


every respect that we have seen for years. ‘The rooms are light, and 
the walls a good colour. And there are no pictures stuck on the floor 
and hung on the cornice. Such improvements are likely to stamp out 
entirely a disease that has long prevailed, “The Royal Academy 
head-ache.”’ 

The art as a whole is very much in advance of that of past exhibitions. 
| To say that there are no bad pictures there would be tantamount to 
saying that two-thirds of the R.A.’s were not exhibitors—a contin- 
gency more desirable than probable. For my part I can’t see why — 
| now that they are talking of allowing bishops to retire at a certain 
| age—they should not make a similar arrangement for the elder R.A.’s. 
| Their reputation would be saved from tarnish, and the exhibitions 

would be vastly improved. To those of us who remember CrEswick’s 
| prime, it is a real suffering to see such a picture as “ Sunshine and 


Hanging Committee should be empowered to sky them. 
h , let me pay a warm tribute of praise to the generous 
has evidently influenced one of the hangers—I fear 
only one. There is not a single picture of Mr. Luicuton’s on the 
line, they each and all deserve the best positions in the gallery. 
teo many portraits in the Exhibition. Of course they 
can't be turned out, for people would not have their portraits painted 
if they were not to be exhibited. But they might have one room to 
ere downstairs, and the Academy taking a hint 
charge an extra sixpence for the Cham- 
ber of Horrors. It would pay amazingly, for while it cleared the walls 
for of art, it would give that st: class of people that likes 
) a - ind - = dissipation un- 
J room, EIL’s board 
Garrick Club caricatures should have its darkest corner. = ' 
I congratulate the Academicians on having at last come to the con- 
Se cane EcteD wie leak of pistuves they do not Staats 
be punished with hunger’and thirst. They have done a wise 


i 





thing to provide a refreshment room, and a wiser in securing Mgssrs, 
Spiers AND Ponp, caterers, whom the public have long tried, and not 
found wanting. 

I also congratulate them on the courage of the confession of past 
faults, which a glance at Mr. Sanpy’s “ Medea,’’ rejected last year, 
must make plain to the meanest comprehension, Such a picture could 
only have been rejected from motives, into which, after repentance like 
this, we will not closely inquire. And now for a hasty word as we run 
through the rooms. Porrt’s “Fire,” clever. Hemy’s “ Canal-boat,” 
true. Barnezs’s “Last Rose,” simply exquisite. LANDsEER’s “ Lions,” 
make Trafalgar-square a mystery. Oaxkes’s “ Early Spring,’’ clever. 
‘“‘God’s Acre,” by CattuorpP, full of feeling. Warrs’s “Return of the 
Dove,” dirty, considering the deluge of water. Srone’s “ Princess 
Elizabeth,” very good, but why make Mr. Fre.tp Tatrourp a French 
ambassador? LeEapER’s landscapes, of course, fine. FAxEp’s pictures 
natural and touching; but where does he get the wretched verses he 
quotes? AronEeR’s “ Against Cornwall,’ admirable. Muruais’s 
“Gambler’s Wife,” and Orcnarpson’s “ Duke’s Antechamber,” good. 
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Then there are Arnmrracr’s “ Hero,”’ CoLr’ 
sea-scapes, and LANDSEER’s “ emeery.’ “ urPennae as 


children, and | 
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| ‘THE B.A’S AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. 


[Mar 15, 1869, | 


Lewis's wonderful “Intercepted Letter,’ Hoox’s veritable snatches of | 


nature from Devon orchard and Cornish s Hoveuron’s clever 
“ Swell of 1580,” Nicuoit’s “Disputed Beaideey” Parson's “ Cali- 
ban,” Perrie’s “Gambler’s Victim,” Wa.xer’s “Old Gate’’—there 
are a few to look at and admire. Then, don’t miss Hoxu’s exquisite 
aos No. 210, and you may safely look up the works of TapEMA, 

on, Davis, Tourrier, Poynter, Tornam, and C. J. Lewis. And 
watt calouny or soulppere tot T kas sees ae tay aes wal editors, 
. ure —Du imi i ? 
like med eabears J ve come to my limit, and editors 


——————==—= 


Jane, Cook, to Robert, Pleeceman. 


Taxz, oh, take those lips away, 
Now moustache and beard are worn ; 
In these eyes you make to-day 
Of yourself a fright forlorn. 
‘To my missus’s again 
Come not for eold meat—’tis vain! 














May 15, 1869.] 








THE VELOCIPEDE. 


Tue Literature of this movement is at present in its infancy. And 
yet it is necessary that the friends of the new vehicle should be able to 
quote from the poets passages bearing on their favourite amusement. 
For this object an ingenious gentleman is editing a selection from the 
British Bards, the passages being carefully modified so as to bear on 
We subjoin aspecimen, from Zhe Lay of the Last Minstrel, 


the subject. 
by Str Watrter Scorr :— 


The ladye forgot her purpose high, 
One moment and no more — 

One moment gazed with a mother’s eye 
As she paused at the archéd door, 

Then from amid the armed train 

She called to her William of Deloraine. 


“‘ Sir William of Deloraine, good at need, 
Mount thee on thy velocipede ; 
Spare not to spurt, nor stint to ride 
Until thou come to fair Tweedside.”’ 
- * * * 
“Oh, swiftly can speed my velocipede 
(She thinks that it’s heavy it’s clear), 
Ere break of day,” the warrior ’gan say, 
“¢ Again I will be here.”’ 


Soon in his saddle sat he fast, 

And down the steep descent he past, 

As only a skilful rider can, 

And soon by the Teviot side he ran. 

« + . * 
In Hawick twinkled many a light, 

Behind him soon they set in night ; 

As he rattled his two-wheeled machine 
Beneath the tower of Hazeldean. 





Nothing so very Strange! 


Tue Spiritualists make a great deal of fuss about what they call 
“levitation,” and count it a miracle that Hume has been floatedin the 
air. In our city experience we have seen humbugs just as notorious— 
a joint stock company and a whole board of directors “ floated’’—and 
as in the case of the Spiritualist, without any visible means of support. 
As for the writing of names on pieces of paper, which the Spiritualists 
seem to think so wonderful—ask any magistrate and he will tell you 
it is not, unfortunately, very uncommon. 


Not a-count-able. 

WE thought the snob was a specially London pest. But Pesth in 
Hungary has lately been visited by him—a German version by a Count 
EstTERHAzY with hazy notions of the duty of a gentleman. 
Count of small account went to the Opera with a companion, with 
whom he conversed in loud tones and with horse—or ass—laughter 
during the performance. The Captain of the City, Caprain Tuars 
had at last to threaten to remove him by force ; whereon the snob 
withdrew, and was fined two hundred florins next day. We commend 
the case to Acting Managers who often have similar cases to deal with; 
There may be a similar remedy for the nuisance in English law. 


Very Natural History. 


A PROVINCIAL PAPER the other day, in speaking of the arrival of the 
swallows, indulged in the following curiosity of natural history :— 

The swallow, as is well-known, spends the whole year in England, but flies to 
warmer climes at the approach of winter. 
If the swallow spends the whole year in England, but goes elsewhere 
in winter, he must be the bird Sir Borie Rocue had in hiseye. At 
any rate his mode of spending the winter should be described, to dis- 
tinguish it from hybernating, as Hibernianating. 








Aiming at High Game. 

Ever to the fore with some instructive novelty, Proressor PEPPER 
is now exhibiting at the Royal Polytechnic his “Great Induction 
Coil,” proving that he is determined to be, in this branch of science, 
* Aut Sea-Ser(-pent) aut nullus.” 


A Great Oversight. 


Ir is very strange that during the whole controversy about “ musical 
pitch”’ no one should have thought of consulting the best authorities 
on the subject—the Pynzs. 





A Rare Epition.—With the majority of literary productions—the 
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CHATS GN THE MAGS. 
MAY. 

Temple Bar commences with a new novel by the authoress of 
“Cometh up as a Flower.’’ At present it shows no signs of the 
animalism that has tainted the writer's previous stories, but it is 
slovenly, unfeminine, and vulgar in tone, though by no means without 
merit. ‘Poetry of the Period,’’ though very severe on the Poet 
Laureate, contains much that is true. ‘“ Madame Euphrosine’s Thurs- 
days’’ is clever—indeed the whole number is above the average in 
merit. 

THE Argosy contains a capital ghost story, “A Curious Story; but 
“ Johnny Ludlow” is hardly up to the mark this month. The illustra- 
tion is chiefly remarkable because Gerald Yorke’s feet—or at any rate 
one of them—must have been treated on the Chinese plan, it is so 
miraculously small. 

Good Words for the Young is excellent as ever. There is not a skip- 
able page in the number, and it is hard to say where all is so good 
which is the best; but we incline to think Mr. Henry Kincstey's 
“« Boy in Grey”’ will be as popular as anything with the youngsters. 

Kettledrum is capital this month. In July it is to appear with a new 
title, Now-a-days, which is an improvement on the present. We wish 
it all success, for it is an excellent magazine and true to its objects. 

Under the Crown maintains a high average. Though..-the names of 
the writers are for the most part new, the contents of the number are 
eminently readable and amusing. 

London Societyis not very strong in its art this month, but it makes up 
for it by being extra good in its verse, with the exception of “ Under the 
Chesnuts”’? which has an awkward limp here and there. But ‘* Who 
Wins ?”’ is an excellent example of vers de société. ‘*A Model Market” 
is interesting, and pays a deserved tribute to the practical benevolence 
of Miss Burpvetr Covurrs. We should like “ Musings among the 
Photographs” better if the author, who calls Tennyson, Brownino, 
and CartyLe his literary friends, had not made such a stranger of 
Tom Moore as to attribute his lines— 

The moen looks on many brooks 
The brook sees but one moon, 
to an American author! 

In St Paul's we have the close of Mr. Trotiore’s novel, an instalment 
of “The Sacristan’s Household,” and a capital batch of papers far 
too good to be called “ padding.’”’? “My Ideal’ is musical in expres- 
sion and pleasing in fancy. Mr. Mirrats’s illustration is anything 
but flattering to “ Mary Flood Jones”—enough to justify Phineas 
Finn’s inviting the artist over to the coast of Flanders. 


Guswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied ly a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.] 

C. S. (Coleman-street).—We have heard something very like that before ; 
so it is more suitable for the Echo than us. 

PEKCIVAL PopGER.— We print your poem, * The Zoozoo,’’ here, in order 
to give the numerous correspondents, who find it so difficult to discover the 
sort of thing we want, a sample of the sort of thing we don’t want :— 

To the Zoo you will go 

If you have any sense — 

It is the royal wild beast show, 
On Mondays ’tis sixpenee. 

The crocodiles you will see there 
Likewise the monkeys too, 
You’!l also see the polar bear 
When you go tothe Zoo. 

When you are there, just go and see 
The hippopotamus, 

You’!! find him living with the 
Elephant in the same house. 
The lions and the tigers too 
Reside under the terrace, 

I would advise you them to view 
When you are near the place. 
This advice I have given to you, 
And if now you are funkey, 

I would certainly advise you 

To live there as a monkey. 

D. (Euston-road.)— We cannot see our way to doing so. 

C. (Stanley-road.)—We cannot avail ourselves of your offer of services, 
at present, thank you. ; 

Pret Ae you sure you have not been robbing goed fellows of the 
Joe Miller order ? 

Tators (Pentonville-road.)—Be good enough to call for your “lucn- 
brations ’’ ——didn’t you mean St.-Luke’s-ubrations ¢ ; 

Declined with thanks:—J.; A., Todmorden; Old Subscriber J. ©; 
York; H. W., Blackfriars-road; J. H. E,, Liverpool; J. G, Liverpool ; 
E, J. D., Russell-square; W. K , Northampton; H. T. | Claremont- 

uare; J. D. H., Richmond; Henricus; S. D, Camberwell New-road; 
Eliza ; X. Z.; Pitbury Pet; F. S, Leeds; Knobbut; Hawk-eye, G.5, 
Camden Town; P., Bradford; L. B., Margate. 
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But Bernarp, far from murmuring, 

(Exemplar, friends, to us) 
Determined to his faith to cling, 
He made the best of everything, 








No. 69—A WORM WILL TURN. And eegued oottty Gites: 
(F LOVE a man who'll smile and joke “’T were harsh my uncles’ forging knack 
¢ f When with misfortune crowned ; Too rudely to condemn— 

‘ @) Who'll pun beneath a pauper’s yoke, My aunts, repentant, may come back, 
And as he breaks his daily toke, And blacks are nothing like as black 
Conundrums gay propound. As people colour them!”’ 
























| Just such a man was BerNArp Jupp, | Still Fate, with many a sorrow rife, 
He scoffed at Fortune's frown; | Maintained relentless fight : 

j Te gaily drained his bitter cup—__ His grandmamma next lost her life, 
7 Though Fortune often threw him | Then died the mother of his wife, 


| But still he seemed all right. 


His brother fond (the only link 
To life, that bound him now) 
One morning, overcome by drink, 


| 

} 

up, | 
It never cast him down. | 
| 

He broke his leg (the right, I think) | 
| 


Though years their share of sorrow | 
bring, 
We know that far above | 
All other griefs, are griefs that In some diseraceful row. 
spring | ” 
But did my Bernarp swear and curse ? 
| Oh, no—to murmur loth, 
He only said, “ Go, get a nurse, 
| Be thankful that it isn’t worse; 
You might have broken both!”’ 


From some misfortune happening 
To those we really love. 


E’en sorrow for another's woe 
Our Bernarp failed to quell; 
Though by this special form of blow 


No person ever suffered so 
a ne But worms who watch without concern 
Or bore his grief so well. The eockchafer on thorns, 
Or beetles smashed, themselves will turn 


His father wealthy and well clad, 

And owning house and park, If, walking through the slippery fern, 
Lost every halfpenny he hed. You tread upon their corns. ; 
And then became (extremely sad !) 


A poor attorney’s clerk. And if when all the mischief’s done 


You watch their dying squirms, 


All sons it surely would appal, And listen, ere their breath has run, 
T ont the passing meck, You'll hear them sigh “ Oh, clumsy one!’’ 

o see a father lose his all, And devil blame the worms. 
And from an ingependence fall 


One night, as Bernarp made his track 
Through Brompton home to bed, 

A footpad, with a vizor black, 

Took watch and purse, and dealt a crack 
On Bernakp’s saint-like head. 


To one pound ten a week! 


a 
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But Jurr shook off this sorrow’s weight, It was too much—his spirit rose, 
And like a Christian son, He looked extremely cross, 
Proved Poverty a happy fate— Men thought him steeled to mortal foes | 
Proved Wealth to be a devil's bait, But no—he bowed to countless blows, 
To lure poor sinners on. But kicked against this loss. 
With other sorrows Bzrnarp co He finally made up his mind | 
For sorrows came in packs; U : his elie So onli: | 

7 cousins ae their housemaids sloped— Subscription lists were largely signed, 
ape ae noes eloped— For men were really glad to find 
married blacks. Him mortal, after all! ~~ 
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THE CROYDON RACE: A DEED OF TRUE HEROISM. | me a mossage as I was wanted elsewhere. And so I don't got into ! | 


By One Tuat Dip It. 


Srr,—In such times when everybody’s got a stick that’s good enough 
to throw at a dog, by which I mean the police constables; not as I 
put it to you, or any man, that they’re to be so called, though fre- 
quently suffering from such, as I was myself last summer, having my 
hands that bit with taking of ’em to the greenyard, that they was 
mostly a mask of corstick and diakylon, as prevented my holding of a 
truncheon with that comfort that one ought to; but this is getting off 
the beat. What I meant to say was, in times like these, when a con- 
stable’s word's as good as his oath, and sometimes a good deal better 
than the oatheses of half a dozen men, aceording to which Court you 
go to, and what magistrate, there’s never a good word to say for us, 
even when we’re that active and intelligent that our own personal 
safety’s not worth mentioning, and the day before’s joints, or the little 
lux’ries that fell to some in the superior beats is mostly took away by 
charitable collectors as begs broken meat for the poor, which is paid 
for in the rates, just as we are ourselves by the parishingers, whether 
mounted or otherwise, as the cage miy be, as by law purwided, which 
I was myself at Croydon Races, where I was put a-horseback for to | 
keep clear the course from the lower order, many of which I kept | 
down by the power of eye that a man acquires in the force, and the | 
more obstropulous by backing aginst ’em and driving at ’em till they 
knuckled under, and spoke civil, a-begging of my parden for incom- 
moding my horse, by taking of their feet from under him when he 
eeatod to stand still. Now, sir, my duty were to keep that course 
clear, and to watch the race, which was a thing I’d never seen before, 
being mostly confined to the mettrypollyton districk, where they aint 
run. You may judge of my feelings, then, as a man, let alone as an 
Eeesebetive officer, when I see a regular rough lot in their shirt 
eeves, and not a coat amongst ’em, come tearing hareum skareum 
right along the course, and the fust and second a-layin’ into their 
‘orses and sawing of their mouths that savage that if there’d been a 
member of the Sosiety for the Perwention there they’d have found 
themselves summoned in quick sticks. Now, what did I do, sir—with 
the fear of being smashed,—I rode slap across the first chap and pulls 
him up pretty sharp, pretty nigh countering horse and man over. The 
peed, Se gives a yell, and slips by a-laughing. “I'll make you 
la t’other side o’ your mouth,” says I, drawing my truncheon, as | 





newspapers after a deed of daring which 

Sir, there’s a conspiracy agin me; would you believe that I'm to be 
hauled over the coals because some low carackter has swore that I 
stopped the winning horse, and what he calls fouled the race. I hear 
as there’s a paper called the TZissue, where any man that wants to 
become a sporting party can learn all about it. I've sent out for the 
last number, and rite herewith to the editor. —Yours, 

A. Copper. 


The Derby Difficulty. 


Tuoveu “ ev'n on Bell—though “ev’n on Bel— 
Adrum” the betting-men should yell, 

So doubtful is the race, that I’m 

Uncertain what to back this time. 


‘There's ev'n in Bell, there's ev’n in Bell 
A hesitation to foretell, 

In fact there’s none can say which one 
Will be the winner —’till it’s run 


Pot and Kettle. 


We like a Kettle that does its work without a deal of spout and 
vapour. All honour then to Mx. Rurgerr Kerrie -the “ Rupert of 
the Debate” between the employers and the employed at Seal aster { 
Thanks to his arbitrations, there will be neither lock-out nor strike; 
and the wives and families of the workmen ought to be grateful to the 
Kerrie that keeps the pot a-boiling. 


Lights and Buoys. 

Tue other evening, during a speech on “ Light Dues,” the Presiden 
of the Board of Trade seemed to get into a heavy mist, and brok 
down. Of course he was speaking from information supplied by th 
clerks of the “ Lights and Buoys’’ Department at Somerset House, an 
we suppose the boys did not throw enough light on the subject. 


Wuy must the Christy Minstrels at St. George's Hall surpass all 


in duty bound. When what should happen, but our inspector sends | others in spirit? Because they perform con 4-Nsnmo. | 


Vol. Ix. K 
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PUM OFFICE, Wednesday, May 8th, 1869. 
HE: evidence of Gowwwie Sitre completes the case against.|. 






merely an-expression of it. ‘Ihe “statesmen” 
of America, asthey them,.are mere mouthpicees of the mob, 
and they follow—not/lead— public opinion. If there were a cry for 
the invasion-of. the moon, seme “ statesman’”’ would assuredly turn up 
to 2dvocate it, as a bid for popularity. | : ; 
The American yelping and howling may lead to war. It is quite 
possible the Americans don’t mean that exactly. In fact, your nolsy 
dogs are not very often fighting dogs. But they may go on barking 
and snapping till they can't go back. ‘The British bulldog does not 
waste his breath on clamour. He has gone as far as he intends to go. 
He was not at all disinclined to be friendly, but the yelping pack 
would not allow it. He-curls his lip up in scorn—but it shows a sct of 


inders. 
ee repeats itself; and America is/a young nation anxious to 
make history. I# wants: another Bull's Run. It will be no less 
calamitous than the first ome, for if they make our thoroughbred bull 
run, it will at their heels—and pretty close to them, even uncomfort- 
ably so. 1 


| Nint's specclh was 


‘Tur Mavor or Corx has made a virtue of necessity. He has “ dis- 
sembled his love ’’—for O’Farre.is and such would-be assassins— and. 
“kicked” himself “down-stairs’’ to save Parliament the trouble. 
This is aw it should be. An Act of Parliament all to himself would 
have beemmore honour than.a Mayoralty ; and besides, when the ’coon 
sexys, “‘ Din’t-shoot, Colonel, Pll come down,” it is a saving of powder 
and shot. And we ma¥ be sure there is no necessity for more expense 
than has becrsalready incurred— a sum probably amounting to not less 
than four or five hundred pounds. 

The Mayor's little burst of after-dinner idiocy has cost the public a 
pretty penny: Let us that as we have paid so much for his 
“ education,” he will. be benefited by it. After such a lesson he ought 
to retire into private life a wiser and a butter—we beg pardon, better 
man. 


; Or course the ae Bill Has’ been sent to the limbo of all 
egislative millinery. bedy quarrels with the good but incompetent 

le who wish to an everlasting bung in the barrel of that 

, or those other preparations which many love not wisely 
but. too well. But the reformers.of drunkenness have too narrow an 
outlook, and fail'to see that moderation nrust not be punished because 
excess is difficult to deal with: Ain amount of modical testimony, 
which cannot be washed away by the oratorical flow of all the pumps 
of Permissivedom, exists in favour of a moderate use of stimulant, as 
one of the artificial results of that arch-artificialism, Civilization. 
To ome us of it,, who use it well, because others abuse it, would be 
very like depriving all mankind’ of their hands to prevent pocket- 
picking. Sweeping measures‘are bad—they do injustice, they injure 
the cause they should aid, and they spring cither from ignorance or 
from indolence, which will not take the trouble to deal’ with particular 
cases, but wishes, like Nero, that.all. England had but.one throat in 
order to put a cork in it and have done with the bother. 








The House of—Correction. — 


Some papers seem very much amused at acontemporary which, by 
a typographical error, announced the other day that a convicted thief 
was sent for two months to “the House of mons.” We 
see little to laugh at. Considering the rate of progress: on the Trish 
Church question, we think that some’ time it would have been 
& very severe punishment to be sent to the House of Commons. 


Ovn philosopher says, that the abolitios cf 
er says, iti the Irish Church is “ 
et ished fact,” and that the Orangemen ay disestablishod 





Dramatic News. 

‘Tne evergrear fierce of Bor and Géx has been recen 
with great success at Twunton, But the tit! tly 
was “Sexzveaxr Csx and the Box.” 


performed 
© was slightly modified: it 





Demi agpoble Ressine tsmily cam never appeas in fall-dress? ‘The 





Awerica. Thoreis'@strong feeling against England, and Sume |: 


‘J.8. F.; Charlie and Mubel; Constance L. C. ; 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. !I5. 


Ir’sopen—and a splendid show 
It has of clever works a-row— 

The world its halls frequents, 
And mid the crewd the eye oft falls 
On what the valgarpubliec calls 

“ Them colour-grindin’ gents.” 


1.—Great qualities in him met.are— 
He wears a mighty scimetar— 
His martial air is grim, “ etar- 
Nal grim,” would Yankees vote, 
A native he of Turkey is,. _ 
And his complexion murky is, | 
Though his expression smirky is; 
This Officer of note. 
9,—This blade of Bailie Nicol Jarvie’s 
Saw (so Sir Watrer tells) some sarvice-— 
Though not. ex armis snatched but. arris. 








3.—It’s hard to guess what ’tis: 
Yet it still harder is! 
4.—Castor and Potivux were two pretty twins, 
The side which they favour. the victory: wins : 
At least with that notion would history fill us 
Reporting the contest-near Lacus Regtlius. 


5.—Though you talked till you talked yourself red in the wattles; 
You'd not teach me this treatise of old ArnisvoTLE’s. 


6.—In rigging this runs pretty rigs; 
And oftentimes it foeds the pigs. 
7.—When. people say “ There’s nought like leather,”’ 
It is an error altogether ; 
For here's an article (see Tooke), 
Does—if not leather—like it look. 


Soutvtrion or Acrostic, No. 113.—Nursery, Gardens: Nag, Um- 
brella, Rector, Shard, Embrace, Roan, Yarns. 


Correor So.vTions or Acrostic No. 113, Recxivep 12th May.—Ring-Tailed 
Rearer; Chudderton;. Two Portobello. Welters; Cider Eye; Knurr and Spell; 
L.a.C.; Bush Salmon; Old 
Trafford ; Thomas and Collings; J. O: P.; Pipekop; Sutton; Stick-in-the-Mud ; 
Hanky Panky; Vid Maid; Pimlico Tom Cat ; Suffolk Dumplirg; D. P. P.; Deddy ; 
Con; Nell and Louie; Bravo, Ned; Tom and Jim; D. E.H.; Thre Didactic 
Dodekahedrons Kuby’s Ghost; Diggory Dibbie; Linda Princcss. 





CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
MAY. 

Tue St: James’s would do better, we doubt not, if it were not “The 
only Conservative Shilling Magazine,” for magazine readers don’t 
want politics, of which they get enough in theduily penn’orth of news. 
Besides, if magazines'must be political, they should get‘ their politics 
done by men of superior mental calibre to Mr. Cawnrey, MP. With 
less party-spirit and improved cuts, the St: Jwmes’s would stand !:):) 
among the periodicals, for-it contains good writing-and capital verse. 

Tux Cornhill contains tlie wind-up of “Tettice Lisle,” with whom 
we part. regretfully. Mfr. Reape’s story is full of interest, though we 
cannot help fancying. it is unworthy of his artistic powers to make his 
hero such.an Antinous that.all the wemen fall in love with him. Such 
heroes occur in the first novels written by aspiring scheol-girls. A 
paper’on “The Etruscans’’ will be found deserving of study. 

Iw Good Words we are treated to an admirable lecture by. the Rev. 
Cuannes Kinesiey,,to be commended to the thoughtful perusal of our 
womankind. “ Short Essays’’ are not.calculated.to.add to the reputation 
= the ee eae in Council,” for they are writteu.in a 

erulous ogo 8 “ Peeps at. the Far East’ i inte 
yet ~ eds P st’’ isfull of interest ; 

‘Tre. Young Ladies’ Journat,. with a. tvemendous quantity of “-work”’ 
supplement, sustains: the high character we gave it-last. month. It is 
not only cheap but good; and its illustrations might form a model for 


. higher-priced periodicals, while there is not aline of it.that might not 


be safely read by any young girl; 

We have to acknowledge'the receipt of Ee Folet, Scientifie Opinion, 
The N aturalist’'s Notesook; Sciexce Gossip, amd that most welcome 
periodical just now, the Gardener’s Megazine. 





g Embarrassing Position. 

+4 GENTLEMAN (a Commissioner of Income 'Tax) is. a.’ devoted astro- 
romical op He a. i Soaks whether he. will be justified in 
makin lc. some. valua information he possesses as to the 
probable “return.” of a comet " . 





Drs von. Suervmip Biapes.— Beef La Jam-m0de. 
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MISS MINUET, 
HH! Minuet Maiden, your coy- 








know. organ in 


Sweet Minuet Maiden, our grandmothers grumble, 

| Our manners are wormwood and gall to their sight, 
Of decency, dirt, and:\deeorum they mumble ; 

And Arnotp keeps preaching of sweetness-and light ! 
With deference due te old age, often crazy, 

Which mixes with wisdom a bushel of stuff, 
Their morals were somehow decidedly hazy. 

In days of bad drainage, and duels, and snuff. 


My Minuet Maid, though you dance so-demurely, 
That butter of course in your mouth couldn’t melt, 
The thrill of a look you've experienced surely, 
The clasp of a hand on your waist you have felt. 


‘ 


You didn’t dismiss him in dudgeon, I hope, 
Pray tell me did modesty ever prevent you 
From just acquiescing in ladders of rope ? 


Ah! Minuct Maiden, strange stories come down to 
These dissolute days of the galop and valse ; 

And history whispermg owns, though you frown, to 
Have known many grandmothers fickle and false. 

Those runaway matches— so modest !— and duels 
Well suited the steady conventional sort Slight] 

Of women, who starved. upon rices and gruels, . y 
And men who got drunk upon magnums of port. 


cera ES See 
ae eaten 


spelt out. 
Be that as it may you’re decidedly winning, 
Yes, both of you—lover as well as his lass— 
For her dress we forgive the young maiden her sinning, 
And also forgive the young courtier his glass! 
Most maidens are very much given to flirting, 
No matter what fashion or flow of its tide ! 
And, Minuet Maid, to old dresses reverting, 
We find pretty much the same women inside! 


All the Difference. 


In the course of recent legal proceedings wherein Mr. Waker, the | 
great sufferer by the Cornhill watch robbery, sought to obtain (we 
regret to say—unsuccessfully) from the Corporation of London the | 
money found in possession of the burglars who had so extensively | 
robbed him, the Solicitor-General sarcastically remarked :— 

“Tre question their Lordaships were a-ked to decide was whether they had power | 
(and he hoped it not be considered an offence his saying so) to make the 
Cor p»ration of London disgorge. 

Had the Corporation been requested not to dis-gorge—but to gorge— 
neither legal proceedings nor the eloquent aid of the Soelicitor- 
General would have been required to secure their ready assent. 





A Free Rendering. 


A Sprortina correspondent wishes to know the meaning of Fe jew ne 
vaut pas la chandelle. We have much pleasure in informing him that 
it refers to the seizure of the Deptford Spec money by the police, and 
means that after their little game it is not worth while to have a 
farthing-dip in the Lucky Bag. 


A Fell Proceeding. “Curtinc down” 


. Since the beginning of May there:has been a succession of Fell-onies | 
m the lake district.of Westmoreland. On the fells of that region 


first of all the wind fell, thensthe snow fell, next the rain fell, and last “ Dovpies and Quits’’— as the Hare re 
the mercury fell. when she popt into covert. 





reenter nee 


Answer, “ On no Pretence.”’ 


‘the race!’’ 


When fortune in kindness a lover had sent you, | rank outsider ?’’ we asked. 


unintelligible, but 


ec cent cenit sn a eee 5 te ee ee 


TABLE-TIPS. 


By ovr Sranie-trornrmve Mzpivm. 


ness bewitching, _Derrivep of the services of old MNicuonas 
Those down-looking eyes, | Circumstances: over which we 
and that very short | serupled, by calling in the 


LaTEeR INTELLIGENCE. 


BLUSTER. 


Sons of the land, whose metcor flag 
Bears o’er the stripes the starry cluster! 
Come, now’s the time, my boys, for brag— 
And bluster? 


Be bold, Columbia’s sons, be bold, 
Guerilla, Rowdy, Filibuster— 
Let trembling Britishers behold 


Your bluster- 


Your nation’s arms, the bowie-blade, 
The Derringer, the knuckle-duster, 
Display as arguments in aid 
OF Lluster: 


Come, German, full of lager beer! . 
Come, Fenian, come, to swell the muster: 
We'll teach the Britisher to fear 
Our bluster- 


Tall talk is better far than deeds, 
And o’er our nation flings a lustre ; 


Ft the appetite that feeds 
ane Gre vs On bluster. 


What is our grievance ? That's all right ; 
Sumner declares it can’t be juster. 


Tr ’ ve: fi hti , our deli ht 
We don’t mean fighting s bluster! 


————————aa es eer 


Sheer Off! 





is at an end so far as Deptford doek 
concerned—Even the “ shears”’ there are unemployed. 


marked to the Grey hoand 


outside.”’ 











Anxious to 


Should the boy 


A communication just received before the return of the boy. 
seems to mean “ Ether’s 
Subsequently, as the boy rang atthe area bell, ‘‘ Lad-has arrived” was 


‘ 


yard is | 


' 


——= 


prosperous 
: (and he) have no control, we have not | 
aid of Spiritualism, to seek the services of | 


“ What 
The 


i ian 


} 
' 
' 


skirt; his older namesake. 
Which you tantalize all of us | Yes, we have tried the spirits, and after the third bottle we have | 
ever by twitching, | elicited astounding results. Our medium—a circulating one which 
Ave signs of a sad disposi- | big tables—has made some astounding revelations that we hasten to 
tion to flirt. ay before the Dialectical Soviety and the public at large. 
ie ee ae oe ete | After a steady application to the Spirits our table began to tip— 
‘eins alt tis ake | which was just what we wanted. We obtained a rap, after having | 
yf "9 _ been for some time without one; we heard strange noises, and by the | 
Is seen. sueh a pretty fan- ; aid of the alphabet, with which our medium had a Lmited— | 
’ tastical beau : perhaps we should say, merely speaking acquaintanee, we proeured | 
With.a. sharp little sword to | the following information. 
protect him in scuf-| A sound resembling the tinkle ofa bell was heard, followed by the 
fles— | noise of a drum or some similar object beaten hollow. This was 


Which old-fashioned g¢en- | followed by a single rap, constituting a negative. A strain of music 
tlemen fancied you | was next heard, like that of an uecordion suspended in the air or of an 
the next street. ‘The first few bars of “Sally, come up, 
and Sally, come down,’ were played; and then a stick of the kind | 
frequently seen on racecourses was violently thrown on the table. 
We inquired, “Is this intended te indicate the Duke of’’—“ Beau 
to a goose,” responded the table rapping rapidly. The tune was then 
changed to “ Not Sir Joe,’’ and the music died away. 
obtain a direct reply, we asked “Shall we back the favourite ?”’ 
Question, “Then a favourite will not 
be the winner ?”’ Answer, “The winner'will be a favourite—after 
Observation, “You are Merry!’’ Answer, “No, ’'m ; 
| wise!”’ Question, ‘Shall I make money on the Derby?” Answer, | 
| “Not by landing ‘the Spanish’ !”’ 
| We then determined to bring matterstoa.crisis, and inquired “ Who 
will win the Dery?” “A Rank Outsider, ’’ was the answer. 
“Tn the first rank at the post.” 
strains of music were here repeated. On.our inquiring their meaning, 
the spirits whose spelling throughout: had been very questionable, 
rapped out “ Act accordionly!’’ We wished to press them further, 
but they said they were exhausted, and a glance at the bottles proving 
the truth of the assertion, we have sent out for more. 
return before we go to press, we will publish the result of our further | 


investigations. 
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I would not christen “— a em, 
‘twas not done in Ropney s time, 
ply It looks half-witted ! 


———— 
——<——— 








- —~« + 


- 


THE BAB BALLADS. 


FO aegis es 
- —_— 





; 

f 

I 

; 

| 

‘ 
i) 


No. 70.—THE MYSTIC 





SALVAGEE. 


ERHAPS already you may 
know 

Sm B.ienneruasset Por- 
TICO ? 


A Captain in the Navy, he— 
A Baronet and K.C.B. 


You do? I thought so. 


It was that captain’s favourite 


whim 


(A notion not confined to 


him) 


That Ropnegy was the greatest 
tar 
Who ever wielded capstan | 


bar. 


He had been taught so. | 


“ Bennow! Cornwatuis! Hoop! Belay! 


Compared with Ropnry ”—he 
* No other tar is worth a rap! 


would say— 


The great Lorp Ropnery was the chap 
The French to polish ! 

Though, mind you, I respect Lorp Hoop, 

CornWALLis, too, was rather good ; 


Bgnnow could enemies repel, 
Lorp Neg son, too, was pretty 


well— 


That is, tol-lol-ish !”’ 


Sin Brenneruassszt spent his days 
In learning Ropney’s little ways, 


And closely imitated, too, 


His mode of talking to his crew— 

His port and paces. 
An ancient tar he tried o catch 
Who'd served in Ropney’s famous batch ; 
But since his time, long years have fled, 
And Ropney’s tars are mostly dead : 

Eheu fugaces ! 


But, after 
Who served with Ropnery and 


ing near and far, 
At last he found an ancient tar 


his crew 


Against the French in ’eighty-two — 

(That gained the peerage). 
He gave him fifty pounds ivens, 
His rum, his baccy, and his 
And had a comfortable den 
Rigged up in what, by merchantmen, 

Is called the steerage. 








Upon your maintop stay, I see, 
You always clap a salvagee ; 
Your stays, I see, * ens 
N el, such as Ropngy prized, 
sine Would thus be fitted ! 


«And Ropnry, honovred sir, would grin 
‘T'o see you turning deadeyes in, 
Not up, as in the ancient way, 
But downwards, like a cutter’s stay— 
You didn’t oughter ; 
Besides in seizing shrouds on board, 
Breast backstays you have quite ignored— 
Great Ropney kept, unto the last, 
Breast backstays on topgallant mast— 
They make it tauter.”’ 


Sm BLenNnERHASSET “ swifted in,” 
Turned deadeyes up, and lent a fin 
To strip (as told by Jasper Knox) 
The iron capping from his blocks, 
Where there was any. 
Sirk BLENNERHASSET does away, 
With salvagees from —- stay ; 
And though it makes his sailors stare, 
He rigs breast backstays everywhere— 
In fact, too many. 


One morning, when the saucy craft 
Lay calmed, old Jasper toddled aft— 
“My mind misgives me, sir, that we 
Were wrong about that salvagee— 

I should restore it.’’ 
“‘Good,’’ said the captain, and that day 
Restored it to the maintop stay. 
Well-practised sailors often make 
A much more serious mistake 

And then ignore it. 


Next day old JAsPER came once more, 
“‘T think, sir, I was right before.” 
Well, up the mast the sailors skipped, 
The salvagee was soon unshipped— 

And all were merry. 
_—— a day, and JASPER came, 
‘‘T p’raps deserve your honour’s blame, 
I can t make up my mind,” says he, 
“ About that cursed salvagee— 

It’s foolish—very. 


Ny 


O WWW; 


~ 






“Now, Jasrzr”—’'twas that sailor’s name — =e | 
By ee teak you'll incer my blame : Se Pap 
saying, w seems to yo ia 
Th : pe is Guigthinar ¥ On you, “On Monday night I could have sworn 
) That Ropwsy wouldn’t.” That maintop stay it should adorn, | 
The ancient sailor turned his quid, On Tuesday morning I could swear | 
to do as he was bid: That salvagee should not be there— 
“ Aye, aye, yer honour, to begi The knot’s a rasper!’’ 
You've away with ‘swifting in’— “Oh, you be hanged,” said Caprarn P., 


Well, sir, you shouldn’t ! 


“ U ’ 
Peak halliard Blocks, all kroner 


ere cee ae et Oe ce At a a aaaatnarenaenc tata ene 


“ Here, go ashore at Carribee. 

Get out—good bye—shove off—all right !”’ 

Old Jasrzx soon was out of sight — 
Farewell old Jasrzr ! 


; 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | A DIALOGUE. 
At present the public and the stage exchange reproaches for the | Sap JonaTuan to Joun, 
rarity with which Suakrsprare is played, and the charge of want of | ‘“‘ Down your marrowbone upon, 
taste is bandied, by way of shuttlecock, from one to the other. Itis Confess that you've no honour and no honesty—no nanet 
certainly true that managers may say that supply and demand balance Yield your purse without a fuss— 


each other, and that. SHAKESPEARE, commercially, does not pay; yet And cede Canada to us— 

we have Gorrue’s authority that the fault of a decline in taste rests And. Pll think about forgiving you for all you haven’t done!” 

rather with the artists than the public. We, therefore, are glad to Said J S t a y ren eaeaes 

oe ot ee ane Te pocryere intelligently. In “Tt fo ona a sien 

the fashionable season, the theatres are sealed to him, and single read- :  alnncalid vagy " 

ings would seem too incomplete and unrealistic for the public taste ; eck ageart =a ” ce a thront. 

but, halfway between = sq and the boards, there are other repre- And Caneda PB ‘ke i , 

sentations, “‘ Costume Recitals,’’ where portions of plays are given by | ; aaa Rete Mies , 

several actors in stage dress. We have witnessed one lately at Se. , von newer tdone Inever have asked pardom yobl” 

George’s Hall, under the direetion of Mr. Ryprr. Said JonarHan to Joun, 
The brunt of the performance was borne by Miss Bovvenrir, who “You'll repent of this.anon, 


played in scenes from Maebeth, As You Like It, and King John. As | How dare yomuso such language to a.chap as bigras me ? 
one qualification for Shakesperian parts, this lady has that most | Bor I'll whip you.all, that's flaj— 
| Knock you intoa cocked hat,, 


agreeable of accidents, great personal attractions ; but in essentials, 
she possesses intelligence, and.an appreciation of the poet, consider- | And my navyshiall. go forth.and sweep your. commerce from the sex!” 


able play of feature, and great power over a pleasing voice. In her) Said Joun to JonarHan;, 
acting, there is much energy and passion, and all is controlled by tlie | ‘All very well, my man, 
results of careful teaching. Whenshe has gotrid of some mannerisms, But.reffict: before indulging in such mighty threats as these, 
and flaws of voice—in fact, whem study and practice have cured (as ‘That all your men-of-war-. 
‘Were not sufficient for. 


they will do) her faults; and emhanced her merits, we hope for an. 
actress worthy of interpreting the author, whom to study and to leve 
is a really liberal education. 
We hope to sce these recital continued, and with success. 
A Roundabout Paper.. 


| Is not this advertisement from’ a Sheffield rather @ case of 
By the Lord Harrie! | circumlocution ? ep ” 
WE see announced 4¢ Romance of the Isle of Wight, entitled Lord IT'0_be SOLD, Five Dozen PIGEONS, and an OMNIBUS -tocarry Twelve Persons, 


Harrie and Leila.. ‘The following stanza is quoted in the advertise- i 


im good repair.—Apply, &c: 
ment, we presume férits superior merits :— _ Surely the ‘sale of an omnibus: and! a. number of “ flies’? might have 
O Isle of Wight! O Isle of Wight! 


| been more briefly set forth! 
Thou home of beauty, land of song; 


Lovely by day, serene by night, | 
Thy scenes to other climes belong. | 


The sweeping of the little 4/abame from tlie seas !’”” 











Tree-mendously Fir-fetched ! 
TuereE is in Hyde Park a variety of the “ Stone Pine,” which has 
as yet received little attention from arboriculturists, but is well known 
in the locality as the Marble Larch. 


Thow’rt England's Eden—southern star— 
Home of{oi d. Harrie and Leila 
(See page 173.) | 
If our surmise is right, and the sample is a picked one, the general 
quality of the “‘poem”’ must be high! When we find “ star”’ put as 
a rhyme to “ Leila,” we are inclined to think such cockney rhymes 





A Classical Con. 


belong rather to “‘a Romance of the Isle of Wight-chapel ! ”’ For the use of the Ladies’ College. 
Uni 1 Geni Why is that, which is useful and ee as well, 
niversal Wenlus. Like you, as you Time’s languid p eye 
Here is a most ubiquitous musician ! While your lover is absent ? at, cannot you tell ® ' 
MB; «2: R.A., TEACHES the PIANO at Clapham, Brixton, Balham, &c., Because, dear, you, till he come, dull sigh [utile cum dulea]! 
¢ ; and allfparts of London, at his own residence. Terms moderate. Highest —— 
relerences. 
| Answers to Correspondents, 


Any terms must be moderate, and no references could be too high, for 


a gentleman who can teach the piano in all parts of Lendon (not to 

descend to such small particulars as Clapham, Brixton, Balham, or [ We cannot return unacecpted MSS: or Sketches, unless they are necom- 
even, &c.) and yet in his own residence. Why, he must live all over | panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and uwe-do not hold: ourselves 
London and the suburbs! Does he carry his residence—in the shape | ;esponstble for loss.]' 





of a barrel organ—snail-like on his back ? 
be un-comman ignorant if you don’t! P 
R. F. H. (Bridgwater).—Conception better than execution, and so eom- 





A TIP-TOY TI Sena 
(Show us a bettor !) W. [aioe — reals ad an hed lain ie. ” 
A. C. W. ( .—The lines have been parodi nawuseanr. 
‘ Peon bt Beery So: ; H. G. cages Py A are open to well-meant advice, let.your “* first’ 
ri attem t” be your last o. 

—_ ri = * Cop aot? A. J. (Hazewood-atreet).— Not quite enough in. it. : 

Sewers mae Lexicon sends us a parody, and says, “some of the strokes are capital.” 
We see less of the capital than of the in them. 


The Latest Atrocity from Botany Bay. N. A. W. (Borough).— We cannot make the subject available, though it. 


A SuakesreriAn scholar, whose wife rather prides herself on having’} is funny enough. : ; 
one of those earthenware hedgehogs filled with bulbs of blue seil/a, T. J. W. (Clerkenwell).— We must meet the wishes of the public inthese 


i ibing i “ squi matters. 
eet conctue.” cay NepteReRney Pgs ateese 06 “ oquills ence S. K.—Your letter is as unintelligible aa the talk of an S. K-aped 
Fes ‘. } lunatic. 
[The point of this joke may be lost on those who are not aware —W do it f these days. 
that “the: blue bell” of sentimental youth is identical with the syrup- ot ee ee trcclhcy ec Api Prve <b eae beatin. 


titious “squills’” of unromantic boyhood.—Eb.] Paro GomEz.— You are a Don 
RNR NE W.C. M. (Dublin).—No, thank you. What shall we do with your 


An au-dash-us Joke. drawing ? 
. . . i ith thanks:—W. W., Birkenhead; F. B. A., Hull; 1 RB. 
We know a lady, who is so fond of under-scoring things in her Liveocl; re ee nw. tn ne P- ee FA: J W.B.; 
letters, that she even dashes her wig at times—we beg pardon, her | J Ho Belfast; P. B., Fore-ctreet; D. 0, B., Plymouth ; Cocky; T. G. B., 
chignon. | Brighton; H. A. F., Strand; Upupa; J. F:; é. B., Southsea ; J. H. 5., 
| Portland-street; A. J., Euston-road; J. H. W., Essex-street; B, Dun- 
A Perpetual Supply. | garvan; H, Dublin; Dan; Pun; Tom Crane; P., Mincing ; T., 
_ “Fire,” says the proverb, “is a good servant,” we wonld add “ Water | Liverpool; M. W. W., Manchester; Corkles; The Sugar-baker; B. G., 
is one that should never be turned-off.’’ Doodah ; 8. 8., Dalston. 
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AN ALARMED MoKE.—Don’t you know the use of commas? You must’ 
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Literary and Scientific Meetings. 


Tuts Dar.—Zoological, at 8.—“ The Parotid Gland and its Connec- 
with the Imitative Powers of Birds,"” Dx. McAwe. Geographical, 
at 8.30.—“ Porritaxp Bri, with some Remarks on His Conduct while 
there,” Mu. Wanpzr. Literary, at 8.—“Torzx’s Phill-up-sophy,”’ 
Prorzseon Damrx WATER. 
Tuvrspay.— Royal Institution, at 3.—‘“ Solar Gas-tronomy, with a 
view to the Illumination ef the Streets by Sun-burners,’’ Prorzssor 
Lamrtyrer. Ethnological, at 8.—‘ Natives of Whitstable,” Mx. 


Orznuxrm. 
. ical, at 8.—“ The Bearings of the North Pole, with 
y of Buns on Sticks,” Dz. Brewin. Geological, 
Flint, and How to Remove It,” Prorzssor 


Sarvnpay.+ Society of Arts, at 2.—“ The Influence of Perspective 
on Tooth-Drawing,” Mz. Waencu. 
y.— Horticultural, at 8.30.—“ On the Filling of Pits in Hot 

eather,” Gunznat Oarpers. Statistical, at 8.—“ Import Duties, 
and How to Do Them,” Mr. Suveacte. 

en eee, So Duplex Vision, and the Effects of 
an Extra Glass,” Dn. Archwological, at 8.30.—“ The 
Age of Maiden Aunt-iquities,” by Prorzsson OLpxNnows. 


- “on! BOW I'LL WEAVE MY SPELLS.” 


Somerume Hi inary: Recent proceedings at the office of 
the Great Ouateeh Ges Ounounece’ Oscars ee, 
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DRESSING THE RANKS. 


Contemplative Coster :—“ Now THEN, MY LADS, MIND YOU DON'T HAVE THE Logp CHAMBERL'IN DOWN ON YE!” 


“The Mair’s the Pity.” 


The only ghost of an excuse or palliation urged by any one for the Mayor was 
urged by Mr Maguire, and what he had to say »nly amounted to a charitable 
supposition that the Mayor must have been drunk at the time when he spcke 
of O’Farrx.i as he did.—Saturday Review. 

’T was at no “ flow of soul or feast of reason,” 

But glut of whiskey, play of knives and forks crude, 
The Mayor of Cork was drawn-out to talk treason — 

And being Cork-drawn-out, of course was Cork-screwed. 


A Distressing Case. 
Hers is a poser for tho philanthropists :— 


The Governor of the Bihamas reports that ‘‘The diuinution in the namber and 


valuation of wrecks has deprived numbers of their former sources of employment 
and profit.’’ 


We have heard of a village so peaceful that the local lawyer became a 
bankrupt ; and of districts so healthy that the doctors couldn't live. 
These were hard cases enough to see a remedy for, but what is to be 
done for those worthy people at the Bahamas who are deprived of their 
work and profit, because selfish captains won’t wreck their ships and 
drown their crews ? 


A corREsponpENT wishes to know whether, supposing an outsider 
should win the Derby, any one drawing Bosworth in a sweepstake 
would be entitled to the stakes on the ground that he had “the field.” 


SUITS FOR ALL OCCASIONS, 42. 10 146. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LUDGATEH HILL. | 


” . Phanix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Deotors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-strect, E.C.—London: May 22, 1869. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 
No. 71.—EMILY, JOHN, JAMES, AND I. 


A Derspy LEGEND. 


JAMES Was a 
Life Guard, 


oorly paid, 
(And I am a doggrel 
bard). 


WD A very good girl was 
EmILy JANE, 





JIMMY was good and true, 
JOHN was a very good man in the main 
(And I am a good man too). 


Rivals for Emmiz were Jonnny and James, 
Though Emity liked them both, 

She couldn’t tell which had the strongest claims 
(And J couldn’t take my oath). 


But sooner or later you're certain to find 
Your sentiments can’t lie hid— 

Janz thought it was time that she made up her mind 
(And I think it was time she did). 


Said Janz, with a smirk, and a blush on her face, 
“‘ f promise to wed the boy 

Who takes me to-morrow to Epsom Race! ” 
(Which J would have done, with joy). 


From Jounny escaped an expression of pain, 
But Jimmy said, ‘‘ Done with you! 

I'll take you with pleasure, my Emity Jane!” 
(And I would have said so, too). 


JouN lay on the ground, and he roared like mad— 
(For Jounny was sore perplexed) 

And he kicked very hard at a very small lad 
(Which J often do, when vexed). 


For Joun was on duty next day with the Force, 
To punish all Epsom crimes ; 

Young people wil/ cross when they’re clearing the course 
(I do it myself, sometimes). 


* . * ~ 


The Derby day sun glittered gaily on cads, 
On maidens with gamboge hair, 

On sharpers and pickpockets, swindlers and pads— 
(For I, with my harp, was there). 


And Jimmy went down with his Jang that day, 
And Joun, by the collar or nape, 

Seized everybody who came in his way 
(And J had a narrow escape). 


He noticed his Emrry Jane with Jim, 
And envied the well-made elf— , 
And people remarked that he muttered “oh, dim !”’ 
(I often say “dim!”’ myself). 


Joun dogged them all day, without asking their leaves ; 
For his sergeant he told, aside, 

That Jimmy and JANE were notorious thieves 
(And I think he was justified). 


But James wouldn’t dream of abstracting a fork, 
And Jenny would blush with shame 

At stealing so much as a bottle or cork 
(A bottle I think fair game). 


But, ah, there’s another more serious crime! 
They wickedly strayed upon 

The course, at a critical moment of time 
(I pointed them out to Jonny). 


The crusher came down on the pair in a crack— 
And then with a demon smile, 

Let Jenny cross over, but sent Jimmy back 
(I played on my harp the while). 


Stern Jounny, fheir agony loud derides 
With a very triumphant sneer — 
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MILY JANE was a 
nursery maid — 
bold 


JOHN was a constable, 














They weep and they wail from the opposite sides 
(And J shed a silent tear). 


And Jenny is crying away like mad, 
And Jimmy is swearing hard ; 

And Jouxny is looking uncommonly glad 
(And I am a doggrel bard). 


But Jimmy he ventured on crossing again, 
The scene of our Isthmian Games— 

Joun caught him and collared him, giving him pain 
(I felt very much for James). 


Joun led him away with a victor’s hand, 
And Jimmy was shortly seen | 
In the station-house under the grand Grand ®tand 
(As many a time J’re been). 
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And Jimmy, bad boy, was imprisoned for lide, 
Though Emiy pleaded hard ; 

And Jounny had Emiry Jane to wife 
(And I am a doggrel bard). 


SSS 
A Double Event. ! 


We have pleasure in announcing that on May the 3ist Mr. Smarr, 
Treasurer of the Princess’s Theatre, and Mr. Buckiey, the Box Book- 
keeper of the Olympic take their benefits at their respective theatres. 
They are heavily beckod by the two companies, and we trust the 
public will put on a pot for them. 


—_ = 


Turf Nomenclature. 
Turrites are not so devoid of a superior cleverness to mere 
cuteness, as their satirists would suggest. He was a wit who chris- 
tened a horse that ran at Bath last week—‘* Champagne Charlie by 


The Dupe out of Clicquot.” 


Ducks and Geese. 
Mucu has been said in favour of eider down beds, on account of 
the quality of the down of the eider duck. But give us Epsom Down 
beds, on account of the quantity of geese plucked there ! 


Financial Notes. 
A “Caprta, Account.’’—Leave to draw ad Hb. on the Bank of 


England. 
Prorit axp Loss.—Putting the pot on, as advised by the tipsters. 
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AFTER THE RACE. 

“ We have every reason to believe that Velocipedes will be very prevalent among the crowd on Epsom Downs,’’—EvENING PAPER. 
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THE GREAT COMIQUE! 


E patrons of the music-hall, 
~~ Your countenance I seek. 
Though my ability is small, 
I have a deal of cheek : 
And that is why 
From sympath 
Your countenance I seek— 
So please to laugh, 
For that’s my chaff— 
T am a great Comigue ! 


My voice is middling, I must own, 
tween a grunt and squeak. 
It’s hoarse-ish in its lower tone ; 
Its upper notes are weak ; 
And that is why 
From sympathy 
Your voices I would seek— 
So please to laugh 
For that’s my chaff— 
I am a great Comigue ! 


My taste in dress is rather fast — 
So loud, it ought to shriek ! 
My coats and vests can’t be surpast, 
y trousers are unique ; 
And that is why 
From sympath 
To suit your taste I seek— 


For that’s my chaff— 
I am a great Comigue ! 


My wit is of the dullest kind— 
ith slang my ditties reek. 
I'm not much troubled with a 


All thanks to Nature’s freak. 
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| is exquisite. There is a touching litt 
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And that is why 
From sympathy 
To be to yours I seek— 
So please to laugh 
For that’s my chaff— 
I am a great Comigue ! 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
MAY. 


Tue Sunday Magazine is rich in good pictures. 

The large illustration to “ Forgotten by the World’”’ 

le story, “‘ The 

Village Doctor's Wife,” and a beautiful poem by Miss 
F vig, called, “ A Cripple’s Story.” 

THE Ove land Monthly does not flag. Every article in 
it isthoroughly readable. Tre critique on Mr. Ditke’s 
Greater Britasn, written in the spirit to be expected of 
an American, is most amusing. What is more, some of 
the blows are straight from the shoulder—and tell! We 
have received the first number of the Curlow College 
Magazine, a school publication, promising fairly enough. 
We have also to acknowledge the receipt of Cook's #z- 
eursionist for Whitsuntide. 

‘Tue Atlantic Monthly is interesting this month. 
Its verse is pleasant, and some of the prose papers most 
amusing. “A New Taste in Theatricals ”’ seems to prove 
that the Drama is in as bad a state in America as in 
England. A notice of Dixon’s Her Majesty's Tower is 
refreshing for its truth and candour—it has not been re- 
viewed like that this side the Atlantic. Our Young Folks 
is acapital number. “The Story of the Bad Boy” is 
delightful, and the other papers of high excellence. 
“ Candy -making”’ is a revelation of that enormous 
consumption of sweetmeats which is one of the secrets 
of the national dyspepsia ! 





_ Wuen Tarrersau’s accounts are balanced, they are 
in a state of “ stable equilibrium.”’ 
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NICHOLAS’S DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC: THE OLD MAN’S STRAIGHT TIP. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 26th, 1869. 


HE great event of the day gives a colour to all our thoughts and 
ideas. We, all of us without being aware of it, become racy in 
our remarks on the commonest subjects. We talk, ourselves, 
horse therefore, in deference to the general feeling. 

Parliament is not sitting. The next meeting, does not come off 
until after the Epsom Summer meeting. Nevertheless we do not 
quite forget the stakes which are to be contended for in the course of 
the session. 

The Liberal stable is the one the public will be found to back. The 
Premier (Giapstons) is first favourite—a capital horse who looks 
like staying. The running will be made for him by Chancellor of 
the Exchequer (with Lowe up), a horse that has showed in good form 
through Economy (Campers) and Common Sense (CaRDWELL) a 
couple of regular cli , 

The Conservative stable is not in good force just now, a good many 
horses having been with after the “Consolation Scramble”’ at 
the close of the General Election meeting. Nevertheless Opposition 
is not such a bad horse, though he is inclined to show roguishness in 
young Ben's hands. It is thought that Harpy would pilot him 

tter. 

The market is considerably in favour of Premier, there being few 
backers for Opposition. Our tip is Premier for the absolute first— 
Opposition nowhere. 

Tue result of the recent election at Liskeard makes it a matter of 
regret that the borough was not disfranchised by the last Reform 
Bill. By the result we do not mean the return of Ma. Horsman to 
Parliament, where his presence is always weleome. ‘We refer to the 
means which led te his return. It is not the first time that a division 
in the Liberal has enabled the Conservative minority to give a 
casting vote. the whole state of the Liberal in the 
borough must be rotten, or it would not for the sake of the ible 
patronage of its late M.P. have served Mr. Bernat Osporne so shabbily 
as it did. If Mm. Horsman is anxious at once to keep his seat, and 
vote exactly as he pleases, we should advise him to be careful to 
scatter as many crumbs of patronage as possible before his 
constituents who seem to think Li ism, like charity, begins at 


home. 
=== 
The Popular Cry. 

Asa proof of the amiable feelings inspired by the Derby Day, we 
may note that four French gentlemen, well-known for their dislike of 
Imperial Government, while going to Epsom inside a drag, with 
ample stores from Fortnum and Mason on the roof, were heard to 
shout “ Vive l’ hamper-o’er!”’ 

° From a Turfy Point of View. 
; | between passengers and guards is at length esta- 
ee Parliament. Let's hope that there will be no string- 
a : why should that disgraceful system, roping, have been 





Foul Play. 
A wae wishing to sell a betting-man of our acquainta 
lay him odds inst the favourite—in - S Bah!” aid the 
betting man, “I wouldn’t book such a poultry bet!” 





Latest from the Ring. 


Tue we may expect to hear from Beill-a-drum, if he wins 
Tin-tin-nabulum, to be followed by rub-a-dub-dub-up! ; 





A PROPHECY WITH NO NONSENSE ABOUT IT. 


Tae losers of th 
“ we ast. Derby will be beaten out and out. (Full par- 





WHAT'S THE opps ? 


Way should not a parson be : oo 
they are all lay-men there} Me botting-ring ? Because 





OF COURSE. 


_ Wary was the race for the Glasgow Pla 
like a tradesman’s bill ? Because it ~ tec . T ro eet or 
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MOMUS’S FIRST -(ST)RATE TIP. 


A RIGMAROLE oF RuyMEsS AND REAsons. 


As the bell is rung at starting, 
So at end will drum be beating ? 

You'll the facts sum-up at parting— 
Learn in fact at Epsom meeting. 

If they had been aware what this horse was worth, 
There would not be so ane Ot the course 


So dickey that they ery with Dick of Bosworth, 
“A horse—a horse! my kingdom for a horse !”’ 


When failure our luck is befalling, 
We're sore, and are savage withal, 

But then the result must be galling 
For Brennus you know is a Gaul. 


A Duke, as a Dug, should prove leader— 
But, the matter to give you a hint on, 
True mettle must win, if the breeder 
Hasn’t coined it a very Bad-mint-on. 
Whether stayers they, or comers, 
Legs some horses have, and some sticks ; 
But to beat the time like Drummers, 
They of course need only drumsticks. 


Some with chances at blood-heat are, 
Some with chances down at zero ; 
But the one by which all beat are 
Must this horse be more than Peer 0’. 


If stale champagne will never do, 
On cider flat you’ll frown, 

*T would play old gooseberry with you 
To swallow Perry down. 


Pretenders to the throne oft are 
Thrown-over as our history mentions ; 
But what if this “ particular star ’”’ 
Has not pretences but pretensions ! 
For landing stakes, upon gean 
You of course will hardly stand ! 
For you know it well to be an 
Ocean—so it cannot land! 
To go up an Alpen-stock is 
eant: yet, think I, to be frank 
This to Jerrery (who the jock is) 
Will but serve for a Mount Blank. 


Like the cunning Foxe, instanter 
Stakes you Martyrdom will book for, 
Yet remember, in a canter 
om you scarcely look-for. 
So to name him, let the trainer 
Feel ashamed—the owner blush, 
In the rush if he’s not gainer 
Ryshworth is not worth a rush. 
Another Derpy—mentioned cavalierly — 
This horse reminds us of. It is his fate, 
Until he proves himself the winner clearly 
To pass but as a Rupert in Debate. 
That two heads better are than one, ’tis said ; 
Then should the stakes by Ten-’cad-’oss be won ? 
A race is won oft by a single head, 
But ‘tis with legs, not heads, that it is run, 
Thorwaldsen was a sculptor, and I trust 
About his doings there is little doubt. 
Although he treats his rivals to a bu’st, 
, prove a chisel, if he cuts them out. 
"T'were rash to stake your life on 
Meteorologic forms, 
So those who bet on Typhon 
Had best look out for storms. 
Beware, though odds be high or odds be low, 
_For such a chance your money might be lost o’er. 
Since, though Lory TownsHEND will not have it 80, 
A Vagabond’s not always an impostor. 
A rapid young man ALEXANDER once had as 
His m: swiftest of feet, 
It remains to Ss esea ff otek en thks tad-es 
A boy that is not to bo beat. 
A word Aristoriz of old did bequeathe us, 
With which we’re not going to quarrel, 
We know very well what’s the meaning of Ethus, 
But is it in this case “‘a moral ?”’ 
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MRS. BROWN’S DINNER PARTY- 


I says, “ Brown, in course they’ll espect a goose a-comin’ the very 
day arter its University, as comes every Michaelmas thro’ bein’ a thing 
as Guy Fox 7? a} to, and or ae eat just afore execution, as 

ou may read any day in his Book of Martyrs, as my dear mother ’ad at very ni 7 . 

5 beauty with picters in a-showin’ ’ow them Romans as conquered us : ie and eat very nice briled—but shameful waste with meat such 
once on a time did used to torment any one to try and make ’em Mrs. Haversipg i erry nic 29 

Christians, notasI considers it a good plan, and would pretty soon set me | man; but of all the stack-up rubbish it's that Ms Pein and tm 0. 
agin anything as was forced down my throat with a stake as the Sayin | makin’ a fool on her a-callin’ ’er ’is pussy cat and a-goin’ on foolish 
is. For we was a-goin’ to’ave Mx. and Mas. Haversig and their | and sayin’ she was starved and all that, as pnt me out and made Brown 
married daughter, in the name of T'ryons, as was in the ready-made | gavage. Of all the rubbish as she talked you never did, a-sayin’ as 
line, with twins as bein’ only four months couldn’t be left at home, | ghe must keep two nusses for them twins, as would spile ” feces” 

’ +d ss ’ si , . ; i 8 ’ pile ’er figger as 
tho’ for my part I always said “Thank’ee, no; if I can’t go out = comfort | is a reg’lar dumplin’ all over, and a talkin’ about ’aving a welwet gownd 
and leave the children safe behind, home is the place for me. and me a-knowin’ all the time es he was only his father’s foreman on 

Well Brown he was all for a fillet of weal and a tongue, but I stood | three pounds a week and not paid for his furniture yet as they had 
up for a biled leg of mutton and a goose, as I considers a ’andsome | thro’ the tally man, as is a awful bad plan for I knows very well a friend 
dinner, with a hot plum pie and a custard puddin’. : of mine as paid a guinea for a gingham umbrella as she got at a tally 

_A finer goose I never set eyes on as Brown sent at once, with | shop as didn’t wear no time, and that weight as you couldn’t hold it 
giblets and all. Whatever people means by a-sayin’ as it’saawkward up without pretty nigh breaking your arm in a ’igh wind. 
bird and not enough for two, I can’t make out, for I’m sure that goose So she says to me, ‘‘ Mrs. Brown, it’s a pity as you don’t’ave a good 
weighed eight pounds at the very least. . cook, as you’d find cheaper in the end than them gals out of the 

It so ’appened that the middle of the day Saturday, just as I was | work’us, as costs a deal in what they wastes.”’ 
a-tellin’ our Saran about the dinner, and a-makin’ things ready, in I says, ‘Excuse me, Mrs. Tryons, mum; my servant ain’t no gal 
come that boy ALFRED a-sayin 88 mother, Brown’s own sister, was | out of the work’us, but a respectable young woman as I gives eight 
not expected to get over it, as I’d been to see the day beforo and was pounds a year to, and everything found ; as you'll find will mount up 
a = ng a ge thro’ ngage A 7 ae meee Oe a-swellin’, | to fourteen, without ’er keep.” 
and didn’t like the looks on ’er, as is what I calls a bad subject. “Oh,” she says, “then it’ : : 

I didn’t wait for nothin’ in course, but ’urried off to ’Ackney Wick, | Jike that.” a EE OF Se ee aps yoey Gene 
where they lives, and a out-of-the-way ’ole it is from South Lambeth, I says, ‘I’m sorry as it were spiled,”’ but I says, “as I didn’t 
and thro’ a lame ’orse thought as the cab never would get there, as is | expect so many for to come I think as it might be Senied ever.” 

a a — for he’s pts os is ——, and on mee yn Up she bounces, and says, ‘CHARLES, git meacab. I won't stay a 
e ARNES he was a-wanderin’ up and down like a Jew, and | moment under this roof. I’m sorry as ever I ? 

when he see me he says, “Oh! Marruna, I don’t think as there’s much | come.” Ye + ep Geen fe 

‘opes; I’m glad as you're come.” - , a There wasn’t no pacifyin’ the wixen, tho’ ’er father tried, and so did 

“Now,” I says, “‘you keep quiet, as frettin’ won’t do no good ;” so | ’er mother, but she kept a-sayin’ ‘I will ’aveacab.’’ I begun for to 
up-stairs I goes, and when I looked at ’er, I says it’s bleedin’ as’ll save | smell a rat, as Brown ’ad made the punch too strong. 
er for she was a-breathin’ like mad, and purple to look at, The doctor} 0 when that poor mollycoddle, as I calls Tayons, come with the 
he was there, and says as bleedin’ is murder. - cab, she says, a-callin’ up-stairs to’er mother, as were puttin ’er bonnet 

“Well,” I says, “then ifit was me I should say murder away ;’’ 80 | on, “ Mother, are you a-goin’ to stop in this stinkin’ den all night.” 
we had another doctor and he agrees with me, and bled she was and Well, that was too much for me, so I says, “ Now I tell you what it 
down-stairs under the week. ; . ae _ . | is, Mas. Tryons, if you stands on my door-mat insultin’ me, I'll take 

No doubt that doctor as was agin the bleedin’ was right in sayin’ | you by the shoulders and turn you out of doors.” 
as it was a bad thing for to do in the general way, but depend upon it |" She dared me to, 801 give her one push and outside she was afore 
it ’as saved life. she know’d it.”’ 

Well I couldn’t leave that arternoon in course, so got AtrreD to g0| Down come Trrons witha twin on each arm, as reg’ larly put me out 
over and tell Saran to get Mrs. Cuaxuin for to come and ’elp, and said by his ways with them, as I’m sure no decent woman wouldn't let a 
as I'd be home the first thing. I did not mean to have stayed all night | man go on as he did, and he says, “‘ Where’s my poppet, is she ready ?” 
only Brown he come over, and said as he'd rather as I did. I says, “* Your poppet’s outside the door and the sooner you follows 

She had a quiet night tho’, and was like a lamb a-sleepin’, so I was | ’ey along with your offsprings the better, and afore you brings ’er out 
ready for to start early only that plagin’ doctor he didn’t come as I agin learn her better manners.” 
wanted to see, not till nearly one o’clock, and then said as she was Well, just then there come a thunderin’ rap at the door, and there 
out of the wood. 7 stood a policeman. 

I was a-settin’ in my bonnet a-waiting for him, and was’alfa mind} po I says, ‘‘ What's your business ?’”’ He says, “‘ the lady in the cab 
to give him a bit of my mind, as was a cantin’ ’umbug, and begun 4a j told me for to come in as I was wanted.” 
talkin’ a deal of rubbish, as I considers it, a-sayin’ he’d been at Chapel, I says, “ What for ?” 
and I says to ’im, ‘I believe Sir as you are in the medicinal line, and “‘ Why,” he says, “‘ you’ve got a female here as is that drunk as you 
’ad better stick to that and when we wants a minister we'll send for ’im.” | can’t get ’er out of the ’ouse.” 

I aint no patience with people not mindin’ their own business; just} J says, “That female is in the cab, thank you.” 
the same as I know’d a minister once as come to see a poor woman and I must say as I did pity that poor wretch of a Tayons, for as soon 
give her a couple of pills, as she died on afore the next arternoon. as‘ever he got to the cab door if that creetur didn’t begin to scream and 

It was just on two when I got ’ome, and if the Tryons didn’t come | holler like mad as that scared ’im as he nearly dropped the twins, and 
up to the door at the same hinstant, twins and all; and as to Mr. and | Mrs. Haversipe she runs out and says, “Oh! Mas. Brown, she’s 
Mrs. Haversipz, they’d been there soon arter twelve, as I considers a | g-dyin’.” 
nuisance anyone to come that early. I says, “‘ Rubbish; she’s took too much punch, as I see ’er dip ’er 

I ’adn’t ’ardly time to turn myself round afore Brown was a- 


beak into pretty om. 
. hollarin’ as dinner was ready, and I’m sure the smell of that When That made ’em all turn on me like mad, and old Haversipz he come 
werry nigh knocked me down as soon as ever I got to the door. e2 | and chimed in, and there they was all round the cab. 
the covers was took off the dishes I thought I should ’ave dropped, for Says the policeman, “‘ You'd better take ’er in doors.” 
the goose was as black as your ’at, and shrivelled up to nothin’, and if I says, “ No, thank you.” I says, ‘‘ You may take’er to the station- 
they ’adn’t sent it up with his head under his wing, and the mutton 


(| ’ouse till she’s sober, but she don’t never darken my doors no more,” and 
was raw and cut quite blue; they'd forgot the capers, as the turnips | in [ and shets the door right in their faces, and told the gal to give 
was all lumps and water. 


old Havensipe ’is ’at and umbreller up thro’ the airey, and never ‘ave 
As to the goose, they’d never drawed it and was obliged to be took | gnoke to any of the lot since, but 1 always shall think of a leg of mut- 
out of the room, and we shouldn’t ’ave ’ad no dinner at all if I ’adn’t 


ton and a goose, as certingly were an unlucky dinner as it turned out, 
took and briled that mutton myself with ’ot ketchup. _ ___,. | but ’ow anyone could behave like that in a friend’s ’ouse puzzles me, 
Of course the pie ’ad been sent to the baker's, and if they didn’t 


as is a downright discredit and a disgrace, and I ’eard as that 
refuse to give it up because it wasn’t sent for before ’arf past one | Mus. Tryons ’ad took to drinkin’ and led ’im a wretched life, and ‘ad 
o'clock, as they said they was liable to be fined if they give it up arter 
that. 
















if that born idjot ’adn’t been and left it in cold water on the ob for 
hours as well it might be raw. oe 

I will say as Brown behaved beautiful and so did the others thry’ 
a-knowin’ as it wero thro’ illness, except Mrs. Tryons as kep’ a-com- 
plainin’ instead of makin’ the best on it; I’m sure it was lovely 


buried the twins, as is a ’appy release with such 4 mother, as revercan | 
end well, that’s certain. 





oo 


I didn’t mind that gal Saran as couldn’t be expected for to cook, 
but that old fool Mrs. Cuatir did aggravate me a-sayin’ as she 
thought as the goose come frem the poulterer’s all ready. And when SILE: 
I says a word about the mutton, she says quite cool, “ Well it’s your | noise. ‘ts 

wn directions was follered as said it wasn’t to be allowed to bile,” and A Horse-Leecu.—The ‘ 


ND 





Srence 1s GeoLpen.—A racehorse is of little use when he “ makesa | 
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ESCAPING FROM TOWN. 


Ou! the joy fora day 
Of the getting away— 
For gentle and simple, for peer and for clown— 
From life and its care, 
To breathe the fresh air, 
And drink the ozone of the brisk Surrey down 
Oh, the height of delight 
Of the wight you invite, 
To join once a year in escaping from town 


When the Derby is run, 
There is plenty of fun, 

The enjoyment of holiday outing to crown! 
Let philosophy scowl— 
And let bigotry howl— 

On the frolics let plodding propriety frown ! 
Let them preach! Let them teach! 
Waste of speech upon each 

Of the holiday rev’ller3 escaping from town! 


SRS gS germane mage omg 
oe ae ee : . 


So, follow the pl an . 
Of this rollicking clan, 
With white hats and blue veilsand with dust-coats of brown— 
Your vehicle place on, 
From Fortnum anp MAson, 
A few of those hampers of wide-spread renown, 
Lots of wine, fowl and chine— 
For you'll dine, I opine, 
With a relish more keen for escaping from town. 


Oh the joy of a day, 
In this holiday way, 
When in sparkling champagne all your worries 
you drown ! 
"Tis a tipple you'll own 
Mixes well with ozone— 
And a very nice means, too, of washing it down. 
But, I say, of next day 
Think, I pray, and don’t 


hh... 


With a beodinke next morn for 
escaping from town— 

With a headache next morn fox 
escaping from town. 
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AN OLD TRAP—SET BY A VERY OLD TRAPPER. 








THE DERBY DOLL’S DITTY. 


’M a rollicking Derby Doll— 
A frolicking Derby Doll— 
I’ve nothing to clothe me, 
The decent must loathe me, 
And yet —well, I feel tol-lol! 
I’m a rollicking frolicking Derby Doll— 
A rollicking Derby Doll! 


I’m a shivering Derby Doll— 
A quivering Derby Doll— 
At the end of a whip 
In a noose that will slip 
They dangle me sts per coll! 
I’m ashivering, quivering Derby Doll— 
A shivering Derby Doll! 


I’m a smashable Derby Doll— 
A crashable Derby Doll— 
They put my limbs out, 
And fling me about, 
As on drag, ’bus, and waggon they loll! 
I’m a smashable, crashable Derby Doll— 
A smashable Derby Doll! 


a 
I’m a whirlabout Derby Doll— 
A twirlabout Derby Doll— 
How far better for me 
If the pet I could be 
Of some dear little Peggy or Poll— 
She’d take care of and treasure her doll, 
Whereas on this scene 
How ill-used I have been, 
As a hurlabout, whirlabout Derby Doll— 
A whirlabout Derby Doll. 
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HARMLESs TO THE FEATHERED Tripzk.—A Dead Shot. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.] 

A.tpua.—Try and do Bet(t)a, another time. 

PERUVIAN.— We doubt the joke’s peroovin’ original, if we tested it. 

J. G. (Liverpool).—No improvement, though a halter-ation, for your 
measure limps worse than ever. 

Bos (Manchester).—-If your brain has been as you say, ‘ worked into a 
state of pulpy softness,’’ you can do better than try to compose comic verse 
with it. Make it into bread sauce. 

GLAsGow.—We could rhyme an if we would—and ’twould be an answer 
to you. But let it pass, go! 

DrioGenes.— Your tub must think its contents very small beer. 

PALAMON.—Not a Pal of ours. 

Cove oF THE PeRIvupD.—When you say you will be “ delighgted,’’ do 
you not mean spell-bound ? 

P. M. W. (Liverpool).— Your “ jokes’’ open up quite a new prospect for 
punsters, for whose benefit we cull a few—‘‘ may-flower (mayor) —sprout 
(spout)—scedy (seditious).’’ This is, indeed, ‘* punning made easy.” 

Joun JARGoN.—You begin your “advice to young men’’ by asking 
them to “lend you their ears’’— our advice to them is not to do so, for ears 
are an article with which you seem plentifully supplied. If you borrowed 
them, however, for a change, you of course would not want them long. 

Pimiico.—Send your name and address as a guarantee of good faith, and 


we will set the matter right. 
A. R. C. (Bristol). —Thanks. 
ADMIRER (Worcester).—We are flattered. 
E. C. HoLttanps.—The telegraph companies are doubtless obliged to you. 


We are not. 
W. C M.—It was not up tothe mark. It is of no use to us, and can be 


returned if you wish it to be sent. 

Declined with thanks:—C., Belfast; W. T. N., Arlington-street; L, 
Glasgow; W. K., oraneten Brighton; N., Llanelly; H. R.; R. B., 
Landport; V., Hackney; B. G., Northampton; T. C., Tranmere; A., 
Clarence Gardens; G. P , Brighton; P. P.; L, Dublin; Marcus; W. T., 
Manchester; Anon; G., Leeds ; Deep Thinker; E. G., Hoxton; Z., Carlisle; 
G. D.1., Mayfair; V., Taunton; Euston-road; T. M.; W. 8S, Dublin ; 
W. 8S. B., Chancery-lane; O.H., Hyde-park ; E. H., Norwich. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I16. 


For Pero Gomez these declare— 
Those stand by Belladrum— 
While some by the Pretender swear, 
By Duke of Beaufort some. 
Of Pres Ethus, Vagabond, 
Rupert, and Thorwaldsen, 
Are other backers just as fond: 
As many minds as men! 
Our tip we hide these verses in— 
Guess! and ’twill tell you which will win. 
1. Who “ plunges” too deeply, and puts all his cash 
On one horse alone, with a confidence rash, 
Will think when his venture has turned out amiss 























































| That his conduct has almost been culpably this. 
2. Till the race is run, 
And the prize is won, 
None knows the winner, excepting Fun. 
Till the prize he gains, 
As the post he attains, 
The winner most certainly this remains. 
| 3. Belladrum— 
(But, hist ! be dumb !)— 
| So someone whispers me— 
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Is in wind unsound, 
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— | ie | 
: = — 3 | And if so, I'll be bound, 
= —i— a | He’s not in the first three. 
- = 1) 4 4. Too many of these, there is no denying, 
| tH r To horse’s temper are very trying. 
TH 5. Tight trouser and hat on one side, 
Ai A touch of the groom in step and stride, 
aa A straw in his mouth, a wink in his eye— 


2 


These are the things you will know him by. 
He knows the stable—he has the tip, 

But never a word of it passes his lip. 

He'll lay the odds, and his book is sound, 
And on every race-course he’s sure to be found ! 


Sotvution oF Acrostic, No. 114.—Prince Arthur: ! 
Papa, Roar, Intermittent, Noah, Catechu, Error. | 


| 
Correct SoLutTions oF Acrostic No. 114, recervep May 19th :— | 


— 
4 





—————S——— Whee y 
Jenny; Nell and Louie; D.C. L,; Yrrah Snewo; Ryde and Ellis ; 
cyryer Angus Idiot; Ben; I. O. P; W. J.P; G. C.; Llahtyrt; 
W. M. W.; Julu; Frank and Maria; Pompadour; Fair Oak; | 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


| Swell :—“ Hap No BWEAKFAST ?” Swell :-—‘* Paw peccaw !” 
Sweeper :-—“ No, stn!” Sweeper :-—‘‘ Gor w’ER A COPPER 
Swell :—“ Paw peccaw! AND NO YER HONOUR!” 
oe -—“* No sir!”’ y sonata Naw ¥ 
eeper ; ! Sweeper :—‘' Paw sreccaw !” 


Shorncliffe; Cider Eye; Tiny Tan; Another Pompadour ; Sparkie ; 
M. B.: I. L. A. T.; Podgers; Flora B; Emaroth ; Old Mortality ; 
D. G H.; Ruby’s Ghost; Physic and F.; Little Ryan; Alastair; 
Sphinx; Man of Deceit; Tolo; Joppy; G. H. P.; Sillar Bros; 
D. R. P.; Sapientes; Louda P.; Pimlico Tom; Sub Rosa; A. F.; 
C.B. H. Now Singe Etc. ; 2 Boobies; J. A. P.; G. L. 8.; Doddy; 
Owen; Ring-Tailed Roarer; three have sent “ Pa’’ for the first 
word, and two have sent a choice—against the rules. 
| 
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| Lesson for Lancashire. Not a Shave. 

Uniwpracnasie intelligence, frem’ the north, appri Mr. Curipers has placed sail h footing—or rather 

, , rises th Mr. ERS has placed our sailors on the same footing—or rata 

| “GLapstone was defeated by a short head ;’’ so, aha s, ee chinning—with our soldiers and our police. Shaving is to be dis- 
Cross anv Turner aro not, after all, such very long-h ed fellows. ensed with in the navy. Jack is not to be razéed any more than his 

On second thoughts, though the informant quoted is not likely to be | tigate. Let us hope that this immunity from scrapes will not be — 
| a Liberal, for he malignantly adds, “ bad third.” confined to the time he is at sea. | 
| 


Nore by our betting P. D.—“ Please, sir, the gents’ been and | 





| — e Times's report of the Doncaster races for a plitical Speculative. 
Tue Deptford Racing Spec is a thing of the past. "When shall we 
A Contradiction be able to say the same of another speck—or rather foul blot—on our 
; Ir is 5 : social system—the well nigh chronic distress at the East-end ? 


be able to “stay” as well as “ go.” Healthful Sport 
port. 


| CHARLIE I8 MY DORLING. We wot of a dear lover of the trigger who fills up his mornings in 


wenn sts his fortunes to Royal Oak will, like Kio Cuantxs be | the interval between rook and grouse shooting by “flushing” his 
. sewers. 





oe 
a 





trange that over the Derby course the horse that wins must Annan knee accel 


PUT THAT IN YOUR PIPE. 


Waar bookmakers do with strong backers :—-Smoke them. Wey cannot a lady who owns a roan horse possess one of any other 


colour? Because it would not be her own. 


Sone for an obese jockey who cannot “reach the weight” to ride a 
| favourite: “ Shall I wasting in despair ?’’ 


a ee 


BOYS’ SUITS, 16s. 1 45s. 


IN STOOK FOR IMMEDIATE USE OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, tupGatTH HILL. 
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Tue popular “ Race-Glass : "<A bumper of Champagne. 
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OUR POOR RELATIONS. 


Scenze.—The Monkey House at the Zoological Gardens, Regent's-park. 
ARMAVIGIUS, @ philosopher in spectacles, is conducting a young Dis- 
ciple of his school over the building. 


ArmA.—Here be the quadrumana. It is a mighty elegant building, 
and the plants, besides giving it grace and beauty, are highly useful 
in absorbing the noxious odours, which are inseparable from the best- 
regulated monkeys. 

Discrp.—Oh, my! Look at that chap pulling the other's tail 
through the bars. 

Arma.—The Orientals conceive the monkey to be, in reality, a 
human being, but endowed with such superior cunning that he declines 
to talk lest he should be set to work. Others consider them to be our 
poor relations, who, according to Lorp Monzoppo, are rendered so 
restless and fidgety by their straitened circumstances that they miss 
the advantage of man’s sedentary habits, which alone are the cause of 
his being tail-less. The monkey, then, is born of poor, but dishonest 
parents —and he takes after them— 


[ At this point, the philosopher having approached too close to the cage, a 
monkey seizes his spectacles. As he strives to recover them, @ second 
monkey pulls his wig through the wires, and a third tears his cravat. 


Discrr.—Oh, my eye! Here’s a lark! 





Chronicle Small Beer. 


Ovr otherwise excellent contemporary, the Publie Schools Chronicle, 
has been trenching on our ground by publishing some excruciatingly 
funny things in the shape of dramatic criticism. A little while 
since it gravely noticed Plot and Passion as a new piece! Last week it 
gave solemn advice to Miss Fow rer of the Gaiety, describing her as 
a beginner and telling her what to do if she “ intends to take to the 
boards.’”’ Our contemporary has, we are aware, with a view to en- 
couraging their literary taste, invited the schoolboys to send contri- 
butions; but it is hardly wise to let the young gentlemen do the 
dramatic notices. 


A Coox’s Excursion.—Going to bring the Chops of the Channel to 
the Gridiron at the docks. 
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suppose in the city of donkeys the grey mare is the better horse. 
































By Our Own SEAGULL. 


’D have you know a daw is 
not— 
Because he wears its plumes 
—a pea-fowl. 
If girls are ducks, may I bo 
shot, 
Because they're feathered by 
the sea-fowl. 


STANZAS. 
| 
| 
| 


Let them obey 

The law; and may 
7 Neceal The statute flourish long! 
» = say we fowl! 





, 

Oh, ladies! Trust in your own charms, | 

Nor let them follow with ill-luck us: 

No “ feather in your hat” our harms! | 
Forbid then Fashion thus to pluck us. 

You are made fair 

With flowing hair— 

Not plumes, as Nature has bestuck us. | 

\ 

| 


Reject each savage feather-freak 
From fashions milliners unfurl you, 
And lasting gratitude bespeak 
From guillemot, grebe, puffin, curlew— 
And praises cull 
From guileless gull, 
You kindly fascinating girl, you! 








The better Horse. 


Tue Yankee papers announce that “ Mrs. Boomer, the originator 
of the costume which bears her name, has been elected Mayor of 
Council Bluffs, lowa.” If the natives of that place do not reject our 
bluff counsels, they will henceforth call their chief magistrate a 
mare. ‘In the country of the blind the one-eyed is king,” so we 














"man, We, however, do not use such 
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““VERY LIKE—VERY LIKE.” 


Mr. B. A. Boons having given SmupceEr, R.H.A., leave to exhibit his portrait, 
is intensely delighted to find there is a slight mistake in the Catalogue, and that the 
description really belonging to No. 82—“B. A. Boone, Ese., F'.Z.8., ete.”—has 
been transferred to No, 28. 








FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 2nd, 1869. 


HE atmosphere of the House of Lords is cooler and more tem- 
te, we are always told, than that of the House of Commons. 
e “Trish Church Bill” fight which is about to take place 
there is, therefore, likely to be a civil war. We are warned that 
the Opposition peers have laid their heads together with the intention 
of throwing a stumbling-block, thus com ,in the way of the Bill’s 
advance. Asin the old times of the Parliament those who wish to 
treat the measure in a Cavalier manner have to such an ambus- 
cade, as Mx. Mornis’s clever pee’ in the Exhibition of the Royal 
Academy depicts. As the Bill, under escort of Lorp GranviLte and 
— ame is a ing pro et see = = in ambush. 
TH, W possibly ground for not reposing too 
much on his head, throws himself on his stomach and aes wetcl. 
Lorp Dersy, with drawn sword is ready to dash in with a Rupert 
charge, while Lorp Carrns, who depends too much on his legal skill 
in fence to need much armour, waits patiently. Behind them lurks a 
deserter from the Liberal ranks, His name points to an Eastern 
origin, but it is in the West-buried under another title. He was once 
high in the ranks of the Liberal party, which nothing however 
aeons 98 uch as his leaving it,” or might have disgraced so much 
as in it after certain revelations. However, here he is, 
ready to fight fiercely as deserters must do; “one of the sons of Bethel 
driven to the camp of Belial,” the Puritans would have said of such a 
unparliamentary 


[June 5, 1869, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. II7. 


A cLEVER M.P. has been speaking of late 

On women and questions affecting their state. 

He looked for the day when the poor “ suppressed sex ”’ 
Should ne’er, to the yoke men enforce, bow their necks. 
The ladies applauded, and with their applause 

They gave him what surely should help making laws. 


1. Supposing an animal yawn, and you know 
That animals yawn like all mortals, 
This word would express, what leads far down below 
As well as carnivorous portals. 


2. A novel by Hannay is reckon’d 
A capital tale of the sea ; 
His hero has names, this the second— 
We find, of a “ good tap ”’ was he. 


3. It comes, they say, from France, and yet 
It’s derivation you ll forget 
In change of sound, although the same 
Short word in Latin has a name, 
Whose meaning you will all detect 
In English, meaning to direct. 


4. Had he only spoken 

But one little word, 
When his troth was broken 

Then his ears had heard, 
Angry answer surely 

This he would have told. 
Yet he acted purely 

In the days of old. 


5. “ By gas-light or daylight, or noisy, or stilly, 
Whatever my mood is, [ love Piccadilly ; ”’ 
So sings Mr. Locker, my more modest praise is 
Of that which surrounds it, in each of its phascs. 


Sotution oF Acrostic No. 115.—Aecademy, Artists : 
Aga, Coulter, Adamant, Dioscuri, Ethics, Mast, Yufts. 

Correct SotutTions or Acrostic No. 115, RECEIVED May 26th.— 
a Louie; L. A. C., Fenchureh-st.; Pompadour ; Sapientes ; 
Doddy. 

SLODGER AND TrNEy.—Answers should be received not later 


than Wednesday morning. We believe yours was received but 
was not in accordance with the rales. 


T. AND Co.—The letter was intime. For rules vide No {7,. 
New Series. 


battle for bigotry. 


Au sensible people will rejoice that Cuartes Dickens has directed 
against the bigots and fanatics of real life the keen pen which pinned 
Chadband and Stiggins as specimens of pious coleoptera in bygone 
times. During his retirement on account of ill health, at a time when 
his privacy should have been especially respected, they hovered about 
him, with discordant and threatening shrieks. Fortunately, though 
such people possess the tastes, they have not the unerring instincts of 
vultures and such vile carrion-birds, which collect around the 
wounded and dying ; and Cuartzs Dickens is among us again to nail 
a few of the buzzards of bigotry on the barn-door beside Stiggins and 
Chadband. They are real vermin this time —the sermon-sender and 
the rest of the crew are, as we know, living nuisances; and many are 
they who, pestered by them in time of affliction, will be grateful to 
our popular humorist for punishing those traders on human sorrow 
and suffering. It is too infamous that in the first anguish of bereave- 
ment, pele should be informed by harpies, who never heard of 
them until they scented their addresses in the “ Deaths’ in the 
Times, that their sins and misdeeds have lost them their beloved ones. 
And that this most cruel outrage should be committed under the cloak 
of religion is the more shocking. The hyena frequents graveyards 
and finds amusement in desecratingdeath. “But he is only a wild beast 
—not a wild bigot, and he does not call his yells sermons, or disguise 
his enjoyment as zeal for the good of others. 

We are so grateful to Mr. Dicxens for his exposure of this wicked 
sham that we can overlook the only blot on his “ Fly-leaf, ’’ the some- 
what excusable vanity which seems to suppose that all the world came 
to a standstill at the news of his indisposition. Long may he live to 
make us uneasy about his health as an Irishman would say. 





WHOLESALE, AND, WE TRUST, FoR ExrortaTion.—Our able-bodied 


language, we | paupers. 



























































only smile to see him of all men compelled to consort with bi shops and | 
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—A DESIGN FOR A FRESCO IN THE HOUSE OF PEERS. 


THE AMBUSCADE 


[With Fun’s apologies to MR. Morris for taking a liberty with his clever picture in the Royal Academy. | 





| 


ox ete est 
: 





June 5, 1869.] 


LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


a 
XVIII.—VALEDICTORY. 


T length we have, we believe, ex- 
hausted our theme. We have visited 
every description of Lodgings, from 
the extreme postal district of N. to 
S., from fashionable W. to seafaring | 
E. We have taken the courteous | 
reader to the police-station and the | 

workhouse as well as to the West- | 

end hotel and the genteel shades of | 

Mayfair. And now the time has | 

come when we must give our notice 

to quit. 

Our duty to the public has not 
been performed without somewhat serious consequences to ourselves. 
On more than one occasion ladies—stout, of mature age, and gifted 
with large and weighty umbrellas—have called at No. 80, Fleet-street, | 


and expressed a desire to see the author of Life in Lodgings. We | 
recently induced a friend from the country, who is ambitious to ap- | 
pear connected with literature, to personate us. He lies at this moment | 
in a precarious condition at the St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, with one | 
eye injured by a poke from the ferule of a gingham, and extensive | 
scalp wounds produced by repeated blows with a door-key. Such are 
the serious inconveniences we have suffered by proxy in our anxiety to 
serve the public. 

Another result of our devotion to the common weal is that it has 
become utterly impossible for us to obtain lodgings anywhere. We 
have occupied three hours and a Hansom in the vain search for apart- 
ments. The Mrs. Bouncers of the Metropolis refuse for once to 
“take in” alodger. ‘ They don’t want no prying parties a-watching 
over the way as they conduck their business and a-writing about it in 
them papers.’”’ Even the slavey refuses to allow us to look over the 
rooms, as if we had sinister designs on the Britannia metal. Nay, 
without going so far as to seek lodgings, we have met with severe 
rebuffs on occasions when we have called on friends, living in apart- 
ments. The vengeance of the landladies has fallen on those unoftend- 
ing beings, after having acquired an edge by violent abuse of us. The 
result is that our acquaintances have frequently unplored us not to | 
visit them. 

Now that our task is completed we shall shave off our whiskers, have 
our hair done the fashionable colour, cultivate a Scotch accent, and 
endeavour to lose all traces of our identity. Should this fail our only 
hope will be to procure a tent and take up our quarters, as suggested 
in the initial in some rural and retired spot—in the extensive Fields in 
which St. Martin’s stands, or amid the quiet shades of Whetstone 
Park. 

It is not without reluctance that we part from our reader, who has 
accompanied us on our mental journeys from the cari lwogi or dear 
lodgings of the fashionable quarter to the accommodation gratis of the | 
casual wards. Visions of the strange things we have scen and learnt | 
during our travels rise before us. We see the lodging-house cat, | 
which considering its extraordinary partiality for cold meat, and the — 
ingenuity it exercises in compassing that viand is curiously lean and 
lank. Nor is the cat the only domesticated animal that we recall | 
amongst the fauna of Lodgerdom. We can picture to ourselves the | 
wild huntsman who at the witching hour of night has to get up, light 
a match, re-illume his flat-candle, and plunge into the mad excitement 
of the chase. j 

We recall too the manners and customs of the natives of the region. 
Their manners are over-bearing and their customs extortionate. ‘Their 
knowledge of compound arithmetic is peculiar—five mutton chops at 
sixpence amounting, according to their 
calculations, to three - and - sixpence. 
Their weights are dubious and their 
measures peculiar, only three half-pint 
glasses going to the quart of beer by 
their rules, while a penn’orth of milk is 
so very minute as to be scarcely percepti- 
ble to the naked eye. 

It it were not the established rule in 
England that only the undeserving 
should be honoured with statues, Tra- 
falgar-square would have been long since 
adorned by a piece of sculpture of the 
annexed design, wherein a typical lodger 
is seen piercing with her own exaggerated 
bill-file the prostrate form of the conven- 
tional landlady. But we neither expect 
nor desire our labours to be thus crowned. 
If—as has been said by a distinguished 
writer—if our writings have at any time 
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| instruction. 
| succeeded in this, we make a confident but grateful bow, as we take 
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opened the eyes of the unsuspecting to the depredations of the un- 
scrupulous, if they have lightened the perquisites and seared the 
conscience of a landlady, or afforded innocent laughter on the right 
side of the mouth to one of her victims, our efforts have been 
rewarded. 

It is some consolation to us, and will doubtless be interesting to the 
public, to learn that our artist has also suffered in the good cause. 
He has more than once been turned out of his lodgings in consequence | 
of a suspicion that he was connected with this series of papers. How 
great such an inconvenience was may be gathered from the fact that 
his principal luggage and chief property isa plaster cast, life-size, of 
the Venus de Medici, purchased in early hours of affluence, 
enthusiasm, and Academy studentship. When our readers picture to 
themselves that indefatigable youth wandering from street to street 
in search of an abode, accompanied bya small black portmanteau and 
a large white Venus, they will form’ some idea of his devotion to the 
interests of science, the welfare of the public, and the amusement of the 
street-boys. 

_ Before taking our leave we may as well take this opportunity of deny- 
ing a rumour which is prevalent in the highest circles that the Carlton 
Club, relying upon our popularity with the newly-qualified voters, 
who came under the Lodger Franchise, intend to bring us forward for 
one of the metropolitan boroughs at the next general election. There 
is even less ground for the report, circulated by malice and invented 
by envy, that our sole object in writing this series has been to 
advoeate the claims of a new invention, which we are stated to have 
patented as “the High Pressure Double Action, Centrifugal and 
Condensing Automatic Steam Slavey,” and are described as anxious to 
bring out as a Limited Liability Company. It is equally untrue that 
we have a scheme before Parliament for the conversion of 
Westminster Abbey, St. Paul’s Cathedral, Leicester-square and the 
site of the Nelson Column into a large Model Lodgin:: House, with 
sleeping accommodation provided in the beds of the '] .ames and the 
New River, and that we are endeavouring to induce the Duxe of 
CAMBRIDGE to stamp the sheets of Ornamental water in the Parks 
with “Stolen from Grorce, Ranger” in large characters. 

Such visions are far too chimerical for us. Our object has been to 
combine as much amusement as possible with the smallest amount ot 
In the full assurance that we have either failed or 


down the card in our window ; trusting to a favourable verdict at the 


hands of that most intclligent jury, the British public, which we trust ‘ 
will not sit upon us, although we do thus put an end to our Life in F 


j ' 
w/ 7 
iY <4 
i 


Ae 7 4 c i 
“aN e Wi 4 
\\ ZC 
\\\ 
i 
We 


s 
a 
Li 


aa 
| mi A\\) 
By LEN 

\ A AOA 

ME oS 


\\ 
a" | 


} 
J 


at) 
NE 
i Nh 


Pa 
a 
ie 
Vit 


iA 
“eign 
Hh) 


TZ 
Th; 


fe 





A Spark. 


Proressor TYNDALL delivered his sixth lecture on * Light”’ t 
| day. Was it on that most ancient form of illumination the Tynda.r - 


| light. 
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A MAN OF BUSINESS. 


lst City Man :-—“ Just HAD A VERY HEAVY Loss, EH ? SORRY TO HEAR IT. 


How was it?’”’ 


Qnd Ditto :—“Wuy, I NsuRED MY MOTHER-IN-LAW’S LIFE FOR TWO 
THOUSAND—SENT HER TO ScoTLAND BY RAIL—AND HANG ME, IF SHE HASNT 


come back again safe 1” 
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[June 5, 1869. 


SWEEP! 


I’m in a sweep —a Derby sweep! 

Of money I may win a heap. 
Suppose my horse should chance to win, 
Oh, won’t I make the tin to spin! 


I’m in a sweep! and if my horse 
Is first, I sweep the board perforce. 
If third or second [ shall yet 

A very decent total get. 


I want some summer elothes—a hat, 
There’s very little doubt of that. 

I have some bills I want to pay, 

So some of it shall go that way. 


I'll give Amer1A MARTHA JANE 

A very handsome watch and chain ; 
And of my winnings I’ll assign 

My uncle some—for keeping mine. 


And then—but stop! the paper’s come, 
T’ll see if I have won the sum ; 

For first or second—Ha! I’m glummer, 
«« Pretender— Pero Gomez—Drummer !”’ 


Where was my horse? Why, bless my heart, 
The beggar did not even start. 

I’m done—I’m rather more than done! 

I drew a horse that didn’t run. 
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An Anecdote, 


WE submit the following apologue for republication in 
a cheap—no! some print and paper must be considered 
dear at a halfpenny even, so we will say small—contem- 
porary which, like a magpie, exists on what it sophisti- 
cally calls “extracts.” It will remind the publisher and 
the six other people who constitute its public of its 
strictures on a certain cartoon. Here’s the apologue :— 
“ A certain area-sneak has threatened to bring an action 
against a gentleman, whose silver-spoons he had stolen, 
because they were not of the exact pattern he wished.” 


The Largest Charcoalation in the World. 


A FrRrEeND of ours who has recently taken to eating 
the well-known charcoal biscuits as a cure for chronic 
indigestion, assures us that he is quite proud of his 
—— now that he finds it is something to Brace 
about. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue management of the Gaiety is not content with making the 
theatre the most tem 
ing all sorts of 1 not to mention comforts, in front of the house. 
It has in Columbus presented the public with an extravaganza which, 


for splendour and taste, eclipses all the old Lyceum extravaganzas, | 


that the laudator temporis acti has been so fond of quoting. Mr. 
A.rrep Tuompson has superintended the mounting, as well as written 
the libretto, of the e. The are gorgeous and solid, 
i gaudy and y ; and the scenery, with the exception of 
the last scene (which is scarcely up to: Mr. Morcan’s mark) is effec- 
tive and artistic. The music is admirably selected and songs and 
dances are marked by a refinement unusual in the regions of burlesque. 
It is to be regretted that despite some admirable situations and one or 
two very comic bits of business, the piece is, from a lite int of 
view, weak. The rhymes are more than ordinaril Sciimeriied, which 
we should not have expected from a man of Mr. Tuompson’s taste and 
lish ; while the lines eoeerecner.wengene in metze, ranging from 
our feet to a dozen without scru t is fair to say that many of 
the jokes are excellent, and that few depend on mere word-twisting ; 
but while some are fresh, the majority are so that they have stood 
the acting, Miss Farren carries the piece, 
ue actress without an equal on the 
her with something better 


part) make the most of what is allotted to 
does also Miss Tremarvz. The part of the heroine is en- 
Fow.ezr, who unfortunately has only a handsome dress 
and good We were inclined to ascribe her shortcomings on the 
first night to the vulgarity of a box full of swells who paid her the poor 
compliment of a a with bouquets the moment she appeared, and be- 
fore, therefore, she done anything to merit the tribute. A second 


ing in London, by abolishing fees and establish- | 


LosEny 
singing, ore. Macrzean, Mr. Exprep, and | J 


visit (and everyone will go twice, by the way, to see Columbus) we regret 


| to say, only confirms an opinion, that she is not likely to do much witha 


art so splendid in costume. We have only to add that the dancing of 

[ADEMOISELLE Rosex1 is alone sufficient to call for a visit to this most 

leasant theatre. The present generation has not seen such marvellous 

eats so gracefully performed. She appears to swim—to pause—to fly 
through the air with a buoyancy devoid of all effort, and with a preci- 
sion truly marvellous. She is the only dancer in our time, to whom 
we can apply Hoop’s quotation dpropos of the Taglionis and Ceritos, 
“They toil not, neither do they spin.” 

Tue Flower Show season has set in with severity. The energies of 
the milliner and the horticulturist are alike exerted to add to its 
beauties. 'The Show at the Crystal Palaee the other day was, as regards 
flowers, not so good as we have seen. The competition for cut-flowers 
in bouquets struck us as icularly weak. he show at the Horti- 
cultural, on the 22nd May, was of a very superior class, its chief 
attraction being a splendid seey of pelargoniums. That so many 
aaeeent rizes fell to Messrs. CARTER woald not surprise those who 

visited their nursery ground at Perry Hill, about one mile from 
Sydenham Station. There, in the midst of an almost park-like estate, 
their extensive gardens and acres of glass are situated, wherein the 
manager, Mr. Boston, devotes long experience and tried skill to the 
production of seedling pelargoniums. We can compare the frames 
filled with the young plants to nothing but cases of the most gorgeous 
ewellery ; so rich and exquisite are the colours, whose brilliancy defies 
We know of few ways of 


the cunning of the deftest colourist to copy. 
biy than in a visit to these 


spen an hour or so more eea 
beautiful plants. 7 





The Orange, and its Fruit. 


A_Hipeknian friend says. you may know the Orange party by the 
acid fermentation it pro-juices in Ireland. 













| 





JuNE 6, 1869.] 
Pima & YF 
ACT I.—Somewhere in Baden Baden. Enter Leonard GRANTLEY. 
Lrcnarv.— My brother Harry has forged a bill, and I am suspected 
of having done it! [kter Morpecal, a Hebrew, a: d Lond CASTLEFORD. 
Monrpecal.— This bill is forged by you! 
Lronarp.—It is not! 
Morpecalt.— What proofs have you ? 
Lronarp.— Procfs? What need of proofs when one’s conscience is 
all right ? 
Lorp C.—He speaks truly. I amsure he is innocent! 
Morprcat.— Not so. (Zo Officers of Justice.) Arrest him! 
(The Officers attempt to arrest him. He knocks then ali down, especially 
Monrvecal, and springs over a wal’, and so escapes.) 


ACT LI. Scenr 1.—Algiers.. The French Army discovered, bivouacking. | 


A Soitprer.—Hurrah for the bold Chassoores! 
Au..— Hurrah! 
Enter LEONARD GRANTLEY, in the uniform of a private Chassoore, together 
with Rock, lately hts servant, but now also a Chasscore. 
Rocx.—My noble master! 


LEONARD.— Nay, Rock, we are no longer master and servant, we are | 


equals in rank, and fight side by side. 
Rocx.—The Colonel dislikes you. 
LEonaRD.— He docs. 

in the French army. 


Rock.— May it not be because you wi// wear your whiskers, although, | 


Ly the rules of the French army, you are bound to shave them ? 
Lronarp.—It may be that. Very likely it is. At all events, we 
will hope so. (Zo the Army.) Soldiers of France, we will hope so! 
‘THe Army.— We will! 
Enter Coronet Duranp and the Ducusss pi Ruona. 
CoLonEL.— Private Grantley. 
LEonarD.—Here! 
CoLoneL.— Dog! 
LEONARD (asi¢e).—Ha! But no matter. 
CoLoneLt.—The Duchess would see specimens of your ivory carving. 
Lronarp.— Behold them ! 
Decuess.— How much ? 
Lronarp.— They are yours for a glance of those soft eyes! 
Dvucuess (aside).—A gentleman, evidently! (Aloud.) Nay, I must 
pay for them. 
Lronarp.—I will not take money for them. A glance is all I want. 


CotonEL.— Don’t trouble yourself, Duchess, Z will give him the | 


glance! | 

LEoNnARD.— Nay, it must come from her Grace. 

CoLonEL.—Insolent hound ! 

LeonarD.—Ha! But no matter! 

CoLoneLt.—Away! I will settle with you anon! 

Dvucuess (confidentially to audience).—I love that ivory carver! 

[ Exit, blushing. 
Enter Firnerry, a Vivandiére, on a pale horse with weak eyes. 

Fireriy.— I have achieved another victory! The Arabs have fled, 
and Algiers is ours! 

LEonaRD (mtld/y).—Are ours. Algiers are ours. 

I rrEFLy.— Always right, my noble boy! 

Tue Army.—Three cheers for Firefly ! 

Ax...— Hurrah for the bold Chassoores! 

Scene 3.— CoLonet DurRaAnn’s Quarters. 
Enter Coronet Duranp and CartarIn DE VIGNY. 

Cartarn.—Colonel, the French army has collared a little Arab child. 
She made a desperate resistance, but the armies of France were too 
many for her. After a protracted struggle she capitulated. 

CoLoNEL.— May France ever triumph thus over her haughty foes! | 
They cannot now say that we have not taken a single prisoner. Load | 
the captive with chains and bring her in. 

[They bring the captive in, securely guarded. | 

CoLongeL.—Ha! A right truculent countenance! Away with her 
to the unprotected cottage on the Algerian frontier. 

Caprain.— But—excuse me—her Arab father has only to walk over 
and take her back. 

CotoneEL.— Silence, dog! (Enter Leonarp GRANTLEY.) Here, you— 
I'll send you on a message of cer‘:.in death. Take a flag of truce and 
this letter to her Arab father. * if you don’t capitulate your daughter 
shall be smashed.” | 

Lronarp.—I go! [Goes. | 

~ Scenr 4.—TZhe Arab Encampment. 
Arpanim, Chief of the Khalifas, discovered, surrounded by his tribe. 

Atparim.—Changed are the days since Aldarim was the cockney | 
Jew Mordecai in the first act! | 

Auu.— They are. 
Enter LEonarn (with 


Flog ef Tiuce’, and also Frrerxy, on the Horse of | 

the Crimson Fyelids. 
Lronarp.—I bear a message from the Franks. 
A.parim.—They are dogs! 
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I don’t know why, for 1 am the finest soldier | 


[Shows some specimens. | 


| _ Leonarp.—Most of them. Listen. “If vou don't on 
| daughter shall be smashed.”’ 
| ALparm.—Ha! Bear him to his death! 
| Frreriy.— Not so. 

| ALpARIM.—Why not? 
| Frrerty.—Because I, the Vivandiére of the Franks, de line te 

| Sanction such a proceeding. 

ALDARIM.— Oh. That alters the case, of course. (7- Leonann.) If 
| Firefly remains with us as a hostage you can return to your army 

| Otherwise, you die. Which will you do? : ang 
| _ Leonarp.—I will return, and leave her here. It is better that sh. 
| should die than I, for I am the finest soldier in the ‘French army 

| Farewell, Firefly ! = 
| Jirerty.— But, I say 
| Lronarp.—No, thanks—I am only too happy to give you another 
opportunity of showing these Arab dogs how well a Frenchwoman can 
behave under circumstances of immediate danger. [Hast, very quickly. 


ACT ITI.—The Ducness pt Ruona’s Apartments. 


| Enter LEONARD, meeting the DucueEss. 
Ducness.—I want to pay you for those ivory carvings. 
ILxonarp.—Nay. All I require is a glance of those soft eyes ! 
Dvucness (aside).— He isa gentleman! Are you not LeonardGrant) . 
Lronarp.—I am. 
Dvucness.— Then I am your early playmate. 
Lronarv.— Ha! My own Di Rhon! 
Enter Coronet Dvuranp. 
CoLtoneL.—What do I sce? Private Grantley embracing my 
Duchess! [ Exit Ducness, very red. 
Lronarp.—She is my early playmate, Colonel. 
CoLonEL.— Oh, yes, I dare say. She is engaged to me, and you 
must permit me to object to your fondling her at your pleasure. 
Lronarp.—There are some insults that even a soldier of France 
| can’t stand, and this is one of them. Have at thee, monster! 
[Gives him one for himsely. 
[Se ldiers seize him. 





[ They enbrace. 


Cotonet.—Ha! Ablow! Seize him! 
|  Lxeonarp.— Why, what have I done ? 
| CoLongEL.—Away with him, and shoot him! 
My early, carly playmate! 

[ They hurry him off. 
| ACT IV.—TZhe Desert. Enter Anass and Finer vy. 


Atparm.—The Frankish dog has not returned with my child, so 
the woman he bravely left as hostage shall die. 
AutuL.—It is just! [ They are about to stab her. 
Atparim.— Stay! <A death by stabbing were far too easy and 
merciful. Tie her to yon tree with-a handkerchief, while we retir 
and ponder on our vengeance. 
| [ They tie her to a tree with a cotton handkerchief, and exeunt. 
| Fireriy.— How to break the irresistible bond that holds me prisoner. 
Ha! My trained Etna, with his wonderful Horse Effects ! 
Enter Etna, the pink-eyed horse. He unties the slip-knot, and Vinervy 
is free. 
| Frrerry.—Free! Free! Away to other climes! But first, my Etna, 
| ring the belfry bell, that the Arabs may know that lam going. , 
[ Etna rings bell. 
| 
| 


| 


| Lronarp.—Oh, Duchess di Rhona! 


| 
| 





Enter Araps, Firer.y mounts Etna, shoots all the Arabs and escepes. 
Last Scenr.— The Falls of Arena. (JOHNSON.) 
PEOPLE BEHIND.— Hold him back! Don’t let him rush on! 
Enter So.tpiers and LEONARD, @ prisoner, 

Lronarp.— And I am to be shot for thrashing my commanding 
officer. I have said a good deal of clap-trap in the course of the piece 
about the admirable treatment French soldiers receive at the hands of 
their superiors, and I have often compared their happy condition to 
the miserable existence passed by our British troops, but I begin to 
think I was mistaken. 

CotonEL.—Shoot him! 

ALL.—We will! 

CoLoneL.—At a yard and a half. Ready! Present—— 

Enter Finer xy, just in time. 


Firrerty.— Hold! 
CoLonEL.— Why ? 
Firerty.—I don’t know! 
Cotonet.—Ha! The forest-is on fire! 
Frrerty.—Indeed! Ha! the child in the hut! 
[ Rides up rake to hut at back of stage. A child is obligingly handed out 
to her at the end of a pole by some devoted creature within. Firer.y 
returns, and presents the child to the Soldiers of France. 
Au..— Hurrah ! 
The Curtain falls, and LeoNARD GRANTLEY (tee hope) is shot forthwith. 
OvrsELves.—The piece is terrible trash ; but it is expensively 
mounted, and is illustrated by some excellent scenery. The oat scene 
(by Mr. Jonnson) is especially good. Miss Sanprorp is an accom- 
plished equestrian, and her horse is remarkably well trained. A werd 
of praise for Mr. Encar, who played Colonel d very effectively. 
He seems to know Low a uniform should be worn. 
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A BROAD DISTINCTION. 


Dustman :—“ Wurre am J a-corur’? To THE HOPERER—MY MISSUS HAS 
GOT A STALL THERE.” | 

Sceptical Friend :—“ Ou, an! Gert out !"’ | 

Dustman (naturally indignant) :—“ Traiu ver sue nas! THE APPLE STALL 
JUST OUTSIDE THERE.” 





OUR DERBY TIP. 


hasten to assure the numerous correspondents, who have 
to thank us for giving them the correct tip for the Derby, 
although they are good enough to offer us a share of their 
must decline to profit in any way by our prophetic skill. 

1 as two. weeks before the Derby, while the ordinary 
were beating about the bush we distinctly told” our 

“ Pretender will win ”’—vide page 96. Nicno.as, himself the 
; prete ving, displayed on his watch chain a locket bearing his 
wn in character—P.,, which has been the cué for many a 
and bettor man. The ass in the lion's skin, typifying Pretender, 
first and foremost in the Old Man’s Hi erties indication 
which there was no ble uncertainty. oreover, we warned our 
s that Pretender pretensions not pretences, in Momus’s tip 
that the winner must be “more than Pero,” thus indicating 
also. But we need not enlarge on the subject. We never 
except on a certainty, and we are invariably right, more or 
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By Gums ! 
A DENTIST advertises “ Painless Tooth Extraction.”” No inducement 


to us—our painless teeth are far too precious to be parted with. 
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COURTESY. 


Tom Rorrson and I at school 
To be polite were made— 

(Five shillings extra was the rule, 
And this our parents paid.) 

All usages of courtesy 

_ Were on our minds engraved ; * 

Until, at last, we got to be 

Extremely well-behaved ! 


_ “No one e’er lost,” they’d often quote, 

‘From having been polite ;”’ 

And sometimes told an anecdote 
To prove that they were right. 

They teld us how a man bow’d low— 
Which made him not so tall— 

An act of courtesy, and so 
Escaped a cannon ball! 


How one a stranger to his pew 
Invited ; and soon found 

A legacy became his due 
Of many thousand pound. 


A quantity of stories such 
As these, they told us then ; 

To teach us we should do as much 
When we were grown up men. 


At last to school we bade adieus, 
And life’s adventures sought ; 
And then endeavoured to make use 

Of what we haj been taught. 


Whate’er adventure Tom befell 
A thousand ’twas to one, 

It always surely turned out well 
For pleasure, good, or fun! 


’ But Fortune never to me stuck, 
' And in all sorts of shapes, : 
| _ When Rosisson got all the luck, 
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Got me in all the scrapes! | 
I now distrust ail’courtesy, 
Its object who Can say ¢ 
Some covert reason there may be 
Which you will know one day ! 


To this all my experience goes— 
Politeness serves no ends— 

Treat everybody as your foes 
Until they prove your friends. 





Gustoers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold. ourselves 
responsible for loss. | : 


J. E. (Walsall).— Would you know what the editorial authority has done 
with your witticism ? We can only reply in the words of your own ‘* Hint 
to woodcutters ”’ . 

Tir (Gray’s).—As your tit is clearly no Pegasus, he must be turned out 


to | 8. . 
. J. P.—Lord Chelmsford. ' ‘ 

G. A. (Kensington).—See our rules, which we do not care to suspend for 
those who are too careless to read them. ; ; heer 5 

A. L. (Liverpool).—Your absence in America is your only excuse for 
considering that dreadful old joke about “ head-scenter.”’ a-novelty. 

W. ALN. Poe te sketch shall be returned if you will senda 
stamped and direc re | 

Declined with thanks :—T. A., Todmorden; S._R.; Rio; Bedmunds ; 
E. E. W.; Nemo; Foozle ; Fama semper viret; R. P.; J. F/; P., Burges; 
T., Nottingham ; Pabletta; Done Brown ; W. T.; H., Paddington-street ; 
T. D., Hartlepool; S., York-road; Old Soldier; F.. R. C.; Rum’un; 


T. T, 8.; Fluffy; T., Leeds; Liverpool Charlie; M. W., Birmingham ; 
ame A Derby Dog; S. S, Dalston; T. N., Manchester; Peter the 
rater. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 





Printed by JUDD & GLASS Phomix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Floet-street, E.C.—London: June 5, 1869. 
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A Very Bad Case. 
KNUMSCULL is dreadfully stupid ! 


He would insist upon it the other 
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An Abuse of a Boon. 


O_p Curmudgeon gloats over the prospect of an nmbrageous seat on 


day that “ Physical Geography ’”’ meant a knowledge of the effect of | the Thames Embankment—pictures himself walking down with his 


medicine on one’s stomach-ache-reage. 


Caught Tripping. 


We must confess 
Bradshaw is not in- 
teresting reading. 
We never met with 
anybody who had 


— 


and could tell us how 
itended. Perhaps it 
is not finished yet, 
and the dénouement 
will be the clearing 
up of the difficulties 
of the London, Chat- 
ham, and Dover, 
who will marry and 
live happily ever 
after. 

However, if Brad- 
shaw is not sensa- 
tional enough, we 
have got a sensation 
or two out of a little 
yellow pamphlet, is- 
sued by the Great 
Western Railway, 
under the attractive 
title, Programme of 
Tourist Arrange- 
ments. The Great 
Western! It 
breathes “Of the 
west —of the west, 
of the land of the 
free’’—of Devon and 
Cornwall and of 
Wales. It also, we 
find, lays some of its 
scenery in Derby- 
shire and Yorkshire, 
and even Scotland, 
though that occurs 
near the end of the 
work, and wehaven’t 
read quite so far yet. 

Well, of all the 
works in circulation, 
give us this little 
treatise — and a 
monthly tourist 
ticket—and we'll ab- 
jure all other litera- 
ture, turn over no 
leaves save green 
ones, and shun all 
covers save those 
drawn (and design- 
ed) by fox-hunters. 
Some people will tell 
you it is wicked to 
be idle—we only 
wish we could so be 
“ caught tripping.” 


nt Al Ne i 





Tus Morro oF THE 
R.A.’s.—“ Let our- 
selves be hung—and 
let the outsiders be 
hanged!” 





| read it all through | 


Tourist :—“I say, OLD CHAP, 8'POSE YOU 


GARDEN. 


Live and Learn. 

WE are under a deep sense of obligation to the Times. 
estimable journal (‘‘ widely-circulated”’ and “valuable” are us 
phrases), of May 20th, after modestly quoting a saying of Sir Cornz- 
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A HINT FOR HORTICULTURISTS. 


THINK YOU'VE 
WHuy DIDN’T YOU STAND IT UP ON END AND PLANT ON BOTH SIDES ?’ 








are désillusionnés. 
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_camp-stool and—taking umbrage. 
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MADE THE MOST O° THAT 





quarterly an “Index to the Times,” at the price of ten shillings. 
( Hitherto we have been under the firm belief that 
ed-up | the real Zimes index wus the drift of public opinion. 





A Morassinine 
Proceeding. 
Tue leader of the 

Opposition, not con- 

tent with conducting 

his party into ‘a 

Serbonian bog” by 

his baleful and un- 

certain glimmer, has 
in his policy about 
the Imsh Church 

sill led them into a 

worse than WSer- 

bonian bog-gle. 


A Geographical 

Miled One. 

Ir is a strange 
contradiction to the 
ordinarily nipping 
and eager air of the 
Highland Scot, that 
when he gets hold 
of an island in a 
“loch,” he takes 
only an “inch” out 
of the ell-he-meant. 





A ’Fernal Joke. 

When a_ botanist 
is in pursuit of a 
specimen of Agrostes 
may we describe him 
as following his dent, 
without being ac- 
cused of a humorous 
turn ? 


ed Wis- 

om. 

To judge from the 
good pictures they 
rejected, and the bad 
ones they hung the 
ft.A.’s would seem to 
have been guided by 
the old saying, “ Let 
the weakest go to 
the wall!” 


Wall-e 





Hue and Cry-tic. 

An art-critic of 
our acquaintance 
was asked his opinion 
about one of 
MapAMe Lacuew’s 
chefs - d’auvre, who 
was attired in the 
height (?) of fashion 


at the opera. His 
commentary wus 
“too much _ body 
colour.”’ 


Tue Ricut Ring. 
—In Mr. Brow y- 
1no’s latest work. 


We 


WALL Lewis, that “the future historian would seek his materials in | An Is-mail-ieious Remark. 


the columns of the Times,” goes on to inform the public that Mr. 
Paimer, bookseller, of Catherine-street, Strand, a “ benefactor’’ of 
“coming Froupgs and Macau.axys,” has for some time past published 
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Tue Viceroy of Egypt says that the coiffures of ladies in the English 
opera make him fancy himself in a Hair-em. 
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ry? ’ OFFICE, Wednesday, June 9th, 1869. 
| ‘M R. MOTLEY has calwed. But we must cry, “ Ware Motley !”’ 


until we learn definitely whether his wear is only the garb of 
S, a jester, or the costume of one clothed with authority. Mn. 
Reverpy Jounson was believed to be duly accredited, but the 
Americans were only making April fools both of him and of us. We 
must take care that they do ce repeat the joke. 
If Mr.:Mortey be the authorised agent of the United States he has 
a ticklish task to perform. ‘The emp ty bluster of Yankeedom has been 
so over-inflated by the “gassing”’ of Mr. Sumner (to use a Trans- 
atlantic figure) that it has broken loose like the Captive Balloon. ‘The 
real ex-captive or escapetive balloon has been recovered. But it will 
be no easy matter for Mr. Motxey to bring the hullaballoon to its 
bearings. It will have to come-down considerably before he can hope 
to twine the English and Am strands into the old bond of friend- 
ship, 80 severely has it been strained by the frantic behaviour of his 
national balloon. At present there is such a touch of lunacy in the 
bluster about the Alabama claims that we should suggest the cashiering 
of “ Yankee Doodle’ and “ Hail, Columbia,” and the promotion to the 
post of national anthem of— 
Up in a balloon, boys, up in a balloon 


| Carrying the stripes and stars, 
And— governed by the moon! 





Ir is with the greatest om that we ieee’ the.suecess so far of 
the efforts made by the Committee of the Supplementary Exhibition 
to give the public an pony of judging of the cliqueism or 

jealous fear which has led to the heat of so many good pictures 
| from Burlington House. It will be found that by a curious chance 
| there are several cases in which comparisons may be closely drawn 
' 





between works in the Academy and works rejected by it and taken to 
Bond-street. In one instance, particularly, that of a processional 
picture, we have no hesitation in saying that the painting in the Su ~~ 
mentary. Gallery is far superior in as in art, to that exhibited 
at the Academy by the po _ of one of the hangers. 

| We would recommen the public by no means to omit a perusal of 

| Ma.Guxuicx’s pamphlet, The Hoyal Academy, the Outsiders, and the Press. 
Although we do not agree with him entirely on art-matters, we cor- 
dially ap Saree ve of his view ofthe injustice committed under the pro- 

the Academy, and of the remedies: a suggests. He hen gone 

Shoseaghiy into the matter, and argues the ease ively, and with 
mathamateal proofs. He +has calculated — works each R.A. 
has sent, how much wall-space and of what quality they occupy, how 
long the judges gave to the inspection of each picture sent in (less than 
twenty seconds !) with much more ¢aleulation and information of great 
in 


terest. 
| The British public loves fair ar. The Royal Academy is incapable 
| of showing it, but a number of gentlemen ‘have with no possibility of 
_ fee or reward put themselves to trouble and ineenvenience to see that 
| our young artists shall have it. We are sure the public will support 


them. 
eee aan 


WINGED WORDS. 

On Frinay, the 11th, St. James’s Hall will boast the double attrac- 
tion of Mrs. Sririixc’s —- and ‘Miss Epirs Wrnne's singing. 
The Tempest is the play and the whole is under the direction 

| ee. 

e have great pleasure in.ennouncing that Mr. H. J. Montacve 

| will give a at the Hanever Square Rooms,en the afternoon of. 
| the 12th. iieotestiontiameinietnom man Di TaNnx- 
| Son, and others, is pec py ; and the public cannot ‘fail-to. give’ 
| ample support to so popalar a favourite. 


SS Pot and Kettle. 

HB y Review has indulged in a violent pitch-in, directed 
against puffing advertisements. Aguila not capit Seieae aaa we 
don't mean that; but “a blue-bottle should not prey on flies.”” What 

does the Saturday Review think of this ? 
| “PHe GIRL OP THE PERIOD.—A few ephe of the Number of the SATURDAY 


REVIEW, containing the Article on *‘ the Girl of the Period,” 
at the Office, $8, Southampton Street, Strand, W.C., at One Shilling 1 ia 


We wonder how the “adv tradesmen”? wh 

denounces as the etimendedt toe and as didn roe cece 
hideous, like abused like this in columns which their alvertioc- 
ments contribute largely to,support. 


— -- — 
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TWENTY-FOUR PORT. 
An Eciogue for the Economical. 


Ir drank not the dew of Hymettus, it grew 
In no vineyard Falernian of Flaccus ; : 
It fed not the flame of the fair Lesbian dame, 
It maddened no mznad of Bacchus: 
It was pressed at the Cape of Good Hope, was the grape 
(Of the Spanish a far-removed cousin), 
Which the Dutchman supplies, and the Britisher } 
At twenty-four shillings a dozen. 


Ho! a bumper of Twenty-four Port! 
I will gratefully moisten my throttle, 

With what merchants define as “a very sound wine 
But will go on improving in bottle.” 


It ran not in sweet ripples ‘round the white feet 
. laughing girls,” (vide “ Horatius”’), 
!\the feet were not white, they were innocent quite 
OE water or ought saponaceous ! 
From broad bullock-runs Afric’s sable-skinnéd sons, 
Swinkt, weary at evening came home, 
And by tens and by twelves dipped their fect and themselves 
In the winevat’s refrigerant foam ! 
Ho! a bumper, ce. 


t 
{ 
f 
Acknowledge I must that it boasts of no crust, 
Phat it isn’t “full-bodied” or “ fruity,” 
Its tone.is but poor, and its age immature, 
But it paysa-mere nominal duty ; 
In the glass-asit glows, though the connoiseur’s nose 
No exquisite bouquet discern, 
Yet a shilling ’tis plain on cach dozen he'll gain 
If the: bottles he duly return. 
Ho! a bumper, &c. 


Ah! Dives, the deuce, you must pay for that juice, 
Which JoHANNISBERG’s vintage distils ; 
Too soon in the suite.of Yevem and Larirrr 
Ceme Logwood and Gooseberry’s bills! 
Your‘ butler may prig,and clandestinely swig, 
‘Your raciest, driest, and best ; 
But: butler|I’ve-none, and methinks had I one, 
My cellar he’d seldom.molest ! 
a ho! fer ¢heap,port! Bring me some of that sort! 
I will gratefully:moisten my throttle, 
‘With what me 
‘But will go on improving in bottle! 


define as ‘‘a very sound wine, 


9 





WALLNER, according to the Scientific Review, claiming all the merit of 
anew discovery because he says :— ' ve noes 


That when he passed rapid discharges froma Leyden jar through an ordinar 
Geissler’s tube, and examines the light with the spectro: cope, he finds that if the 
length of the discharge is inereased a little, the sodium lime appears, and with a 

per length of discharge, exceeds in brilliancy the spectrum of the gas in the tube. 
still inereasing the length of the discharge, a calcium line is produced with 
sueb. intensity that it cannot be better-seen b ny other method. If the length of 
the discharge be now again increased, the li in the tube assumes a dazzling 
splendour, the calcium line forms a ccnfinanne brilliant spectrum, in which the 
spectroscope reveals a completely black limesin: place of the sodium line, The author 
looks upon this.as the artificial productiomef.a Fraunhifer line. 


The author seems to think he thas done something very novel and 
ori in'the artificial production.of aFraunhéfer line! The absence 
of Sr Morton Perto-on theccontinent:mo doubt prevents his writing a 

vanswer to:the Seientific Review. How about the artificial 


crushing 
production.of.a London, Chatham anil Dover Line— years ago! 





De Lunatico. 


“Tue Man in the Moon,” we are informed in an ancient rhyme, 
“came down too soon to ask his way to Norwich.”” That must have 
been a very long time ago, for the recent disclosures, before the com- 
mittee for trying the Norwich election petition, would seem to indicate 
that his services have been. fully appreciated there for many years. 
But this time he did not’burn his mouth, but his fingers. 





Litera Scripta. 


We observed an odd misprint the other day. ker, on the Irish 
Church question we think, was rted to say ne Beggars cannot ‘be 
chowsers.’’ We should think the endicity Society could disprove this 


Line upon Line. 

Tue vanity of men of science iis really surprising! Here is Dr. 

statement with great ease. 
| 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


We, of Fun, consider it part of our duty to record what the public 
of our day consider their amusements. We are, therefore, bound to 
record what we saw at the Horse Show at the Agricultural Hall last 
Wednesday. On our arrival we found harness-horses being trotted 


rouml, but we were at once assured that this was slow, and the jumping | 
Accordingly the vehicles disappeared, and | 
some workmen proceeded, with no more bungling and delay than | 


would commence directly. 


might be expected when an exhibition occurs but once a year, to erect 
the swinging hurdles which constitute jumps. 


year. 
clay, with a landing place of sludgy tan. Across the take-off was 
drawn a hurdle—and at right angles to it on each side of the pond was 
a similar hurdle, thus brought endways towards the horses, and thereby 
converted from an obstacle over which they could (and in some in- 
stances did) walk, into a perilous impediment. 

After some blundering at the fences, the water-jump was introduced, 


was cleared by some, scrambled into by more, and refused by most. | 
Presently a chesnut horse made itself conspicuous by landing once— | 
“He'll get staked on the | 


twice—almost on the near-side hurdle. 

supports if he doesn’t mind,” said we. Again he came round—jumped 

—struck the hurdle and rolled over. And then his rider, who had 

come into the ring so few minutes before, full of health, strength, and 

spirits was picked-up from under the horse—dead! He was, at least, 

to all appearance dead, and the remark was echoed round the hall. 
And then what did the British public do ? 


As soon as the poor fellow had been carried out, and the master-of- | 


the-ring—to apply that title for want of a better to a stout gentleman 
who had superintended the arrangements — had, seeing no more of the 
accident than any of the other spectators, declared t!)..t “It was all 
right, he wasn’t much hurt!’’—why the British publi: went on clap- 
ping and cheering as the other riders went on jumping, as if nothing 
had happened. That the poor fellow was not dead, though seriously 
injured, was a providential circumstance of which they knew nothing ! 

We put it to hunting men whether it is a fair trial of a hunter’s 
jumping to put him. at such jumps, without the excitement of the 
hounds, amid a crowd of others ridden more or less cleverly, and in the 
centre of a shouting, bustling ring. Our belief is that they will say 
no, that itis only fit for regular circus-hacks. But the thing is “a 
sensation,’ which is necessary to bring money. All that might fairly 
be done to judge horses might be done without swelling the receipts of 
the show to the needful amount. 

We do not think that as yet the attraction has been increased by the 
knowledge that the Horse Show offered anything to compete with the 
acrobat sensations ; but now that it is known that the water-jump is so 
arranged as to present the “leap for life,’ with all the attractions of 
the trapeze performance, we are not sure how far the morbid taste for 
such perils may not be stimulated. 

It is hardly possible to avoid the conclusion thata horrible avidity is 
growing for cruel exhibitions—often disguised as exhibitions of skill, 
like the shooting of poor tame pigeons (the child of battue shooting), or 


those trapeze feats in which the amount of enjoyment is in the same | 


ratio as the chance of the-acrobat’s breaking a limb if not his neck. 
Is the next entertainment at the Agricultural Hall destined to be a 
Bull fight? And if so, how long will it be before we have gladiatorial 
combats at Islington? We speak of the brutal amusements of our 
grandfathers, but it looks very much as if we were re-introducing them 
with refinements of peril which give a new zest to them. 

The interests of those who are anxious to “keep up the breed of 
horses’’ are sufficiently endangered by the doings on the turf. Horse- 
shows, at least, should be kept free from any suspicion of the bad 
element of sensationalism. When one of the competing horses on 
Wednesday ‘displayed an inclination to jump over the barriers, it was 
promptly removed—it would not do to damage the paying public. A 
similar care should be-displayed to make the jumps (if jumps there 
must be) free from danger-traps, and to ensure that only those who can 
ride should compete. A bad horseman should be compelled to with- 
draw or put up a safe rider. 


So far for'the arrangements of the show. We leave it to our readers | 


to judge how far the prevalent style of amusements has brutalized the 
sight-seeing public, who, after such an accident as we have recorded, 
could not orily.allow the exhibit'on to be carried on, but could con- 
tinue to laugh and applaud. 


Very Fowlish. 


Tose who advocate the erection of the New Law Courts on the 
“ Carey-strect site” may be called “ Mother Carey’s chickens ”’— wild 
birds, very much at sea, and indicative of storms. On the other hand, 

who consider the Thames Embankment to be the best position for 
the ‘New Palace of Justice can have no wild ideas about it, as they 
have chosen a T(h)ame(s) site. 


In the centre of the | 
ring was the water-jump— to the best of our belief a new feature this | 
It was a parallelogram of yellow liquid in a pond of puddled | 
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SPRING. 


By One in TRADE. 


H, welcome time! 1] love 
to gaze 
On hills and fields and 





woods, 
I;ncountering the carth’s 
displays 
Of all its new Spring 
goods. 
1 love the woodnotes 


sweet to hear— 
To view the grazing 
sheep : 
Lambs are, I know, of 
course not deer, 
And birds are on the 
cheep. 


The scene must—with 
such pleasures 


rife— 
The rustic’s bliss in- 
Crease ; 
I'd give the remnant of 
my life 


To take his —in ‘the 
the peace, 


To some secluded grot | 
fain 
As cellar would retire— 
Or to some cottage in the plain, 
Or, plainer still, a byre. 


Or else my home, had I my choice, 
Some roadside house should be, 
Where Boniface with his inn-voice, 

Should gladly welcome me. 


Would my employers but assent, 
I'd fix upon a mount, 

Or valley—for the settlement 
Would be of small aecount— 


And there I would begin to farm. 
The notion do not mock ! 

T could not come to any harm, 
I’m used to taking stock. 


Look out for Squalls. 

TuE management of the Royal Alfred Theatre tried an experiment 
a little while since. A room was opened in which babies could be leit 
while their ma’s enjoyed their dra-mas, and whence they could be 
recovered when the curtain fell. So far so well— but the mothers in 
some cases went farther ; in short, though the babies did not forget to 
call for them, they forgot to call for the babies, and the result is that 
the theatre now boasts a large body of infantry in the form of supers— 
or rather pap-pers, and minors too for that matter, or mater. We 
understand that it is in contemplation to produce The Babes in the 
Wood, the babes by the whole force of the company. <A kind-hearted 
lady, who is a dresser at the theatre, thinks they onght to look upon 
the little angels as sky-boarders. We don’t know about that, but we 
think we could point out some flats in connection with the business. 


Taking a Rise out of us. 

Tue Americans—especially those “raised’’ down East—are very 
good at getting up things. At Chicago the other day, as may be seen 
in a picture in the Jilustrated Times, they raised an hotel 20,000 tons 
twelve feet by means of screw-jacks in twenty-seven days, without 
the service of the hotel being interrupted for asingle hour. Wecould 


not do this in England for our houses are so rapidly raised—not to say 
| run-up— at first, that any attempt to get them, or their rents, higher 


would bring them down. We are capital at raising Hotel Companies, 
or used to be, but we must leave our American cousins to raise the 


| hotel with the Company in it. 


True to the Letter. 
Ir I confer a familiar appellative for Ex1zaneti: on a disrespectful 
mention of the king of the West Saxons (a.p. 871), why is the observa- 
| tion as plain as A B C ?—Because it’s alf-a-Bet-I-call. 
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THE VELOCIPEDE DERBY. 


By ovr Specrat ComMMISSIONER. 


Tus great Velocipede Race, at the Crystal Palace, was called a 
Derby, but this year it was more like a ’Oax day, to use a horribly old 
It was wet to say the least of it. The competitors as they went 
round and round were ringing wet, but their spirits were not damped. 
And there were some noted horses—we beg pardon, velocipedestrians 
entered. We saw several (eee of high renown on the common 
— to say universal) wheel who were announced as competitors. Mr. 
onzs, who beat the turnpike man at Southampton was there—but he 
did not beat any one this time. But somebody won the first race and 
somebody else won the second race, and it was very rainy and consider- | 
- cold. With this information our readers will be completely satis- | 
If they are not, they ought to be. We were. e sent our | 
friend the artist to look at the race, and we lent him our umbrella, 
which act we consider a sufficient proof of our devotion to the mterests | 
of the public. We ourselves, in order to get a more extended view of 
the ne stopped inside the Palace, whence but for the rain we 
must have obtained the best view of the race. As it was, the rain pre- 
vented us from secing, although as a homceopathic precaution we 
wetted both our eyes before attempting to watch the proceedings. 


[In consequence of this statement we feel it is unnecessary to print 
our commissioner's detailed account of the contest, three columns in 


length.— Ed. ] 








A Really-able Teacher P 
“A Scnootmasrer,” writing to the Public Schools Chronicle about the 
escape of the captive balloon, is quite as much abroad as the balloon. 
He says no “ ble” tidi have been received of the missing ma- 
. Suaviter in modo we to tell him there’s no such word in the 
man nemnge, and if he uses it again he ought to be to the fortiter 
in re-liable. 





Putting the Cart before the Horse. 


A conTEemporaRY remarks “the campaign against the Loshais 
has borne small fruits as yet.” Then suppose we aim our attacks 
against thut offensive quadruped which so many people like to ride 


enh aio 
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WORDS—WORDS. 
For Music. 


I woutp I were a toad, 

That I to thee might croak 
A little episode, 

Compounded as a joke. 


I'd choose to be a dandelion 
Might I be a bloss: some ! 

For a rhyme to find a handle-I-on 
That same tarax: ha’ come. 


Good words the pocts true 
Once wrote for minstrel’ s lay, 
But any rot will do 
For the music of to-day ! 


A Regular S(h)ell. 

WE fear that the Disestablishment of the Irish Church is encouraging 
a spirit of levity as to our bishops, among the unthinking. A friend 
of ours recently brought us the following paragraph to read :— 

The junior English bishop, Dr. Magee, of Peterborough, deems that he is over- 
worked, and is unable to engage adequately in the work pressing upon him. A8 
junior bishop he is called upon to perform the duties of chaplain to the House of 
Lords, and his lordship complains of this arrangement, which, he says, ‘is not the 
best calculated to promote the efficiency of the Church, whatever effect it may have 
on the deliberations of the House of Lords.”” Poor bishop! 

When we had read it, he asked us if we saw any resemblance between 
Dr. Mages and a shell, and on our replying in the negative, observed 
that he murmured of the sea from which he was divided.” 


O’, Indeed! 


Ws clip this from a contemporary :— : 

On Friday a resolution was passed by the corporation of Cork calling upon the 
Government to liberate the remainder of the Fenian prisoners. The late mayor said 
a crisis had arrived when the opinion of the Irish people would be attended to. 

We trust the Irish people will express an O’pinion more reasonabl° 
than their O'Suuivan, and that it will not be “attended to” in the 


same way he was. 
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EDITING IN CHESTER. 


REALLY somebody ought to be appointed to supervise provincial | i : : OSE , ®, ; 
y ons yP : | American Indians have enshrined him in boyhood’s affection beside 


papers, they are always exposing themselves to the derision of the | 


multitude, and making blunders that would cause the proverbial 


comes from the Chester Courant, a mild county paper devoted to turnips 


' 


and Toryism, and to carefully chronicling that ‘‘ pigs are enormously | 


dear.”’ 
goes smoothly, but when he attempts the political leader, he “ falls 
like Lucifer.’’ Here is a sentence that will probably make Mr. 
GLADSTONE writhe with impotent fury, and give up his residence near 
Chester in disgust :— 

‘“We might have used harsher words, but we wish to deal with the right hon. 


Greenwich on the sea— more kindly than he has dealt with us.’’ 

How truly Christian! But is it a “ goak?’’ the rest of the article is 
perfectly and stupidly serious; or does this unhappy man really think 
Greenwich is on the sea? 





One Good Turn deserves Another. 


Tue Birmingham Post gives us some rather puzzling news: 


There has been a whirlwind at the village of Ombersley, about four miles frem 
Worcester. Trees were torn up and carried into fields, and the roads were strewn 
with fallen branches. The whirlwind, the existence of which is well authenticated, 
cid a gocd deal of damage. 

We do not quite understand how the existence of a whirlwind can be 
authenticated, unless the trees it has twisted turn evidence against it. 


Tree-mendous. 


In a paper addressed to the Academy of Toulouse, M. Musset states that the large 
healthy trees of the woods of Ville-d’Avray and St. Cloud are, in the immense 
msjority of cases, thicker in the direction from east to west than in the contrary 
one. The same circumstance has been noticed elsewhere by other observers, 

More particularly (Fun would add) by the Yankee showman, who 
stated his hippopotamus measured fourteen feet long from the tip of 
his tail to the end of his snout, and fifteen feet six from the end of his 
snout to the tip of his tail. But then we have generally noticed that 
a large healthy people can always lie more and longer and taller and 
thicker in the direction from west to east than in the contrary one 
(#. e. from east to west). But again, this same circumstance has been 
noticed elsewhere by other observers. 


Talia Fatur. 


Tue British Medical Journal relates a case of a child brought to M. 
GosskELIN for operation. It was an infant five wecks old “ bearing at 
the end of its trunk an appendix five centimetres long, a little thicker 
than a goose-quill, and slightly tapering at the free end.’”’ We should 
think either end was more free than welcome; but, judging from a 
recent visit to the baby elephant at the Zoological, we cannot see how 
an appendage at “the end of the trunk”’ can be described as “ a false 
tail,” which is the name the B. M. J. gives it. Evidently it wasa false 
nose, or what have scent-imetres to do with it? The conclusion we 
arrive at is that it’s a false tale. 


Rous on our right little, tight little, Island. 


A Sporting contemporary quotes as follows.— 


It is satisfactory to reflect that as long as this island keeps its head abuve water, 
horse-racing will never cease.—ADMIRAL Rovg. 


| Not quite so satisfactory is it to reflect on the number of plungers 


and dabblers on the turf who lamentably fail to keep their heads above 
water, yet perhaps the verdict should be —“ serve ’em right.”’ 





A Reflection. 
Suggested for the. Consideration of the Shareholders of a certain 
Gas Company. 


Don’r reckon your chickens before they are hatched— 
And don’t count upon (H)1e6s before he is catched! 


A Legal Vessel. 

SomEBopy wants to know whether the ship in which Lorp CHELMS- 
FORD served as a middy was a chancellor-ship ; and if so, whether her 
boats were suspended from her affi-davits. He had better apply to 
some respectable solicitor. 


Wuy should visitors to the sea-coast at this time of the year 
make it a rule not te stop at Margate or Ramsgate, but go along the 
coast? Because they will find it a Deal Walmer further on. 


Now when our Chester friend sticks to pigs and turnips all | 


| that the practice 


entleman the member for Oxford University—no, we forget, ‘he member /or | . ; . ° 99 wars 
g yacait ; Jr | také Me. Cartin’s advice and “shut” their mouths,” will be sa\ 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 
Wuen Mr. Georce Carin, whose travels among the North 


Robinson Crusoe and the fair Scheherazade, writes on his pamphlet 


schoolboy to blush like a peony. The last swect thing in this line | (published by Trupnen) the words Shut your Mouth, he “don’t mean 


nothink rude,” as Mrs. Brown remarked of the policeman who said 
“Duck!” to her, indicating that she must stoop. Mr. Car.in 
believes—and gives strong evidence for his belief—that the habit of 
keeping the mouth open, especially during sleep, is most injurious 
to the health. Certainly there seems sound sense in his recommenda- 
tion to us to filter the air through the nose to the lungs, instead of 
taking it raw in large quantities through the mouth, to the estahlisli- 
ing of lug disease and a host of other ills. ‘There can be no dou!t 
aggravates toothache, and we believe that those who 


often from “holding their jaw.” 

Artemus Ward's Lec!we is a pleasant memorial of the kindly 
humorist who, during so brief a period, contrived to endear himse]i 
toso many. Mr. Hinaston’s introduction is full of interesting anc: - 
dotes of poor Warp, and Mr. ResErtson’s preface a manly and touch- 
ing little memoir. The lecture is printed and punctuated ¢ /a Cuan rs 
ReEavkE, with the intention of conveying the manner of its delivery ; 
and it certainly has aided us in recalling Warps quaint mode ot 
speaking. The famous panorama—famous for its badness—is given 
in woodcuts, and a copy of Grrtowsk1's bust forms the frontispicc: 


| Print, paper, and binding are tasteful and luxurious, after Mr. Horrrn’s 


/a scholar and a 1efined gentleman. 


best style. 

Poems by Lord Carlisle (Moxon, Son, AND Co.) is a tribute of affection 
to his memory—a sclection published by his sisters, and inscribed to 
his mother’s memory. Such a work is removed beyond the limits of 
criticism, strictly speaking, but we may record that the verse is that of 
It is tinged with the classical 
spirit, gleaming here and there with the quiet humour of good brecd- 
ing, and in other passages infused with an earnest undercurrent of 
feeling. 

Tue Whitsuntide Annual offers a choice of scasomable verse and 
prose. Its editor, Mr. Herne, deserves credit for the consistency 
with which he adheres to the original design of the seria). 





To be Left—a Loan. 


MAssAcHuseEtts wants to negotiate a new gold loan in England, and 
the Government has chosen for the State agent a gentleman of the 
name of WALKER. Until we know exactly what is the meaning of the 
American bluster about the Alabama case, we think it likely that the 
only gentleman the state-agent is likely to find prepared to meet him 
in England will be a namesake of his own. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, uidess they ave accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.J 

B. (Birmingham).—If you had enclosed stamps with your “ Horrors of 
Removing,’’ it would have aided in the removing of horrors. 

'T. (Diss).— It would hardly be fair to print your anecdote as a sample of 
Diss-enlightenment. It is not a case of Ex uno Diss-ce omnes, is it ? 

Torsy Tukvey.—The point of your letter is like your card, of which 
you say, ‘* both writing and card are both an invisable (sic) green.’’ 

THE GREAT UNKNOWN seems likely to remain £0, 

Mens.— Don’t go out of your mind, for though the journey would not be 
fatiguing the return might be difficult. 

Nox renders himself obnoxious to the charge of plagiarism. Has he 
never heard of Lieutenant Luff and “the rock he split upon ’’— quarts ¢ 

G. R. (Lever-street).— Under consideration. Thanks. 

T. E. W. (Bradley).— The picture you send is copied from one in No. 38 
of FUN, new series, 

A. B.—We have never met with ‘ Cicero on officiis.”’ 

ANXI0US ENQUIRER.— Sit on the eggs, if you like, but don’t bother us 
with your pen-and-inkubation. 

LITTLE BIL1Liz.—Not so little though,—your poem is almost two bun- 
dred lines in length. 

HEAD-IN-A-SAcK.— Rather hard on the sack—for it must be cmptier 
than it was before such a head was in it! 

J.C. C. (Dalston).— It might hurt B's feelings to chaff the advertisciucnt 
under the circumstances. 

SUBSCKIBER FROM ’67.—The Liberal colours, we suppose. 

Declined with thanks :—Joe; Horatius; T. A., Todmorden ; Eye-witicss , 
R. T., Wareham ; M., Cheltenham; The Great Unknown; R. §.; Pratie; A 
First Attempt; E.. M. B. W., Edinburgh ; J. G , Glasgow; A. C., Eaton- 
quay ; G. R., Horsham; Clamavit Monens; Palletta; A. A. C.;C. H., Tor- 
squ:re; F. W. A., Chatham; L, Duncan Terrace; Prospero; A R., Berk- 
hampstead; F. By Winchester-road; F. V., Bristol; Young Bram; 
H. W., Goswell-read; L. M. M., Mollock Bank; A. Q., Harewood-street ; 
J. S. M.,; Norfolk Levels; Tittup; The Blue Horse ; W., Liverpool. 
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Tue Royal Academy’s all very well 
For a lucky R.A., or a painter who's swell ; 
But another-guess-sort of a place, I can tell, 

For the artist who’s toiling and striving. 
So we'll welcome in Bond-street this capital show, 
‘To visit its treasures in crowds we will go, 

Like a swarm of bees ready for hiving. 


DOUBLE -ACROSTIC, No. 118. | 
| 











1. The silly ass 
Who tried to pass 
Himself off as a lion 
Expired ; but trace 
His donkey-race, 
And see in this a scion. 








2. Of years a pretty spell ago, 
Not very far from Scio, 

’T was in the Archipelago— 
Consult Geography, oh! 


3. Should he meet you 
He would eat you 
And as meat, you see, would treat you. 


4. True gold is rare. It makes one bitter 
To see so oft this worthless glitter. 


5. I’d rather as road-mender hammer and crack stone, 
Than study that terrible portion of Blackstone 
On Property Real, which gives this note of it 
‘“‘ Of lands and of tenements, benefit, profit.’’ 


. Ina mariner’s reckoning, though I allow, 
This timber’s not counted of log-wood a sort ; 
The truth—’tis a stern one—compels me, I vow, 
To admit that they frequently make it a port. | 


. Where these most thickly on its face collected, | 

Above the stream-the vain Narcissus bented : 

But being edified, his form reflected 
Thus to behold,-he;. discontented—wented ! 


, | Sotttion or Acrostic No. 116. — First Horse: 
) A BLUNDER. | Foolish, Incognito, Roar, Starts, Turfite. 
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, . . . 
s Mr. StRAIonT Hare happening to be in town at the time of the Great Corrgxrcr So.uTions or Acrostic No. 116, Recervep 2nd June. | 
windleshire andic1p. is requested by a “ hossy"’ friend in the country to look ata | —Jemmy; Finch Lane; Ruby’s Ghost; Con; Pimlico Tom Cat; | 
paper which he will find stuck in a window in the Strand, and telegraph the result Linda Princess; G. H.; R, W. W.; Maori Chief; L.a.C.; Rock ; | 
of the race. Mr. 8S. H. accordingly readeth—“ V ‘ | J.J.8.; Bubble and Squeak; Snakes and snuffers; Timothy and 
Ox T 3 *” a or ] a Be an ERMICELLI, 1; JARDINIERE, 2 ; Co.; G, M. andJ. W. 8; Charley and Mabel; Cabana Chica; 
AIL, 3"—and ¢jaculateth, ** WHAT EXTRAORDINARY NAMES THEY DO GIVE |" Beatie C.; Thomas and Collings; Knurr and Spell; Duffer Blue- 
eee. a Nyy H BE suRE!” | skin; Hanky Panky; A Vv. Ws Diggory D; Berke; am B.5 
ors.—Mr. 8. H. has un ‘stak . ° | §apientes; Anna; Derflaand Yeul; Sparkie; Glinga icken ; 
t pertunately mistaken the window of a cook's shop | Old John : Ho-ho Slodger and Tine: ; John’s U:cle; Dalzeel Coy- 
—— Seideieecnamreaiiiiatietian sinc 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. Vows” even though written by a gentleman who signs “ Kt.” after 
s08n his name. As to the pictures, there is a fine bit of PANNEMAKER's 
wi characteristic cutting in the picture to “ Glamour,” while Mr. Evans's 


Tinsley’s for June is a good number, though its illustrations have | best engraving has failed te make anything of such r material as 
too much of the Belgravia manner. “The Heston of Sad Lovers” is | the drawing to Mr. SawyeEr's pretty saa aw 
capitally written ; the other short papers are most readable, the verse London Society has some capital Oxford sketches, capitally illustrated, 
is a the novels move on with interest. a pleasant story about little feet, and some other good papers. For the 
mple. Bar has a good qiene shows “Captain Potts,” and some | verse we cannot say much, the May poem being painfully unmusical, 
ead verse on “ uet.” The criticism of Brownine is narrow | 2nd the flower-show verses very much like an echo (even in title) of | 
and ust; it omits mention of his lyrics, and falls foul of his | 50me verse we remember seeing in ZL. S. some time ago. The illus- 
ophy-in-verse, Sordello and Paracelsus for example. “ Lord | trations are quite up to the usual standard of the magazine. | 
yron's Married Life’ is a regrettable raking-up of old scandals, due | ‘THE Argosy has a capital “Johnny Ludlow”’ this month, and a 
to the recent publication of the Counress Guiccotr’s Memoirs. “ Red | Very charming little story called “Golden Rod.”’ “ Pie-nics in South | 
Gy Ulady, fae ee cheld sot lika to speak of lnag: as oe edi es | Children's Hospital foveibly.” "The verve is not much of Woxpecially | 
’ not like to s of a lady, as we should have i ’s Hospital forcibly. The verse is not much of it—especiall 
to of the author of this sto . “ Out in the Street.” : ? 


j 
for that of “ Bell's Life.’’} | 
; | tage; Nemo; Thubberorum ; Emsworth ; Old Cider Eye. | 
| 
| 
' 
j 







HE Cornhill gives us a couple oF interesting chapters of Mr. Reapx’s ee TES 
novel. The other contents are not above the average of the Cut your Coat according to your Cloth. 


Selgravia has but a small instalment of “Bound to John Company,” We understand that Ear. Srencer will give a regular jacketing to 
s the Fenians, if they don’t quickly change their habits. 







is tantalizing. The shorter papers are readable, interestin 
poe on ; but it is a puzzle to us to think how any editor could 
ve such “bald nonsense (and non-verse) as “ Lovers’ 


——————____ 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
A Fairy Extrabaguuce, 





CHAPTER I. 
THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCESS. 





147 


ter. The first-named three months counted ninety-one days each, 


| while Snowsy boasted ninety-two anl a quarter—an arrangement by 
| which Leap-year, always a chronological anomily, was very cloverly 


| 


| 
| 


| 


Waiting, making her obeisance to Kine Bunco, who was | 


smoking his cigar in the library after dinner. ‘May it 

‘“ please your Majesty her most gracious highness your Royal 
Consort has just presented you with a little girl.” 

‘Dash my buttons,” said the monarch with touching solemnity; a 

remark which was immediately entered in the State Archives by the 

Secretary, who was seated at the top of the library-ladder reading a 


large folio. 


ae ay it please your Majesty,” said the First Caudle-cup-in- 
M 
VT? 


Immediately there was a great ringing of bells, of all sorts, shapes, | brancer 
The | appointed by 


sizes, and descriptions, throughout the kingdom of Aphania. 
steeples rocked again with the peals that were clashed out of them. 
You see the birth of the princess was the signal for an unlimited 
number of appointments and promotions. 
Queen Betinpa had hitherto been childless; and trade, commerce, and 
court had suffered in consequence. 


avoided. 


The Royal Remembrancer was a most important functionary. Ho 


| had to keep an account of all the er of people connected with 


the palace, to know the anniversaries of all the battles and other great 
events in connection with the history of Aphania, to be exactly posted 


| up in the amount of income due to the king every day, and the exact 


balance at his royal bankers, and to remind his Majesty of every possible 
duty he ought to perform every minute throughout the day. The 
office was an honorary one, for in Aphania salaries were paid to those 


| only who did nothing, it being feared that otherwise those, who had 
real work to do, might be inspired by desire of gain rather than innate 


| 
' 


| 


the 
For Kine Bunco and | 
‘had had the 
Now, however, every baker | 


dreamed of a royal permission to write up, “ Manufacturer of Tops | 


and Bottoms to Her Infantile Highness.”” And so on through all the 


| head, includ- 


trades, from the possible “ Hairdresser~in-Chief of Her Serene Bald- | 


ness, the Baby,” to the “ Maker of Perambulators in Ordinary to the 
Juvenile Members of the Royal Family.” 

In the palace the excitement was yet greater, for there was no end 
of posts to be given away. There was Gold Papboat-in- Waiting —and 
Bottle-bearer-in-Chief—and Lord High Coral and Rubber of the 


, , ! A 
ee Y/ 
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Xoyal Gums—and First Lady Bib, and Second Lady Bib, and First 
Rocking Lady of the Bedchamber, and so on. Even the domestics 
were on the look-out. The Pages, indeed, were at dreadful strife as to 
which of them ought to be the princess’s Husher-in-Chief. The 
duties of the office though onerous were of a distinguished and confi- 
dential character, consisting as they did of saying, ‘ Kitchee-kitchee,”’ 
whenever the royal infant was restless and desired amusement. 

Perhaps the only person not entirely delighted at the birth of the 
princess was Kine Bunco himself, who had fixed his hopes on a male 
heir to the crown. However, he was well enough pleased at the notion 
of having a child at all, and immediately gave 
his mind to the ordering of ceremonies and 
celebrations to do honour to the event. 

His first object was to fix a day for the 
christening of the baby. Ashe was meditating 
on the best way of arranging the banquet for 
that occasion, he was interrupted by the en- 
trance of the Royal Remembrancer. 

“Your Majesty will permit me, I trust, to call 
to your august memory the fact that this is the 
Eighty-first of Blowsy.” 

ou must know, my good readers, that in 
apenin they had only four months in the year. 

They were called Growsy, Rosy, Blowsy, and 
Snowsy, and corresponded with our four 
seasons, Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Win- 
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| off in his sin- 











sense of duty. 
The first Roy- 
al Remem- 
was 


King Burro 
Sixty- 
Oncth after he 


whole of the 
top of his 


ing, of course, 
the seat of 
memory, cut ; 


ms 
gle combat 
with the usurping 






Tiis Majesty's successors 
continued the appointment, as the Remembrancer was a mighty 


giant Swasupasi. 


convenient officer to have about one. Of this Kine Grice the 
Eleventyeth, experienced the truth, for the people having been 
driven by starvation into revolt deposed the king, but subse- 


brancer, on its being 
ofticial’s duty to remind the king to order the Custom-house to 
admit the stores and provisions, for want of which the people 
were starving. 

During the reign—or more strictly speaking the regency (as 
will be hereafter explained)—of Bunco the First, the situation 
of Royal Remembrancer had been a little arduous. Bunco 
was an irascible monarch, and when his memory — in the shape 
of the Remembrancer—jogged him to the performance of an 
irksome duty, he had the opportunity, which few of us have, 
though most of us would like it, of kicking his memory. The 
plaster by numerous indentations on its surface proved how 
often he had kicked that useful but unpleasant official up to the 
ceiling. But the State Archives gave even stronger evidence of 
Mt the fact. In those Archives the Royal Secretary had to take 
: down minutes of all the sayings and doings of the reigning 
monarch of Aphania; and when that potentate died, his suc- 
= cessor had to learn the Archives by heart, and had to pass a strict 
examination on them before the Civil Service Commissioners be- 
fore he was allowed to ascend the throne. 

Now the Secretary of Kixc Bunco had found the necessity of 
entering the kicking of the Royal Remembrancer so frequent, 
that when he had a new diary, he had printed after the date of each day, 
“His Gracious Majesty was pleased to kick the Honourable the Royal 
Remembrancer ——times :” and filled up the blank with a figure, which 
he found a mighty saving of time. It only remains to be stated that 
KinG Bunco’s successor would have—calculating the amount by an 
average of five years—to remember a sum running to seven figures at 
least :—rather hard would it prove to him if the Civil Service Com- 
missioners elected to be strict on this particular point; as they were 
likely to do, the object of the examination being to see how far the 
new King had seen his predecessor's faults, in order that he might 
avoid them. However, to return to our story. 

“Your Majesty,” repeated the Remembrancer, “will, I trust, 
permit me to recall the fact that this is the Eighty-first of Blowsy.”’ 

His Majesty glanced at the Calendar on the library mantelpiece and 
nodded rather sulkily. 

“To-morrow, therefore, your Majesty, will be the Eighty-second 
of that month, the day on which the Court pays its annual visit to the 
Crypt and the statue of his lamented Highness, King Ruut the 
Hundred and Ninetieth.” 

“Well, then, you must put an announcement in the Royal Gazette 
that in consequence of an event of paramount interest in the Royal 
Family the usual ceremony will be put off for a time, and that when 
the day is fixed for its celebration an announcement will be made. 

The Royal Remembrancer bowed and withdrew, and Kixo Bunco 
was soon deep in the preparation of the list of distinguished guests to 
be invited to the christening of the Princess. 
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quently restored him to the throne, and executed the Remem- ! 
inted out to them that it was that 
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my FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 16th, 1869. 
Ti Irish Church Pall, having passed its examination in_ the 


Lower School, has been promoted to the Upper Form. Poor 

BD, fellow, thouch it is hardly likely that the bigger boys will kick 
him out of their bounds, there can be little doubt that they will 

eco how far they can knock him about in safety. Master Derpy will 
pull his hair, Masrer Maninoroven will dig him in the diaphragm, 
Master Manmeszury will squirt muddy oratory at him. Master 
Lyrron will, with an assumed air of juvenility, talk to him about days 
| when the Truthful and the Beautiful, as exemplified by Endowment 
| and Establishment, were one, while Master Carrns will peg at his 
| toes with his top. Master Sarispury will no doubt assist in making 
the poor Bill understand what it is to force himself on the company of 
the Op 


| 


Ipper Form Boys; and a lot of the other fellows will drop their 
little amusements to come and join the crowd. 

To be sure, the little Bill has some stout friends in the Upper Form, 
who will fight his battles for him. But his reliance is on another Brn. 
in another place. Master Guapstone, cock of the Lower School, is 
not likely to let his pro/égé be mauled about with impunity. 

No wonder the big fellows hold off their hands when he says, “ If 
you don't leave me alone, I'll tell my brother Birt in the Lower 


School !”’ 


Iv the aristocracy arc wise, they will lose no time in passing the 
Life-Peerages Bill. It is high time the prestige of the Peerage were 
restored, as it would be by the enlistment of some of our most distin- 

ished public men. ‘They will fill the gaps left in the ranks by the 

all of those gay sprigs of aristocracy who have brought honoured 
names inte discredit on the turf. The English people, with all their 
regard for ancient institutions, will cease to reverence the Peerage if it 
be not recruited from the souree we have indicated, to make up for 
such doings as have of late made the honoured name ef Ciivron better 
" known than respected. P ‘ 
| The “Spider and _ allegory is very pretty and simple; but we 
are not altogether inclined to swallow it. Our young swells are not 
such “flies’’ of simplicity as some would have us suppose. ‘The 
spiders have their work. to do to cateh them, and when they have 
ht them find that they were not worth the trouble—and knew it 
while they were being caught. 

The speculator who speculates most boldly, and if he wins wins to 
a great profit, is the man who speculates on nothing. He has 
nothing to lose—all to gain. In e such aman is denounced as a 
swindler. But if he be a young nobleman who with about four 
hundred a year loses as many thousands in a week at a gaming table 
or on the turf, he is a poor “fly""—a misguided lad the victim of 
others. 

However to return to our moral—the Peers must infuse some new 
blood into their system, or the public will lose confidence in them. 
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Pictures that Should have been Exhibited. 


A Study of Colour Hvucues 

A Cold Nymph Frost. 

A Fiery Sky .. Coxs. 

An Ancient Beau . ARCHER. 
Seesaw ..... Marx Antuony. 
Cosy Farm Buildings E. C. Barnes. 
English Spirit. .... . Brerr. 

Butter Boats, off the Gridiron Cooxs. 
Volunteers onthe March .. A. Cornovutp. 
A Southern Beauty... DicksEs. 

The Return of the Admiral Douncan. 
Art-Aspirations ... . Hazr. 
aes so. |S Hayes. 

Near Blackheath . Lzg. 

Family Prayer. . .. . O’Ner. 
Moonlight on the Waters . Poote. 

Uncle James ..... James Sant. 
The Lithographer Maxcvs Srons. 





Only on the Box. 
“Tne chief-constable of Stafford, Mn. W. Corenevs,’’ says a con- 
temporary, “writes on the law of assault.” Of course a ve 
should be an authority as to the quarter on which we should make the 
punishment of striking a-light. 


UN. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, Neo. 1/9. | 


He gets out of gaol and he gets in again, 

His life is a round of endurance and pain, 

He hates honest living, and strives every day 
How best on his fellows unpunished to prey ; 
How long will the country his presence endure 
Not knowing prevention is better than cure ? 











































1. How sad the flush when to the watcher’s eyes, 
The last faint redness with the dezr one—dies. 


2. It grew and it shone 
Like a star, bright as flame ; , 
’Tis used, too, alone Kj 
As a Christian name. 


8. Oh! for a corner in some box to hide me, 
When hearing Diva Parti warble “ Chide me.” 


4. A word that’s not familiar though we speak, 
Of things that it expresses, from the Greek 
It comes, and useful should be in my rhyme 
Expressing uniformity of time. 
5. How sweet, when a journey is over, 
To see one of these rise in view, 
And feel yourself wholly in clover, 
Before a good dinner for two. 


6. It puzzled every one for years, 
It moved me almost unto tears, 
I could not guess it, it remained 
Like this, an answer still ungained. 


7. A horrible name we all know 
That always to me sounds so silly, 
But pretty and piquant and, oh! 
How sweet when we call a girl Mitry. 
8. An obsolete form for the tiniest book 

Wherein any person could read or could look ; 
Now very much altered, and what people find 
They pay for so oft with irascible mind. 


Sotution er Acrostic No. 117.—Miall, Women: Maw, Ivo, Aim, | 
Lie, London. 


Correct SoLurions oy Acrostic No. 117, neczrvep Junx 9th :—Pcte ; Slodger 
and Tiney. 
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Reductio ad Absurdum. 


Goop ious! The service is indeed going to the:deuce if the fol- 
lowing statement is to be taken literally as true :— 

As a portion of Mr. Cardwell’s retrenchments, Her Majeety has been pleased to - 
approve of the appointment of Major-General attached to the Feot Guards being re- | 
ta:ned, but that one of the Majors ineach of the regimentsof the Brigade of Guards 
be gradually reduced, retaining the Lieutenant-Colonel, who will take the command 
of a battalion, in addition to that of the regiment. 

Poor Majors! How dreadful to think thatthey are to be gradually | 
reduced one at a.time. No wonder Mr. Bantixe is just publishing a | 
fourth edition of his “ Letter on Corpulence!’’ At Goa such is the © 
logical conclusion we draw from the major premiss, with a not undis- 
tributed middle or at least a considerably attenuated waist. 





The Time of Day. 


We learn from the Sussex Advertiser that Mr. Bennett, 


; he of Cheap- 
side, has been presiding at the annual dinner of the 


ide, Mountfield Benetit 
mony in Sussex. _ The whole arrangements,.as reported, were s0 
capital, and the advice he gave in his,speeches.so sound, that we could 
wish the gentry of Sussex and elsewhere would do as the City folks do 
—take their time from Mr. Benner. 








Question and Answer. 
Tux you the Lords will with the Commons come 
Into collision? Pooh, you can’t appraise them. 
“Collision with the Commons!” all a hnm— 
They are not donkeys enough e’en to graze them ! 





A Nap-posite Title. 
Tus Emperor of the French is going to visit the Viceroy of Egypt 
when the Suez Canal is what the papers call “finally inaugurated.” A | e 
very pretty little farce, or rather piece—of diplomacy. We should ' 
_ it the laughable tragedy of “ Pyramids and This-be” the French i 
peror. 


wo Rear “Bic-Low Parers.’”—The Anti-British press of New 
or: 
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THE NEW BOY IN TH 


Little Bill :— HA’ DONE, NOW! IF YQU GET A-BULLYING ME 
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Y THE UPPER SCHOOL 


NG MF, PLL GO BACK AND TELL MY BIG BROTHER BILL!” 
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HAVE IT OUT. 


T RARELY quarrel with a foe, 

And scarcely ever with a friend ; 

But, when I do, I’m never slow | 
In bringing matters to an end. | 
never nurse my anger long, | 
Whate’er the row may be about— 

But, in the right or in the wrong, | 
I always like to heve it our. 


From all the aches and pains on earth 
(Which Father Anam did bequeath) 
I've suffered ever since my birth — 
Particularly in my teeth. 
Whene’er a molar speils my rest, 
I never hesitate or doubt ; 
The simplest remedy is best— 
I always like (fo hsve it cut. 


Should ready money prove, perchance, 
No easy matter to obtain— 
I ask my broker to advance 
A trifle on my watch or chain. 
I cannot say that I prefer 
To leave that bauble up the spout ; 
When opportunities occur 
I always like to have tt out. 
| 


A LAWN LYRIC. 


“Comes with a hoop and come with a mall,” 
Roquet and croquet— take two off a ball, 
Kiss it, and miss it, or drive it away— 
That is the game for a morning in May. 


Hit stick and quit stick, and back throngh a hoop 
(Peeps of sweet ankles when pretty girls stoop), 
Whack ’em and crack ’em and mind you don’t spoon — 
That is the game for a morning in June. 


Fluking rebuking, and scoring a stroke, 
Vow, if caught cheating, ‘twas only in juke, 
Rover in clover the fates to defy— 

That is the game for a morn in July. 


Whop ’em, and stop ’em, and send ’em away, | 
Help on your friends if they lie by the way, 

Eye ’em and spy ’em and take a good aim, 
Laughing and chaffing —and that is the game 
For a morning in August, September, October— 
When the season of croquet is gen’rally oder! 


First 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
JUNE. 


Good Words for the Yourg seems scarcely as taking as usual in its 
illustrations this month, but the literary matter is as full of interest as 
ever. We miss, however, “‘The Boy in Grey,” which for sustained 
merit seems to us the best of the serials in this best of magazines for 
the young folks. 

We should like to see better illustrations to the S¢. James's. Nothing 
in the way of caricature could exceed the “ Portraits’’ in “ Cabinct 
Photographs ”—oddly enough, in the “only shilling Conservative 
Magazine”’ the portraits of Giapstone and GRANVILLE are by no 
means so unjust to the originals as those of Disrarii and Carrns. The 
biographies of the statesmen are however far fairer than might have 
been expected, and are tellingly written. The rest of the contents are 
better than usual; but we should like more of “ A Life’s Assize’’— 
ten pages seem a spare allowance. 

The last of Kettledrum, which is to reappear as Now-a-days, main- 
tains its excellence. We trust mutato nomine it will continue true to 
its objects, and as good in its material. 

We regret to find that 7/e Ladies’ Treasury is in the habit of as- 
similating stories from the American magazines without acknowledg- 
ment. ‘The discovery damages the periodical considerably in our 
estimation. We should set a better example on this side the water. 

THE Overland Monthly abounds in papers of interest and amusement 
this month. ‘“ The Last of the Leatherstockings,”’ “The Vow,” and 
“‘Some Americans who travel,” are more than a fair quantum of 
capital reading for one number. 

e have also received Le Follet,— without a study of which no lady 
can know what will be done with her by the milliners this season—the 











PAID 80 LITTLE, LOOKIN’ TO WHAT WE DOOS FUR OUR MONEY. 


Second Do. Do. :—“ So po I. 
"ARDER WORK THAN DOIN’ NOTHIN’ !”’ 


ALY ENED c~rm LAse % 
FOOR FELLOWS! 


Rural “Rolert’” :—“ I CONSIDDERS IT SKANDLUS THAT WE SHOULD BE 


9 


I sHUD LIKE TO KNOW WHERE YOU'LL PIND 
| They both yawn. 


From Grave to Gay. 


| 

| 

| 4 BEvery man his own tombstone”’ would seem to be the motto of the 
| ingenious Grenobleman mentioned in the following paragraph :— 


An odd discovery has just been made by a man of Grenoble, by which it is ca!cu- 
lated that cemeteries and graveyards will become superfluous. At t e deceas» of 
an individual the body is plunged into a liquid invented by the man of Grenobl-, 

| and in about five years the individual is turned int» stone. The secret of the petri- 
faction is known cnly to the discoverer. He says that ina th usand yesrs’ time, if 
persons will only preserve their relatives and friends, they will be able to buili 
with them. 


It will then be in any man’s power to be the foundation of a noble 
‘house. We fear, however, it will tempt some people, who have little 
enough respect for the living, to chisel their deceased relatives. 





New Books. 
Unfounded, a fiction, by the author of Found Dead, a novel. 
Crushing a Caterpillar, by the author of Bresking a Butterfly. 
Guile, or the Simple of the City, a London Romance, by the author of 
Gheel, or the City of the Simple. 
|  Lommy Dodd, by the author of Doubles or Quits. 
| A Sovereign Remedy. 
| We see announced “The One Sovereign Accident Policy.” 
Would net this be a good investment for the Spanish Government 
| just now? 


| Motley. 
Dogs the new American Minister come hero as adjester or simply 
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Gardener's Mogazine, a capital number,—Scientifie Opinion, Science | as a jester ? 
Gossip, The Naturalist's Note-bock, Carlcw College Magazine, and the | 

Young Ladies’ Journal, rich in work supplements, and healthy in its | A MERE CATCH. 
iterature. = , 7 | How will the Amzgr or Casvz catch his uncle? Az-im-Khan. 


Sn 











THE NEW MARKET AT BETHNAL GREEN. 


From Our Own Purveyor. 


Wuircn, Honorp Sr, you may recklect that I took the libbaty of 
sending you a line last Chrismas, regarding of a donkey of mine that 


become a publick carakter at the Theayter in Sorditch, through my 
brother-in-law, by the name of Jor, when trade was slack, a-putting 
me up to the time o’day; as sensation dramas was much in want of 
real cabs on the stage, and, therefore, donkies as well as ponies in the 
parntomimes. 

They ve been and restored the legitimick now at most of the play- 
houses, wuss luck, and there aint so much call for performing animals, 
which talents is not required in burlesks where its all the go to show 
off well-known gals instead, with as little costume as the Lord Chim- 

berlin sees fit for to allow, so that, wot with one thing or another, I've 
been obligated for to take up my old trade again, and the talented per- 
former, ’as got a round of aplaws every night, is degraded agin’ to the 
carryin’ out of greens and rhubub at twopence a bundle, till the wind 
changes so as mackrel comes into the market to be sold at foura 
shillin’, or there's more grass to be bought up at the Garden or else in 
the Borough market. By meaning of course ‘‘ sparrow grass,” 
which my customers can't of course buy at two bob, nor yet at eighteen- 

| pence—no not even you yourself, sir, with meat and everythink at the 
price it is, and no open market for to go to to circumwent the butchers 
and them that has the pull of poor chaps like me, and so can afford to 
pay 4 good rent fora shop, while I’m obligated for to redooce a noble 
animal to draw a Whitechapel brougham, and cry my own articles 
myself, which is a thing no respectable in our line ever does 
when he can afford to pay a boy to holler for him—he only just 
a-takin’ up the base now an’ then like they do at the harmonic 
meetins when they go in for what’s called a part song. Now, sir, what 
I want to know is this: how is it that people’s markets don’t, asa rule, 
make a do of it ? There’s the one at cen Town shut up, and now 
there’s that stunnin’ building down our way—which, thems Miss 
Bu«picx Coors, I say, for she’s all one of the right sort; but, as I 
says to my missis, talk about a market, I says, why it’s more like a 
foring cathedril, such as I’ve seen sellin’ at twopence a piece, in the 
Mile-end-road, made of plaster of parish, and shows beautiful as a 
chimbly ornament, with a lighted candle stuck inside. But still there 
the market is, and the question is, will the wholesale people go to it ? 
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The big master carkiss-butchers, and the market-gardeners, and the 
growers, will they serve at the reg’lar market rates, and not cut inte the 
retail; or will the fishmongers from Billinsgut let the salesmen take 
down a load of mackril, or herrin’, or plaice, or even of sprats, 
when there’s what we call a glut? If so, well an’ good, we can go 
and deal at Bethnill-green, and not have so far to go, and the neigh- 
bourhood will be all the better, becos, instid of bein’ confined to Brick- 
lane and buying under the flare of gas, when “ block ornaments“ goes 
for butcher’s meat, and with naphtha lamps a makin’ stale fish look as 
though they was jist caught, poor people can go and know what 
they're a buying of; while them that can afford to pay better prices, 
and don’t want the trouble of going to the market can still lay out 
a trifle with Yours, sir, to command, 


J. Coster. 


Clubs Lead. 


Wuart is the meaning of this ? 

Tue Carlton Club has passed a resolution setting apart £2,000 a year for political 
purposes, including registration committees in counties and boroughs. A similar 
reasolutiun will be proposed at the annual meeting of the Junior Carlton. 

What are “ political purposes” exclusive of registration expenses ? 
Would not “ political purchases’’ be nearer the mark? Perhaps in 
allusion to the cat’s-paws employed to snatch hot victories for the 
pay out of the fires of election contests “ pur-pussies” would not be 

ad. But, seriously, while we read that the Carlton and Reform Clubs 
set apart large sums for “ political purposes,” is it not absurd to talk of 
putting down bribery and corruption. Intimidation may be bad 
enough, but such “ bludgeon-law ”’ is far less common than the “ Club- 
law”’ we speak of. 


Alder-shot or Elder-shot. 
Our youngest boy has just brought us this :— 

The announcement that soldiers are to be permitted to purchase Government am- 
munition for shooting matches is, the Pall Masi Guzette believes, premature, except 
as far as Aldershot is concerned. 

He says if the purchase of ammunition is allowed as far as alder- 
shot is concerned, the cost of corks of pop-guns ought not to be much. 





Tue Constant Cry or THE Sons or Apotto.—“ Pa(r)-nuss-us!”’ 
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AN OLD STAGER’'S GROWL. 
LESS your soul, sir, | 
I have seen 
KemBLE and the 
elder KEAN— 
We've no actors 
nowadays, 
Not like them, of 
course, Imean! 


Then again, sir! 
we’ venoplays, 
How the drama 
now decays ! 
Ah, when I was 
young, you | 
ow, 
There were} 
pieces then to | 
praise. | 


Theatres, sir, have | 
got so low— 
All for glitter and | 

for show, | 
Not for great | 

and noble art; 
Nature now is all 

the go! 

Nowadays— why, 
bless my | 
heart— 
J 
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sky ! 


pronouncing “ske-y ”’ 
That 1 calla pretty start. 


"T'was not so in times gone by! 

Why, the other evening, I 
Heard a great tragedian say | 

“ Tremble ’’—not “ ter-remble ’’—fie ! 


"T'wasn’t so, sir, in my day, 
Ere the drama’s sad decay, | 
Which, I fear, is setting in— | 
Where's the talent I would— eh? 
Thank you! well, a three of gin! 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 
Tue average of mcrit mong the pictures in the Select Supplemen- 
tary Exhibition, at 25, Old Bond-street, ranges high ; whereas, we may 
note for the benefit of purchasers, that the prices rangelow. The 
number of paintings but little exceeds five hundred, of which very few 
are inferior works, while many are remarkably fine. The rooms are 
far better suited for an exhibition than might have been expected, 
considering that they were not built purposely—at least, not all of | 
them, for we understand that one or two have been erected since the 
starting of the project. 
To turn from these matters to the pictures themselves, we may remark 
that on the whole the hanging has been fairly and judiciously done. 
But it would seem that the weaknesses of human nature are not confined 
to the hanging committee at Burlington House ; for of the half-dozen 
or so of painters, whose names appear on the Bond-strect Committee, 
two or three have their pictures in the best places in the best room, 
which we venture to consider questionable taste. a 
Our space will not permit us to give a detailed critique of all the 
works exhibited, but we may hurriedly note a few as worthy of praise | 
— most of them being pictures which were excluded from the Royal | 
Academy either by the incompetence or the injustice of the appointed | 
judges of that body—we leave the R.A.’s to say which. _ a 
Mr. CuTupert’s “ Maske of Cupid” (6) is one of the best things in | 
the gallery, sound in painting, clever in design, and full of thought 
and fancy. ‘The Death of Robert Greene’ (66), by Mr. Aut, is, if | 
painful in theme, excellent in execution, despite a strange tone of colour. | 
“The Pipe of Freedom” (86), by Mr. T. S. Samrrn, represents a negro 
taking a whiff in celebration of the declaration of emancipation. Mr. 
SMALLFIELD’s picture of ‘Colonel Newcome at Grey Friars’ (110), is 
very fine in parts - one half of it (itis oddly cut. in two) is admirable. 
His “ Ladybird” (168) is simply exquisite. There are few pictures in 
the gallery so full of refinement and finish as Mr. Derretr FRANcIs’s 
‘‘ Welsh Maiden” (127), pausing to loek up and listen to the lark. 
Mr. Sopen’s “ Gainsborough’s Studies” (128) is humorously conceived 
and well worked out. ‘There is fine colour with great breadth in Mr. 
FirzGERraLp’s “ Present’’ (259), and in “The Alarm”’’ (320). “The 
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| Old Pump Well” (251), by Mr. McTaccart, is one of the best pictures 

exhibited, combining landscape and figures. 


_ our space forbids detailed notice. 


| THEKILL’s * Runswick”’ is natural and fresh. 


' much as Burlington House. 


| will make a resolute attempt to penetrate as far as Harba and re-establish com- 


+ 
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IN. 





——. ° l Mr. Hucues’s * Paga- 
nini’’ (54) is capitally composed; and there is a tender feeling about 


Mr. Baccanr’s “ Eve of St. Bartholomew ”’ (26), though the heads are 


hardly happy. Mr. Sranuore’s harsh, awkward “ Spoiler” (44) is a 
blot on the Gallery. Mussrs. A. W. Cooprr, Beavis, Weekes, and 
other well-known figure-painters also contribute, and Mr. Bromier 
sends a sparkling little bit, “Sunny Hours” (234) which should not be 
overlooked. Among the portraits (of which there are not too many) 
we may note “A Lady ”’ (165), a large work by Mr. Guiuicx; “ The 
Prince of Wales” (236), by Mr. Barraup; and “ Miss Felicia 
Iiemans” (2), by Mr. Grupen. 

Among the landscapes, the finest is Mr. Brert’s “ Menai Straits” 
(51), the excellence. of which at once explains its rejection by the 
R.A.’s. Mn. Prrrirr contributes some Alpine seenery in “ Mont 


| Blanc” (1), and others. Other works of merit are Mr. Cuester’s 


“Rokeby” (25), Mr. Hocuert’s “Sea View” (63), Mr. Haywoon’s 
“Folkestone ”’ (40), Mr. Metny’s “ Hastings’ (107), Mr. Goopwin’s 
“Beech Wood” (218), amd Mr. Gitnert’s “ Cornwall Coast” (224). 
In addition to these there are many other capital landscapes, of which 
Studies of still life animals are, 
of course, not excluded, though they do not oceupy as much wall- 
space as in other exhibitions we could name, and are all above the 
average. 

‘The Water-Colours are exhibited on four screens. The eccentrici- 
ties of Mr. Watter Crane excepted, they are all of fair excellence. 
His “‘ Annunciation ’’ (381) is in the new style of quaint hideousness, 
a symptom of the Burne Jonrs fever. “ Yetta ” (383) is a tour de force, 
and not much as that. Mr. Brert’s “ Trawlers"’ (398) is fine, and so 
are Mr. Hamervon’s truthful little “Sketches” (400). Mr. Wea- 
Mr. Bricuts “ King 
Golden Eagle” (413) is quaint and amusing, but somewhat over- 
elaborated. 

Altogether the Gallery, as we have said, deserves a visit, quite as 
It may be counted a complete success, 
and a strong protest against the cliqueism and ignorance of the 
Academy. 





The Right Man in the Right Place. 
We learn the latest news of the captives in Thibet from a contem- 
porary :— 
Another effort is to be made to reach the unfortunate French Missioraries still 


detained at Harba in Thibet. Major Stewart, Deputy Commi-sioner of Luckinpore, 
has engaged a score of stout Kamptees and Mishu.eex who, in the guise of traders, 


munication with the captives. 

The Deputy Commissioner would seem to be the proper person to 
select for the task. His experience of Luckinpore will be of use no 
doubt to those poor in luck, who find Harba anything but a port of 


refuge. 


Answers fo Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepled MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are accom- 
yuuied by @ stamped and directed euvelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
exponsible for loss. ] 

ArTeR TENNYSON.— We fear you will never get up to him. 

THE WoOODEN-HEADED WitT.—Your chip of the old block is of no use 
to us. 

JACK-IN-THE-BOX.— We'll tell you what, old fireworks, you do not de- 
serve to be “ let-off.’’ 

P. F. D. (Sheffield).— We cannot touch so delicate, or rather so indelicate, 
a subject. 

MARGIN.— We are happy to give as much as you name to your jokes. 

FRAGMENTUM.— Your first joke iscapital—“ A man isa fvol.’’ The other 
is not so good, because you seem to have less personal experience in the 


matter. 
JEsTER.— We are sorry to hear that your uncertainty about the fate of 


your MS. keeps you in suspense, for we can’t even cut you down, being 


| compelled to decline ¢% ‘ofo. 


OLp UncLEe.— Your joke about the butterman doesn’t seem to us pat to 
the purpose. ; 

Mens.—Your kind and considerate letter is to hand, but we cannot take 
notice of anonymous communications. 


Green of Bantry shall be immortalised. Hehas just sent us the old— 


| old head-scenter joke ! 


Aw ApMIREB.—There are several shops in Soho, where you could pro- 
cure the French paper you refer to. : 

Declined with thanks :—W., Bath; L., Ebury-street; B. T.; C. W. X., 
St. Albans; Palamon; Bottlenose; R. G., Peckham; Stet; H. K., Man- 
chester; R., Fore-street; B., Fore-street; W. #., Dublin; Constant 


Reader, Tipperary ; Alexandra Hotel, Liverpool ; Prospero; B. D., Green- 
; Ma I; N I. Chester; Maggie’s Young 


wich ; Wiggs’s Mare; P., Liverpool; .N. L 
Mon: R.8., Leeds; W., Manchester :V. T.; X.; Nemo’s Shadow; Ex- 
rt; Ex-muss; ‘i cotles; Old Hoss; The 


celsior ; B., Dalston; R. R., Brid 
Cap’n : B, Margate ; M. C., ridgwater; V. W. X. Y. Z.; Yank the | 


Second; F., Leeds; J. R., Chipping Norton ; Testig. 
aT 
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Driver (incredulously) :— Never !” 
Conductor (solemnly) :—* Fact!” 
Mild Gent outside (to Driver) :—“ W 
Driver :—“ WELL, YE SEE, SIR, SHB’S GIVE 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Mr. F. W. Rosison has given us another novel, For Her Sake, | ti 
pleasantly written as all his works a, and with a plot that keeps | 
the reader's interest alive throughout the whole story. It has 
previously been hidden away, we iors in a periodical, but now 
that Messrs. Sampson Low anv Son have brought it out in three 
handsome volumes, it cannot fail to be highly successful. It is just 
the book to take to the sea-side during th2 coming summer, and one 
moreover to which you may return with pleasure on winter nights. 
So, young ladies, e Papa order it at the bookseller’s, or if you can 
wait till August, rush off to the circulating library and get three 
volumes at once if possible ; for if you get to the end of number one, 
with its scene, and nore. not number two to go on with, we 
tremble for your little brains, and Mr. Roxrson will have a hopeless 
lunatic to answer for in the innermost recesses of Colney Hatch. 

Mr. Sreruanos XENos ought to have published his Lepredations of 
Overend, Gurrey, and Co.,in three volumes, for it is infinitely more 
in than half the novels one reads. He dashes in characters | 
with a bold hand, and takes them away with a bolder, especially | 
when the existence of the law of libel is considered. We took the | 
aoe up resolved by a stern sense of duty to wade through what 

would prove as uninteresting as a City article. We | 
could not put it down until we had come to the last page, so attractive | 








SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
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Conductor (hurriedly) :—“ H1! Biri! Lapy on norsenack ! 


[ Driver whistles, and goes off at a ga'lop. | 
Waar DOES HE MBAN 


SUITS FOR ALL OCCASION 5S, 42s. 10 II4s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


Printed bs JUDD & GLASS Pheni: & GLASS Phenix Works Works St, Andrew's Hil!, Dsctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, F.C.—London : 
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BY A LADY ON HORSEBACK ; r 
"IM ARF A SOVERING FOR A SIXPENCE.’ 


‘did its perusal prove. We need to say no more in its recommenda- 
on. 

In Land Battles (Warne AnD Co.) Mr. VALENTINE gives our boys a 
capital companion volume to Sea Figits. Every lad should have the 
two books, full of interest and written with a vividness of description 
that makes the battles easily intelligible—a very desirable feature. 


A PATENT FACT. 


Tue Patent Laws have patent flaws— 
The case is bad—let’s doff it! 

The men-of-brains have all the pains, 
And others all the profit. 


Its egis with affection ; 
But common lots are common spots, 
And do not need protection. 


But why should brains from honest gains 
Be ruthlessly ejected ; 
Sure, brains are not a common lot 


O’er house and lands the law expands | 
{ 
And so should be protected. | 









50, LUDGATEH HILL. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
BD Fairy Extrabagance. 


CHAPTER II. 
KING RUMTI’S STATUE. 


SHALL devote this chapter to an explanation of the Re- 
membrancer’s reference to the statue of Kine Rutt. 

Kine Rusti was one of the most popular monarchs Aphania 

had known. He divided his time into two equal portions, devoting 

one-half to labours for the welfare of his people and the other to study. 

He was at once the most benevolent and the most learned of men. 

He had founded no less than seventy almshouses and a hundred 

hospitals, and had enriched the literature of his country by some two 

thousand valuable volumes. 

You must know that Aphania was a peculiarly literary country. 
In all that regarded del/es lettres its institutions were admirable. There 
was a special statute book for literary offences, and a Court of Letters, 
presided over by six judges who received immense salaries as a com- 
pensation for their necessary abstention from literature. They adminis- 
tered justice promptly and impartially. Any person found guilty of 
borrowing from the works of other writers white of Aphania or 
elsewhere were sent to the treadmill for three years. Adaptations 
from the French were contraband, and violations of syntax were 
visited with capital punishment without benefit of es. Any one 

resumptuous enough to pen such asentence as for example :—“‘ These 
ws of grammar, originally promulgated by Linptry Murray, and 
which have been sanctioned by general usage ’’—would have been im- 
mediately executed. To ensure purity of style, all adjectives were 
kept at the National Library, and no writer was allowed to use more 
than a certain number per diem, without a special licence from three 
at least of the Judges of Letters. In spite of this stringency numbers 
of books were published yearly, and most of them were works of 
worth. With regard to publishing the regulations of Aphania were 
peculiar. The publisher was allowed to repay himself for every 
volume sold at a certain rate on the cost of paper, type, and binding, 
varying from one to five per cent., according to the style in which he 
brought it out. As he ought to be, if anything, a better judge than 
other people of the value of the books offered him, it was decreed that 
he justly suffered the entire loss of publication if the book was worth- 
less. The writers on the other hand received everything (except this 
percentage) which the books realized, it being laid down that the 
success of the work depended entirely on what they added to the 
paper, type, and binding common to all books. In case of failure 
they were held acquitted by the cost of lost time and damaged 
reputation. 
1nG Rumtt had devoted so much of his time to study that he was 
still a bachelor. He had been affianced in his cradle to one of the 
seventeen daughters of the ArcupuUKE Koscrsvsco, of the neighbour- 
ing state of Nexdorea, but had never been able to find time to select 
from the family. 

The Archduchy of Nexdorea supplied most of the magn hearing 
countries with queens, and had done so for many generations. 
the female children of the Archdukes were turned out wild into an old 
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palace and park belonging to the ruling families. There they were 
allowed to grow up without being taught their own language even. 
On reaching a marriageable age they were duly catalogued, and a 
description of their beauties was sent to all surrounding and single 
potentates. As soon as one of them was selected for marriage by one of 
these princes she was transferred to the Royal Nursery Palace, where 
masters and governesses duly qualified speedily taught her the 
language of her future country and the accomplishments and mannors 
in vogue there. 

The Ministers of Kina Rutt had ever been most anxious that he 
should make his matrimonial selection from the Archduke’s daughters. 
One day when they were especially solicitous and he was very anxious 
for a little quiet for study, he consented to marry the princess whose 
description he opened upon first in the Nexdorea Almanack, which 
contained the only authorised catalogue of the princesses. The book 
opened at page 116—chiefly because a young page had placed at that 
particular spot a fine specimen of the Bedellus niger or blackbectle 
which he had caught on the palace stairs. Without glancing at the 
letter-press, he ed the Almanack to his First Lord Puller-of-the- 
Pursestrings. nobleman rose with dignity and addressing the 
assembled Ministers said in an impressive voice : — 

“His Majesty will now oblige. Page one hundred and sixteen 
in the book. The Princess Ninni-Asterafina !’’ 

Unhappily she was the eldest of the seventeen. Her age was 
thirty-two and her looks unprepossessing. His Majesty’s Ministers 
were cast down. But Kina Rust in the innocence of his heart, 
having first signed the official form for a proposal of marriage and 
immediate affiancing, dismissed his council and gave him up to 
his studies. | 

The fact was that in the “ Philosophical Transactions,” published by 
the Royal Aphanian Society for the Promulgation of A t 
Absurdities, he had fallen in with a problem to investigate which he 
had devoted all his powers. The question propounded in the treatise 
was, to be plain, “ How many caudal prolongations of the vaccine 
vertebra: would it require to describe a right line from the nearest 
— of the lunar periphery to a given point in the Earth’s super- 

cies. 

The Ministers quitted their king and at once despatched a special 
courier to Nexdorea to convey to the Archduke his Majesty’s decision, 
gracious proposal, and act of betrothment. 

Runt plunged into his problem. 

“Taking,” said he—for he thought aloud like all great mon, in 
books, “the average bovine complement of caudal vertebr to be twenty- 
six, and it being granted that each vertebral section varies in size in 
every instance; then there is no reason in logic to disprove the 
assertion that, supposing each such vertebral bone to be a twenty- 
sixth of the whole distance from this planet to its satellite—that is to 
say, it requires only twenty-six vertebra, or to put it briefly, one 


“Will your Majesty kindly give a poor woman a trifle of bread for 
pee starving children ?’’ said a plaintive voice outside the study 
window. 

“Confound you, no! Go, away!”’ bellowed his Majesty. He had 
already relieved seventeen beggars that morning. 

A report like a cracker followed. The poor woman disappeared, and 
in her place stood a fairy, with tears in her beautiful eyes. 
ce DTD 
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Nor a Srricut Tip.—Tipperery, while the dark-courses of the 
assassin are allowed tor n. 
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‘aS BEEN TRIED AT CLERKENWELL!” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 23rd, 1869. 


§ the race-course to become the prey of the coarse race, tha 
“harbour on the turf and live upon ‘the green they find there ? 
“The horse,” says the spelling-book, ‘is ‘a noble animal,’’ but 
= the latest reading of betting-books would seem to describe him as 
a “nobble” animal. Almost every race is nowadays a “selling 
stakes.” . 
“ The im t of the breed of horses’’ is alleged.as the object 
of races, and a landable enough object it is in its way; but if it s 
only be attained gy the deterioration of the breed of men, we fear it is 
hardly worth the priee. Of late, turf-scandals have been so rife, that 
it is scarcely to be wondered at if some of its best and noblest patrons 
withdraw from it. It isthe only course, as those will know who 
possess croquet lawns, When the turf becomes infested with worms 
and other pests the only cure is to cutit. 
The heiméo the throne should withhold his countenance from a sport 
which threatens to make him Prixcg, not of Wats, but of Welshers. 
Thernobility should take the hint offered in our cartoon by the 
- turf altogether. "The Spide mid Kcroailiteeums, Sree hold with ite 
> ey- i i 
enter Rtas’ pelnces takes hold with its 









it other journals are at last speaking out on th 
ee es . Le ip eae seat gente died of the shame al 
‘ imprisonment, a respectable girl has beén 
thrust into a cell i i 
bowl into a Gf oe abe ea name, that the subject 
We trust Coron, Henprrson brings less ébstinacy- and more com- 



















a NEWS! 


Enthusiastic Outsider :—“ Fixe CHAPS THEM MILISHER—ALL ON *EM TRIED MEN, ‘TOO!”’ 
Cynical Driver :—“ Au, THAT's TRUE! THEM AS AIN’T BEEN TRIED AT THE Hotp Balser | 
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| ‘the VUUECL. 

“Taxr away your sword and pistol — 
Back to scabbard and to holster ; 

I am going off to Bristol 
There to press my peaceful bolster!” 


So spake Ensicn Tvunss, the hero, 
When young Perrer Porrs,-the groecr, 
Said “ Er-you-er I’ve no fear 0’ — 
I-er will-er pull your nose-er!” 
Pzrrer Ports laid by his weapon, 
At bold Tusss’s calm request, 
Asking, ““Why-er ’ave you kep’ on 
’Arrassin’-er JULIER’S breast ? 


“ That-er breast contains the himage 
: Of-er yours-er to command, 





So prepare-er for a scrimmage, 
Or resign-er JuULIER’s ’and!’’ 


Tusss, perceiving Ports’s claymore 
Was beyond his reach a few, 
Drew his glaive,.and didn’t say,more 


He was furnished for the fray— 
From his pocket drew his howitzer, 
Cried to Tusss, “ Well, run away!” 


“‘ Fas ab hoste est doceri,”’ 
Tusss observed with classic kid. 
“Run away, say you!” and here I 
Grieve to have to add—he did! 


| Ports for Tunss cared’not'a doit, sir! 
| 


} 





| AccLIMATIZATION Maps Easy.—A game that 
| Toucan (two can) play at in England: The 
| heavy bill line. 

Wuen the taxgatherer is welcome to.call on 
us :— Every otherday. Lor 





mon sense to Scotland Yard than his predecessor possessed. It is also 
to be hoped that as a military man he will be less crazy on the subject 
of drill than a civilian is likely to be. It may be very nice to have a 
regiment of “blues” able to “right about face” and all that sort of 
thing, but itis more important that’ they should understand their duty 
as ans of the peace and property of their masters. 

ne thing we would urge on all magistrates—never to allow a police- 
man ‘without rebuke to speak of the-public as “civilians.” It isa 
practice that grows more and more common, and it isa symptom of a 
most unhealthy state of mind. How do ‘the policemen distinguish 
themselves, if the public are “ civilians ”’’? 
_ We fear it will be some time ere the effects of the amateur ‘soldier- 
ing of the late Str Ricuarp Mayne will be effaced. Meanwhile 
CotongL Hznprrson and the police magistracy will do immense 
service if they snub the “military” constable at every opportunity. 
It is not improbable that excessive drill has damaged police morality. 
A man who has been trained to:stand with ease beinclined to lie 
— re, — | perjury and policemen have heen. Siiterative far too 
oO 

—_—$—_—_—_—_————— 


Tue Art-Critic of the Asineum flin -his theels, after the fashion 
of his‘tribe,at the Supplementary Exhibition. He begins his notice 
by speaking of ithe extent of his ience and opportunities of 
judging of pictures. Unfortunately méither experience nor oppor- 
tunity can make a criticof a man ; youtan’t makelhim.a judge of art 
by shutting him oa in a pict ery, aniilliaeiénan you can 
make him a horse by lecking him inastable. Now, four friend had 
been criticising music anstead of pictures, we ‘hesitate about 
cles from him, “fer there can be no doubt he possesses considera - 





Aint for the Princess’s. 

We would suggest that "TheM@Merchant of Venice.stould be followed 
by the M t of Ven(-ham \Lake)-icee—no msafer card could be 
played when fhe hot wea ives. ; 
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Nut Yorthe“Naval Loris. 
Wuen a ship “misses stays”’dess\she-lie becalmed until they can 
be found, or go down without ’em ? F 


—— 


Than “ Young. Ports, I’ll ran you thronzh!” 
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A “SATURDAY’’ MANIAC. 


One of the Saturday Review's own Bedlamites has just been making 
himself ridiculous over an unpretending book of gossip, called Chaucer's 
England, which, with some obvious faults, appears to be as accurate 
and honest as the Saturday is inaccurate and dishonest. Everybody 
knows that in copying a marked extract from a book a printer will not 
turn small letters into capitals unless you compel him to do so by 
altering the text in pencil. For the express purpose of making the 
author of the book, a Mr. Matrrnew Browne, look ridiculous, the 
Saturday has printed (in ostensibly correct extract from the book) 
“being” as “Being’’; ‘‘shadow”’ as “Shadow” ; “ cone”’ as “Cone’’; 
and “worship” as “ Worship;” besides falsifying the quotations 
in other ways. But take a few other points. The reviewer states: 
—1. That the book makes Caracracvus an Anglo-Saxon; 2. That the 
book says that ‘‘The feudal system was broken up by those very 
struggles between the king and the king’s barons to which dry-as- 
dust historians have attributed its real political existence in England ;”’ 
3. That the book says that “ the Troubadour movement was an ecclesias- 
tical one, in happy unconsciousness that the cruellest of ecclesiastical 
wars had to be waged for its suppression;’’ 4. That the book “ac- 
quiesces in Comre’s dictum, that it was feudalism which introduced for 
the first time the Worship of Woman;” 5. That the book takes the 
word “ manners,” in the famous Winchester School motto to mean 
‘“‘vood manners,” in the usual sense; 6. That the book represents 
Chivalry in England in CuAvcer’s time as a reality. On reference to 
the book itself, it will be seen that every one of these statements is false. 
It is not necessary to go farther than this, for the moment. If Mr. 
MartrHew Browne is the “undoubtedly clever man” the Saturday 
calls him, it is possible that he will know how to take care of himself, 
and make literary mincemeat of his reviewer. But one of the false- 


hoods—the statement that Mr. Browne calls “the Troubadour move- | 


ment an ecclesiastical one ’’—is so dead in the teeth of about a third of 
the book (which abundantly says the reverse, and could scarcely do 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 120. 


Tue buds promise lots, 

But the blotches and spots 
Proclaim of those pests a collection ! 

Alas, for the blooms, 

Which the curse so consumes 
That they cannot arrive at perfection ! 


He felt a touch—he felt a tug, 

And in his ribs an elbow dug ; 

His hat was tilted o’er his nose, 

While heavy highlows crushed his toes. 
And when his senses he regained 

His watch no longer there remained. 


“‘T fade away,” sang Lapy Naren, 
Who Scottish tongue set woe to. 

And then the neighbourhood, puir bairn, 
Of these she said she’d go to. 


3. In the heel of the boot, 

Not far from Brindisi, 

There’s a spot that will suit, 
And to find it is easy. 
4. “ What vehicle is like a kiss ?”’ 
He asked, and gaily smiled on us ; 
Then answered, “‘’Cos it is a ’bus!”’ 
But, ah, the witty rogue was this! 


. He was deaf beyond defining ; 
And he made us sadly weary, 
Making, while the sun was shining, 
This remark by way of query. 


2. 


Cr 


6. A most peculiar kind of spot, 
Where birds can rest but you can not. 


7. “ With fingers weary and worn,”’ 
She sang—and will sing for years, 

Like the bird that sings with its breast on a thorn, 
That its music may sound like tears. 


Sotutron or Acrostic, No. 118.—Picture Gallery : | 
Prig; Ipsera; Cannibal ; Tinsel; Use; Rudder; Eddy. 


Correct Sotutions or Acrostic No. 120, rnecgrvep June 16th. 
—Nell and Louie ; Gibus. 


Hovse or Catt vor Hirroruacists. — The Stew- 
poney Hotel, near Stourbridge. 


FUN.) 





TOOK AWAY ALL THE PLAY 
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otherwise unless its author were as wild a maniac as the Saturday 
reviewer) that the very presence of such a wanton misstatement is 
overwhelming proof that the reviewer's conceited rancour had pre- 
vented his reading the book. Besides, the volume contains proofs that 
the author did know not only of the crusade against the Albigeois, 
but something of its special literature. Tne Saturday maniac says, 
solemnly, “that there is a certain peril in leaving Dr. Surriey 
unread.’”’” We will add that there is ‘a certain peril in’ taking for 
| granted the limits of another man’s reading, especially if he is * un- 
| doubtedly a clever man.’ Our impression of Mr. Mattuew Browne 
is that he is something of a humourist, and what- one trembles to 
write it—what, if he should have laid in his book a trap or two for 
the Saturday, and have actually sold that Great and Beneficent 
Periodical ? 





—_ et 


Deserves to be Known. 


Str Witrrep Lawson is far from being the prejudiced man that 
many people take him to be. We can state that when the hon. 
| member in driving out meets a loaded brewer's dray in a crowded 
| thoroughfare he pays it the greatest respect, and more, that from this 
| 


; 
| rule he makes n’eau-de-vie-ation whatever. 


| Progress of Vegetarianism. 


Tne Jialie, of Florence, states that at the féte of the Cascines, ‘* The 
_people dined on the grass under the large trees.” We hope they 


enjoyed such fare. 


as 


Spiritualism in the Provinces. 


ahd 0s 

A country correspondent informs us that Spiritualism has reach d 
the provinces, for only the other day he saw a cheese-press running 
a whey. 
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PARTICULAR TO A HAIR. 


lst Young Man of the Day :—“ Wry, ’Anry! ’ow 18 IT You DON'T LET 
©»? 


YER MOUSTACHE GROW? 
Qnd Y. M. of Ditto:—“So I pimp ror A WEEK oR 80, BUT I FovND IT 
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AND EXPRESSION OP MY MOUTH. 
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PERIPATETIC PAPERS. 


ST. JAMES’S PARK. 


Ir can scarcely happen to a man that he shall continue to walk about 
is great Metropolis and not find himself, by some unexpected turn, 
halfway towards that rural life of which, as you know, sir, so many of 
our poets have spoken in a kind of simulated rapture, as though the 
of kine and the odour of new mown hay, or the sight and taste 
of dainty cream, butter, and cheese, were all that could delight the 
very heart of a man, and that having them he had no inward yearning 
other than could be aapeneed by churning—no craving which the 
fruits of the earth not satiate. For my sir, I challenge 
your “ lovers of nature,”’ who would go a- ing as a holiday, 
as our ancestors went a-mayi I challenge them with a w 

dinner at Richmond— ines far aI go that way in my freq 
pedestrian excursions—that there shall be found the best c 
the largest asparagus, the ruddiest and ripest fruits, 

the most esculent roots, and the greatest variety of such “simple fare’’ 
as these virtuous gluttons love to talk about, in the very heart of 
Covent tole and the shops that make the epicure’s mouth 
water all the way from the salad stall, kept by the greengrocer under 


E 


i 


of a 
uent 
eese, and 


Aldgate to the last outl dairy at Hammersmith, with all the 
intervening’ display of Mr. Moses, Mr. Grove, Mr. Banister, Rixe 
Brrmer, and wonderful fruit shop in Piccadilly where they | 8° 


2 a dozen, best represent the gas- 
tronomic side of all Mr. Tuomson’s Seasons ; and though I have 
heard that the poet had himself a very pretty taste in es, loving 
€ ble off their sunny sides as they hu..g 
mello on a wall, I could back the fruit at a dinner with the 
Grocars’ Casipault aguinet all thet hed been imagined in Hewperide= or 


You will say, sir, that these are not misnamed peripatetic, 
Sander on a walking around or about rather te any 
or settled goal, may excuse me for a discursion from 

that whereof it was in my mind to write when I sat down. There is 
that, sir, in the more rural vicinities of London, to which we who 


: 
i 
i 


pride ourselves on being town-dwellers are never tired of directing our 


contemplations, it is to 


and those 
romantic and rural are not discombined by the monotony of agricul- 


of the metropolis where the 
bovine existence that we must go if we would study nature 
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and human nature under their most pleasing aspect. In the pleasant 
retreats of that park, named after the saint who has ever been sup 

to be the patron of English rank and fashion, the study of innocence, 
symbolised by the daisy, and exemplified by the occupants of the 
vehicle ». hich is unfitly named the per-ambulator, since it. is mostly 
forced jm our notice in the character of a super-ambulator, may be 
sufferec},to occupy the philosopher. The presence of the heroes of 
cavalry regiments, resting after the laborious dangers of their daily 
duty, «nd seeking in the peaceful whispers of a soldier’s love at once 
to en\ dle their leisure and to increase their store of tobacco and 
pocket-money, the simpering pleasure of those coy maidens in whom 
the gaunt attentions of their warlike admirers rouse all the forgetful- 
ness of their untried hearts; all these things, sir, are to be found in 
that pleasant lounging-place. 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JUNE. 


» In the Atlantic Monthly there is a paper on “ Birds’-nests”’ that is 
almost like a day in the woods—and that alone is worth the price of 
the magazine! The other contents are up to the average. 
Our Young folks is capital this month. Mr. Aupricn’s “ Bad Boy”’ 
ts better than ever, and the other articles are very good. 
In the Elizabethan there is a parody of Box and Cox which is funny, 
and a ponderous satire on politics, called “The Lions.”” The lads 
had better stick to cricket and cut politics. The rest of the number is 
fair enough. 

The S¢. Paul's, Good Words, and Sunday Magazines have not reached 
us this month. 


Turn about’s Fair Play. 


_Ir is a too familiar fact that day by day “The Scythe-bearer "’ fixes 
his mark indelibly on all. Those who wish to return the compliment 
can do so by “ marking Time.” 


Tx man to prevent the exhaustion of our coal-fields : One who can 
make his shaving-kettle boil with rage. 
A Vacrttatine Lory Mayon.—“ Turn again”? Wurrrincron. 
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ACCOUNTS. 
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of ’em— 
T answer, “ Not on my account !’’— 
I buy for credit’s sake of.’¢_2. 


But now they drive me to the Court 
Of Bankruptcy and Basinghall, 

I find had vet cash been my spo.e 
’T would turn-out an ssinall o haul. 


To prison vile until I file ; 
Accounts : that task I’m set through ’em! 
Ah, me ill-starred—for they’re so hard, 
No file shall I e’er get through ‘em. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


On the 11th instant Mr. J. Crawrorp Wiison gave a reading at 
Had he omitted the over-done “ Light 
sé The 
ory O’More” were excellent bits and admira- 
bly rendered, while an extract fram his own works “ Lily,” brought 
Mr. 


the Hanover Square Rooms. 
Brigade Charge,” his programme would. have been faultless. 
Trish Attorney”’ and “ 


tears to many an eye among the female portion of the audience. 





FUN. 





||] CCOUNTS are things I can- 
To me they're insur- 
Arithmetic Id fain for- 


Indeed I’m not account- 


I know full well a count’s 

Desrett has so averred 

That’s why it is, to me, I 
fear, 

Accounts appear absurdi- 
ties. 


When tradesmen wish the 
To score for goodsI take 
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HIGH ART. 


We were last week favoured with an invitation to the private view | 
of pictures rejected by the Junior Sub-Deputy Supplementary Exhibi- 
tion of British Painters. Several works of art (in the framing depart- 
ment) adorn the collection, and a man of genius takes charge of the 
sticks and umbrellas, The gem of the gallery is undoubtedly Mr. 
Ciaupg Consrante’s Bafiled Spy Swinging on a Gate in the Distance. We 
have seldom seen a story of modern life told with such mingled sim- 
plicity and force. This y and rising artist also gives us an exqui- 
site bit of dreamy landscape im this Coldbath Fields by Moonlight. The 
man in the left ye eorner is a marvellously truthful study from 
nature :—in a fit of irritability, pamlonabile under the circumstances, he 
has just bitten off part of the thumib-nail which contains his valuable 
pencil-notes. Mr. Freru Scumenz shows rapid progress in his Court 
fool Offering to Lend a Fellow his Knife, whichgives us an entirely new 
treatment of a hackneyed subject. Mz. Frame Wuuire’s Boarding a 
Pirate is very clever; the 1 *s constemation at the enormous 
appetite of her seafaring lodgeris mest faithfully portrayed, while 
the empty egg-shells and the denuded muthembones give a Hogarthian 
intensity to the situation. MM. User Brown’s large picture, Greek 
Warriors (Draped) Madly Dancing Rounda Hele in the Walls of Troy, is 
too ambitious a work to be dismissed in a short notice. We shall re- 
turn to this colossal effort at our earliest convenience, merely pausing 
at present to remark that the foreshortening of the chief figure (whose 
head is towards the spectator) falls little short af perfection. 

The refreshments at this institution are mild and reasonable, the 
managing committee evidently perceiving that bitter beer is like a 
portrait—of no use mnless drawn with a head to it. 
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A Duke in Fun. 


THe veracious Revrer heads a column of intelligence from Paris 
with— 


ee 


LETTER OF THE DUKE DE PERSIGNY, 
and complacently commences, “ Nothing serious has occurred.” Will 
the duke kindly permit us to tender the right, hand of fellowship, on 
his accession to comic jo ism ? 


One Law for the Rich—Another for the Poor. 

A sENTENCE of three weeks’ hard labour for taking a duck’s CBs: 
passed at the Bearsted Petty Sessions, on one THomas Osporng, an. old 
waggoner, has formed one of the latest eccentricities on the part of 
the “ t unpaid.”” Why, we have known many a swell to walk out 
of Kennington Oval, under the very nose of the police, with two duck's 
eggs—and no questions asked ! | 


‘Wutson has a good presence anda fine voice, and these, combined with 
great taste and elocutionary skill, combined to render the reading a 
success, which fairly deserved all the applause it won. ‘“, 

We are glad to learn that an amateur ce of 8 'e Stoops to 








Answers to Correspondents, 








Conquer, lately given at Kingston, will be shortly repeate: m town. 
It will be under the patronage of H.R.H. THe Prince or WAtEs, and 
is a farewell tribute to Joun Parry, who has so long and ab'’-’ devoted 


himself to the amusement of the public. t 





A Critical Situation. 


Tus is neat for the leading literary journal : 

As a fellow of the Linnean fasiety, not a leaf or flower, theeffect of light or the 
value of shade, but attracts his notice and suggests sume application. 

No one would quarrel with such slipshod in a housemaid’s letter, but 
it is not to be borne in the Atheneum, whose writers ought to know 
enough grammar to avoid a blunder, which makes a leaf or a flower a 
onniae of the Linnean Society... Why does not the anthor of Her 
Majesty’s Tower look more sharply after offenders against the QuEEN’s 
English, and bring their heads to the congenial block on Tower-hill. 


We Kennet Tale Unfold. 


ANGLERS’ mouths should water when they hear that two splendid 
trout, weighing respectively 104lbs. and 10lbs., have been taken with 
inning tackle by Mr. F. Hurizey, in the River Kennet, near St. 
iles’s ton, Reading, showing not 
worm, but that, as a trout stream, wi 
Kennet cennet be surpassed. 


m easy reach of London, the 


Mir-abile Dictu. 

Tue rt of a ‘“‘ mirage” witnessed by the captain ef the steamer 
secede tas attracted considerable attention. The phenomenon is not 
80 rare as may be supposed. Frequently, in the very heart of the city, 
we have ienced a mire-age, caused by the teo copious and injudi- 
cious watering of the streets. 






Se the Hurrey bird gets the |, 


[We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are aceom- 
panied by a stamped and direeted envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.] 


P. (Clapham).—We don’t think your “Thoughts of a horse re i 
from the Derby”’ are at all like the animal’s probable meditations. 
are too ambitious. Try the fancies of a humbler quadruped, on which you 
would feel more at home. ; 

GRIZELDA must have enclosed some of her patience with her MS., or ‘we 
never could have got through it. 

FisH-HOOK has evidently mistaken his line. But he deserves a rod. 

Furious JONATHAN.—Oh, dear, No! We never thought your Morzzy 
meant soft soap. The rest of your letter is ab-sud-ity. 

DocBerry.—There is no such word in the English ; itisa 

tard Yankee coinage, and as you would know, if you understood such 
matters, impossible in formation. There is no need for us “to write you 
down an ass’’—you have done it effectually yourself. 

O’B. F. (Leith).— We should have thought the publisher’s name teo well 
known to escape oblivion even by Leith-y waters. But we have forwarded 
your note, and you will no doubt hear in due course, 

E. C. (Liverpool).—We eannot ex any opinion about MSS. we have 
not seen, and “ to this rule we can ne exception ’” as the papers say. : 

‘“‘Tus Discreet Widow’’ indulges m some indiscreet rhymes, and so 
inust not hope for a wedding-day in Fun. 

' SvuaviTER.—See above. 
» ApDEVANT.—Not suitable for us, is all we can say. We must, however, 
decline to say whether it will do for any other publication, and why. 
R. C.—In the touching words of Horace, 
Odi profanum vulgus et R. C. oh! 

Declined with thanks:—Hetty Mol]l O’Gee; Bedmunds; T. A., Tod- 
morden ; James; J. M. G., Bayswater; T., Bristol ; M., Reading ; H. P.; 

B., Thatched House Club; Honi seit, ete:;C. T. G.; B., Tottenham; 
A. M. Z.; C., Neweastle-street ; H.C., Junior; D., M‘S., Glasgow; Boy in 
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Blue ; H., South Lambeth-road ; X. R., 101; John Thomas; S,, Marchmont- 
street ; §., Cheltenham ; F. K., Borongh ; J. T. Ss Car irrell H.-F. B., 
0 


Euston-square ; R., Berkhampstead; P. Q. K., Ke'ls; P. B., Fore-ateeet ; 
W. H.S, Brixton; J. H. C , Croydon. | 





































WRONG ON THAT: HEAD. 


S0MEB POOR THING LOST HER RESPIRATOR !”’ 





‘TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 
Taxixo up a neatly bound and well turned-out little book, entitled 
Without a Priend in the World (Mactntosu), we by some wayward 
chance opened it at the wrong end. We found the story ends with 
these words: “Thus it happened that poor Redfern, who had so 
often through life fancied himself without a friend in the world, was 
not without a friend when life was over.” Now it surely does not 
want 226 pages to inculcate such a moral as that!) It is unfortunately 
too common an experience in. everyday life. e world is never 
tired of ignoring 4 man’s existence while he is alive, and shedding 
shillings on his grave when he’s dead. That unfortunate peep at the 

last page has deprived us of the pleasure of reading the story. 3 
. Wa don’t ite know what to think of The Gren of the Period 
Deiaign t is valuable because its author has collected and 
facts and evidence as te the injurious effects of the arsenical 
ies iad Fashion has dictated, and oon sister, Folly will 
warnings. Oddi enough, e way, the of 

book 
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the wrapper, supply the curious with a sample 
of the particular green alluded-to, for analyzation. The form tin 
he is written is absurd: We are taken from Dover to 
the Bhine and through Switzerland, to various places which give 
Readangs to Bap grapes, but are never alluded-to in them. - But the 
poe! of the work is that it is suspiciously like a puff of 
baths, though the puff is as insidiously introduced and will be 
generally as unsuspected as Scuzx.e’s green in paper-hangings. 


he is va os 
-__ 


alow 3 '..» Sminently an Irish Notion. | 
cabeeeeinet netasiatnnee intimates to us his intention to visit 
Ser ys’ fly fishing. What can he expect to take— 


:; Tus Raat “Grecian Benny.” —A turn for knavery. ay 









































Old Lady (picking up a discarded “ fashionable bormet”’) :_— Dear, DEAR! HeEnrezE’s aid. 


[June 26, 1869. 





A ROMANCE OF THE PRAIRIE. 


I cvess I are some. pumpkins, 
For I gets up mighty soon—_ 
It would take a sight o’ bumpkins 
To git round of this ‘ere coon. 


I went to the paraira 

Jist to hunt the grizzly bar — 
I can’t say as I had aira 

Great objection to raise har. 


For of Injuns there was plenty, 
And I guess as Guv’ment gi’es 

Of dollars nigh on twenty 
For each Injun scalp that’s riz. 


So I cached where they were tented— 
Guessed I’d bag some two or three, 
But got somehow carcumwented, 
For the warments jist took me! 


So they had a big camp meetin’, 
And they reeled off lots o’ jaw; 

And the end of all the bleatin’ 
Was they guv me to a squaw. 


But just then the Snooksville Rangers 
Come careering like the wind— 

They vamosed those Injun, strangers! 
But they left this child behind. 


Yet his scalp with them they carried, 
But it might ha’ bin much wuss. 
For I might be rite thru married 
To that copper-coloured cuss. 


War should a flourish of trumpets prove cool- 
ing in hot weather P—Because it’s a an-for-an- 


An Inpran Darnx.—Sikh’s ale. 





Foresters Good. 


Tue Foresters at the West End of London are setting a good exam- 
ple which wealthier folk might follow. They are going to give a 
d gala at the Welsh Harp, Hendon, in aid of the funds of St. 
Mary’s Hospital, which is in difficulties. We are glad to see working 
men combining, without expectation of fee or reward, for so laudable 
a purpose, and gladly wish them a pleasant day and all success. We 
are pleased to note too that Fcn is not the only journal willing to stand 
by them, for -the programme announces, after “ Boat, Foot, Donkey, 
and Velocipede Races’’—the additional attraction of ‘‘ Fireworks—by 
Land and Water.” ese 


The Pursuit of Pleasure. 


A “ Crrizen of credit and renown,” in the oil and_colour line, who is 
often seen at the cover-side during the hunting season, so misses his 
favourite portine as to harbour the singular delusion that he is a wax 
and ¢ally-ho! chandler.’ 


A Consummatien Devoutly to be Wished. 


Tose who have exerted themselves in the past to put down the 
organ-grinding nuisance well deserve the thanks of the public. Can 
they not follow up the good-work by causing the “variations ”’ of the 
compass to cease ? : : 





QUESTION FOR AN EXAMINATION PAPER IN METEOROLOGY. 


Expain the fact that “a cloud” (of ’bacca) is often found the 
readiest means to clear the brain. ‘ 





BY NO MEANS AN UNCHARITABLE WISH. | 
Twat. every.inmate of the Royal Orthopcedic Hospital may speedily 
be in “straitened”’ circumstances. - —— 





—————— 
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PETSETRMEA'S: POS: 
A §Fairy Extrabagance, 





CHAPTER II1.—(Contrnvep.) 


=~, 


Gi; you see—well!”’ 
eu But the fairy only wrung her hands. 
‘‘ What's the matter? ”’ said Rutt. 

“Oh, dear! oh, dear! how unlucky,” said the fairy, “I shall have 
to give you some dreadful punishment, and I don’t want to do so. I 
know you were busy and didn’t mean it; but it’s out of my power to 
do anything—it’s out of my jurisdiction. Nothing remains for me but 
to pass upon you the sentence imposed by the outraged laws of Fairy- 
land. And I know you've been relieving no end of beggars, and that 
you didn’t mean it—and, oh, dear, what shall I do!”’ 

* And these two good-hearted creatures mingled their tears for a time 
in silence. 

“T can’t help it, really,” said the fairy, after a pause; “but you 
know it’s contempt of the Fairy Court, and the sentence is awful, and 
without the option of a fine.”’ 

‘What is it?’’ asked Rvumrtt, 
in a perturbed voice. ‘ You know 
I was very hard at a difficult cal- 
culation; and I’m very charitable 
—I am indeed !”’ 

‘‘Yes, I know all that,” said the 
fairy weeping; ‘‘ but the sentence 
of the court is that you are to be 
changed into a stone statue, and 
remain in that shape until touched 
by an honest hand.” 

“You'll give me a little time to 
make a few arrangements?”’ said 
Rvmt1, nervously. 

‘All I can do is to order the 
transformation to begin from the 
— up. So write away for dear 
dife.”’ 

“Oh, only just a line to ask brother Bunao, the regent during my 
temporary suspension of power, to get an honest man to touch me— 
that’s all. It won’t take a minute, and as soon as he sees it he’ll have 
me touched, and it will be all right again—and I shall be able to finish 
my paper in time for publication in the next Transactions !’’ 

Rvumt1 seemed quite cheerful, and wrote his note with great spirits. 
But the fairy was not quite so hilarious. She shook her head at the 
mention of his speedy release. | 

As our readers will learn presently, the fairy had some reason to 
shake her head. The Editor of the Philosophical Transactions of “The 
Royal Society for the Promulgation of Utter Absurdities’”’ waited 
until the last moment for Kine Rumti’s promised contribution. But 
the copy was not forthcoming, and, on the eve of going to press, he 
had to supply its place by inserting a paper by the President of the 
Statisti Tnstitution on “ The nature and properties of the faba cerulea, 
or Blue Bean, with a critical commentary on its relations to the 
mystical number, Five.”’ 

When His Majesty had completed his note, he signed, sealed, and 
directed it. Then becoming aware that his transformation had begun 
and that his legs wére changed into stone pedestals, he composed—or 
rather posed himself to endure his doom with dignity. He submitted 
to the fate of being made a statue with more resignation and 
equanimity than would be likely to be displayed by any Englishman 
of note, if he knew how he was likely to look when “done in stone ’”’ 
after death. 

A few hours afterwards Krxne Rvm»ri’s ministers, desiring an 
audience with him, en- 
tered, and found him 
turned to stone. Before 
him lay a note addressed 
to his brother, Prince 
Bunco. They took it 
to that distinguished per- 
sonage, 
it contained his late Ma- 
jesty’s orders that Prince 
Bunco should be Regent 
during his (Rvumr’s) in- 
disposition, and that the 
Regent should in order 
to restore him  (Rvumrt1) 
to life and power, have 








his stone figure touched by some 


yee 


> and taking his seat on the Royal 
at aes t eae | and takin; $ sei 1e Roya 
YH, what ?”’ said the king, looking up, “I beg your pardon— _Dais, which was close to the yn 


| stone effigy of Rumtr as he went 


| Assistant Under-warmingpan, had 


life, 
| people—read them his brother’s letter—stated that evidently that 


SL 





and learnt that. 








On reading the epistle, Pricer 
BunGo smiled, and then nodded three 
times. At once assuming the second- 
best crown (the Sunday one was 
changed into stone with Rusrt), he 
proceeded in state to the study, 


tionaries, he ordered the Court to 
pass before him in review, each 
individual laying his hand on the 


by it. 
When all present, from the Chan- 
cellor and Archbishop down to the 


gone through this ceremony, with- 
out restoring the stony monarch to 
Kine Bunco addressed his 





beloved monarch had forgotten to mention some other formula neces- 
sary for the reversal of the spell—and decreed that on that day, the 
EKighty-second of Blowsy, in every year, the Court should assemble 
and go through the ceremony of touching Kixe Ruts effigy, in 


| hopes of restoring him to his mourning country and afflicted family. 


At this point his Majesty turned aside, it was believed with the inten- 
tion of wiping away a tear. 

At first, there was some desire expressed by the common people of 
Aphania to see, and touch the figure of their beloved king. But 
Bunco’s Prime Minister addressed them and explained that the 
lamented Rumrt had expressly desired that “some honest gentleman 
of Kine BunGo’s retinue’’ should break the spell, and that it would 
be a gross violation of their beloved monarch’s last command, to allow 
the charm to be reversed in any other way. 

After a time, the stone figure was found to be rather inconvenient, 
as a piece of furniture in the library, so it was removed, by the 
ten Lords in Waiting, in a crimson velvet sedan chair, and deposited 
in a crypt, below the Palace. The king kept the key of the crypt, 
which he visited once a year, according to his first arrangement, 
accompanied by his Court, and the ceremony of touching the effigy 
was gone through with due solemnity. 

But still the whole Court, from the Chancellor and Archbishop 
down to the Assistant Under-warming pan, and even the Deputy 
Assistant Under-warming pan, touched the figure without producing 
any change. 

It was indeed stated, in the principal literary review, of Aphania, 
which was a very satirical journal, that the figure was observed to 
wink on one occasion when touched by Wana1; the Royal Fool. But 
it happened on that particular occasion, that the Royal Cook 
complained to His Majesty that Wanor in passing through the 
kitchen en route for the crypt had stolen two black puddings, and 
this turning out to be true on the turning out of the accused’s pockets, 
Wanai was whipped for dishonesty. What these cynical writers 
wanted to imply was that the Fool was the only man likely to be 
honest—in other words, that honesty is folly. Whereas it has been 
approved again and again that it is dishonesty that is folly, and that to 
be an honest man one has need to be wise indeed. 





Oh, yes. 


A numBER Of refugee Japanese princes are establishing a republic in 
the island of Yesso. They are evidently resigned to their fate, for 
honest gentleman of his| their unanimous choice of Yesso must of course be regarded 
acquiescence. 
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oa FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 30th, 1869. 
(Ped HE question ‘whether Nurss Granviiie should be allowed to 
\ ‘- ‘bring the little Bill into the House of Peers for its deserts has 

been decided in the affirmative. Their Lordships are not exactly 

eharmed with the little fellow, and consider him susceptible of 
improvement. He has already, it appears, upset the wih)ine of Lorp 
Grey, and threatens to’ overturn the Oranges, to the horror of Lorp 
Catens, whose neighbour, ‘the Duxg or Mar inoroven, betrays a 
lively interest in the ‘saffdrings of the Irish Establishment, owing, of 
course, to a natural sympathy with a Church-ill. Lorp LyTron 1s 
convinced, as he contemplates the Lower House's enfant g4t¢, that if 
The Truthfal -is, The Youthful is jot invariably one with The 
Beautiful. Well, it is not: pleasant to have such a lively bantling 
brought in,-where noblemen and gentlemen are enjoying their repose 
and dignity, retired from the bothers of active life to after-dimner nuts, 
— and inaction ! : : 

e may rest assured that their Lordships have no intention of 
sparing the rod— the tion is will they spoil the child? If they 
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lectical Puffers with a few brief extracts from the “ evidence” of the 
spiritualists : 

Mr. Jaffery asked, 
condition ot departed 
to the opinion that precisely as we go 
world—We:sleyans were Wesleyans, Swed 


metans were Mahometans. : 
Mr. Dyte: As to future rewards and punishments ?—Mr. Home said that bad 


spirits see the continuous results of the wrong they have done, and in some instances 
have endeavoured to repair it by declaring where concealed papers were. He 


if Mr. Home could give any information as to the state and 
humen beings !—Mr. Home said that bis information led him 
to sleep here so we awake in the otter 
enborgians were Swedenborgians, Maho- 


| believed that spirits retained their personal identity, and that a person with cropped 


hair would appear cropped, though he never saw a gaol-bird. 
(It is a pity, perhaps, that an opportunity for so doing has not been 


afforded him.) 

He believed they entered ‘on a higher : tate after that. 
bodily form, but had never seen the spirits of living persons. Asked by Mr. Levy if 
he had seen the spiit of a dog or any of the lower animals? He-said he had seen 
certain things cor nected with «nimal life, but he could not tell whether it was a 
spirit or a picture of the imagination. Had seen birds, but not fishes. Had seen 
the spirit of a flower. Had seen a bottle disappear. - ® ° © = 

There a'e marriages in the spiritual between opposite sexes, but no spiritual 
children. There is spiritual fruii—nourishment in the atmosphere. Spiritual boys 
go to school, and continue to grow until 35; old men return to that age ; painters 
paint with spiritual pizments; mechanics make spiritual tables. Had known spirits 
tel. lies, but never found a medium to be an impostor. 


We can imagine that a mind capable of believing such worse than 
childish nonsense would be incapable of perceiving imposture. Mr. 
Home says he is “ exceedingly sick after manifestations "— so are we 


Ilad seen them jn full 


| after such manifestations as these ! 


ucs 
amend him ¢0o maths, tiles those civilising influences which: have im- | 


proved native races off the face of the earth, it is possible the Commons 
may not recognise their offspring when it returns to them. 


—it is likely to be “jacketed” before it is sent down again if not 
kilted entirely. Peascats Iu 


Tue Dialectical Society is a most persistent set of volunteer dupes. 
When a’school debating society discusses the question whether Livy 
or Dacrruswas the best historian, or when a pothouse forum argues 
as to whether Mr. Grapstonr’s policy is wise and statesmanlike, we 
can laugh at the folly ; but when a society with a big name brings 
the “vestry :imtellect’’ to an inquiry into ‘Spiritualism it is a more 
grave matter, since foolish people may value their “‘report’’ at more 
than itis‘worth. Why the society could not find out a conjuror's 


| tricks - or even the three-card swindle of the race-course sharper — | 


but are they on that account to be set down as miraculous? Spirit- 
ualism has so much fraud mixed up with it that, like the morality 
of the Turf, it-is hardly worth discussing. Besides, even if some 
“spiritaal * phenomena ‘are real, it is hardly likely that their origin 
‘will be discovered by the session of a society of old ladies of both sexes. 
Only such an assemblage would have felt it necessary, after the result of 
the trial of Lyon v. Home, to call the arch-medium into the witness- 
box. Mr. Homr's evidence is amusing. When asked what persons 

fitting for modiums, he answered, those who were 


ment which, to a greater or less extent, » ies all physical 
| derangement. The best subjects for: mediums to work on are, we 
_ imagine, vain and wealthy old »women, but on this point Mr. Home 
| = no evidence. He ingenuously admitted one very curious fact, 
; i er on,— 


It is true, in the law su't with Mrs. Lyon I had cengestion of the bra'n. I was 


paralysed; my memory left me. : 

___ What a pity that Spiritualism was unknown in the time of the 
famous son mi ricordo taal! Mr. Home's modesty is singular—he 
draws attention to his singularly mobile face,’’ and says :— 


I have an : xecedingly soothing power, an exceedingly gentle way of approachin 
| any one, whether wcll or ill, and they like to have me or them. . 


We believe thereds.an English term which describes this soothing 
power very exhaustively in two syllables. Among his other personal 
oe he mentions a power of ion (as well as that of 
evitation) ; we wonder that after this ission of his telescopic 
nature, the society didmot see through him. 

One thing we are a hee “Asked whether a bottle that disap- 
peared was a brandy Mr. Home got very warm and indignant, 
and in the course of his protest said :— 

Iam a r readings. i 
men and women wheare ae mn aeabane of PeteDtemertass’ a ere 

The bit about “sensiblemen and women” was no doubt an instance 
of Mr. Home's “ soothi 


But the statement that Howe bas taken to turn an honest penny 
by reading is one we are glad to hear. But we fear the reading- | 
market is overstocked, and 


t he will not make much in this 
ine of business. ‘The ‘Wieard of the North has, we believe, retired. 
sthere scems:an-opening of a more profitable nature here for the ex- 


USL UVLULCAUUL vu aewvetiuw~ ~ 4 18. 


o~-~o disenesions Of the Dia- 


It came | 
up to the Lords in the “long close ’of a weary debate in the Commons | 


| 


| 





| 


| 
| 
| 


power,” for it seems to have elicited cheers. | 


| 
| 


nervous and in ill-health — that is, affected with the mental derange- | h 








A ROMANCE OF THE ROW. 


WEET Miss McAsu 
has a wealthy 
papa, 

And a thorough- 
bred horse in the 
row to take air 


on ; 
Her seat in the sad- 
dle’s perfection 
—but, ah! 
What a_ balance 
she’ll have; 
when the old boy 
with Charon 
On the Stygian wa- 
ters is making a 


splash, 

She is one of ten 
thousand is 
sweet Miss 
McAsu. 


Sweet Miss McAsu 
has a chignon 
immense, 

And the smallest 
of waists her 
maid's efforts 
ean compass. 





WM; ae / 

She is dressed without any regard to expense, 
And her milliner's bills must a pretty round:sum pass. 

Face, figure, and fortune for cutting a dash 

Are the pleasant possessions of ‘swect Miss McAsn. 


Sweet Miss McAsu, she has suitors galore— 

Lord This and Lord That and Sir Something Orr Uther, 
Of captains a dozen—civilians a score, 

And the Hon’rable Blank, who's a Duke’s only brother ; 
And their teeth at each other they all of them gnash, 
For each of them’s dying for sweet Miss McAsn. 


Sweet Miss McAsu has a smile for them all— 
But never an answer for any among them. 
And nobody knows where. her favour may fall — 
And no one would: wonder if over she eauiinm. 
In her choice of a husband she-will not be rash, 
She takes everything coolly;-does sweet Miss McAsx ! 


Sweet Miss McAsu! Oftimweeret she sighs— 
Yet she’s young, and she’sri¢h; and she’s fair! It is funny! 
But she knows there are some things that wealth never buys, 
‘That you’ ve less chance of getting, the more you have money ! 
“Oh, Riches may ride in a gilded calash, 
But Love goes afoot,” murmurs sweet Miss McAsu. 
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Lord D*rby :—* CONFOUND HIM—THEY HAVE MADE TOO MUCH OF HIM DOWNSTAIRS! I’M VERY SORRY H 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. !21. | 


He frowned at the sky— 

Said, “I wish it was dry!” 
And wandered out into the hall, 

Then he gave this a rap— 

And looked brighter, poor chap, 
And murmured, “ I feared it would fall.”’ 


1. Some talk of ARCHIMEDES, and some of STEPHENSON, 
Of Warr and of Brune, and many an enginecr 
great-gun. 
But for building railway-bridges there's nothing ‘so 
I hear) 
Like this wrought iron implement, says the British 
Engineer ! 


2. The Romans of old 
Were fond, we are told, 
Of the circus that offered them sports manifold. 
Regarding which samc | 
You will find this the name 
Of those spectacles—yes! that:-was Rome’s little game. | 


3. If you’re fond of your geraniums, 
You will oftentimes invoke 
Curses on the tiny craniums 
Of these verdant little folk : 
If you seek 
Revenge to wreak 
You should try tobacco smoke. 


4. Would you guess it? Ask,—aye, marry! 
Ask the nearest lapidary ; 
He will tell, the cunning chap, 
What he places in his lap, 
When he polishes a gem 
Fit for monarch’s diadem. 


5. Two tailors shipped aboard a brig, 
With a yeo, heave, ho! 
The one was little, the other big, 
But neither did seamanship know ; 
So, the captain as soon as their blunders he sees 
Swears at them both for a couple of these ! 





ANTI-MALTHUSIAN. 


SotuTion or Acrostic No. 119.—Habitual Criminal: | Rustic :—** MANY GOOD FAM'LIES IN THIS NEIGHBOURHOOD? I snvuD 
Hectic, Aster, Batti, Isochronism, Termini, Unknown, | RETHER THINK THERE Wus! ‘THERE'S OLD Tom BAGGS HATH A-GOT VIPTEEN 
Amelia, Libel. 0’ EM, Britt RABBERTS CAN COUNT VOURTEEN, I'VE A-GOT THERTEEN, ‘AND 


Conrecr Sotvrions or Acrostic No. 119, neczrvep Jcxy 03.— | MY BRETHER JAN NUMBER'TH A DEZZEN—very GOOD FAM’LIES I KALL THRY, 
a 7 > e 4» mDe 9 
Nemo; Piffles. ziR ! 


’ iginal “ C; ll Beauty,’’ and that she took her purl at ‘the 

WESTRY'D INTERESTS. oniginal “ Camberwell Beauty, | 

. Elephant and Castle. Then rose again the sagacious Dry, and 

Wurtz the eee —_ and 1 pan is been _ —e i | Sechaba heck the debate to the realms & common sense :— 
‘sal Te oe aes oo tats Maseaeiios “aa ‘the pe : = es 7 : ae eon a mor.ument, the best place for its creetion would 
: aoe ’ ’ ral. 

wildly interesting kind. [he question which has shaken the Causeway © oe ev ; ; ; Seeetarenititine 
to its centre, and made the Walworth-road tremble with emotion was, Of course a monument is a thing that s put up in @ chureh, end ti 
one of the most profound interest. It was proposed that an obclisk —— sacred = a eT of one, Roman Sraprum, Esq., would 
which, some's1x or seven years ago was removed from Blackman-street tly occupy a site in St. Paul s. : . eee | 
to the Stone Yard should’ be erected with due honour near the Vestry Finally the decision of the question was deferred — — 
Hall, being alleged by certain learned vestrymen to be a Roman relic, notiee, and then— will it be believed -— the Vestry proceeded to 188 
nothing less in short than the boundary mark of a stadium. ‘This 4 length— moriy 
question is so momentous asto justify the proposition made at the _ The advisability of removing two pumps —one in Newington-causeway, and one 
meeting that in order to decide it once and for ever—the vestry should '” Beresford-street. The removal was agreed upon, = 
go and lookat it. Archzxologists will regret that steps were not taken The report does not state the final destination of these — well, 











to obtain a decision that must have been conclusive and final! Failing “monuments!” Let us hope they will be placed one on each side of — 


such testimony, we may record that the obelisk is of Portland stone, the entrance to the Vestry Hall. Should the Vestry have any seruple 
eight feet high, and bears the following classic inscription—“ One mile about voting money for the purpose, lest it should seem a self-glorifying 
from the standard in Cornhill, 1774.’’ The proposal to re-erect this expenditure of the parish funds, we feel sure that the needful sum will 
relic was not allowed to pass without solemn discussion. One or two be readily subscribed by those of the public, who, like ourselves, have 
members opposed the motion until their collective wisdom or some (to quote the exalted language of the Tory papers during the recent 
other equally valid authority had placed the stamp of authenticity on debate in the House of Peers) “laid their heads on their pillows with 
the memorial. A further objection was urged by a gentleman, who must | peaceful confidence, saying, ‘thank heaven we have’—a Westry in 
be descended from the inventor of “dry ’’ humour. Wequote fromthe Walworth.” 
report in the South London Press :— 
Mr. Dry objected to the motion, belicving—fir- tly, that the obelisk was not the 


« foo onde Re a Fill up your Glasses! 
genuine thing,’ and secordly, that if it were a Roman antiquity, the preserva- n 
tion of it would only be an im pulse to the Romanistic tendencies of the present day Tne weather-glasses at present manufactured are not quite adapted 


ic wi aw ‘quitv which tothe requirements of the English climate. We understand Messrs. 
ene eines ae 6 ee ee his ee ean ‘te NEGRETTI AND ZAMBRA meditate introducing a new feature in their 
history oe . glasses —“ Set Change ’’— which will be invaluable in England. 


Mr. Nee!d thought that if the stone were Chopatra’s Needle, it shonld be care- ‘ : . ¢ 
fully preserved, and not be undignified by beirg placed between two houses. Whuy are methodical persons like leeches put upon fever patients: 


It is te be presumed that he believed Cleopatra to have been the Because they adhere to assist-’em (a system). 
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THE ROSE SHOW. 


Tue Rose Show at the stal Palace, on the 19th of June, was one 
of the finest we can remember, and was very largely attended. The 

rizes were divided amongst Messrs. Paut anp Son, W. Pavt, 
Pausen, Keynes, Mircuett, and Turner. The display embraced all 
the most beautiful kinds of the most beautiful of flowers—from the 
yellow Maréchal Niel and the fleshlike Rubens, to the deep black 
crimson of Camille de Rohan and William Wood. The exhibition was 
varied by the show of Messrs. Carter's zonal pelargoniums, which 
almost vied in brilliancy of colour with the roses. Mr. Pavt also 
showed some roses in pots: it is almost to be wished that they, and not 
cut blossoms, should be shown in the competition. 

We cannot help thinking that the arrangements at the Palace are 
— of improvement. If the flowers were displayed in the courts, 
and central promenade left open, we fancy it would prove more 
satisfactory to the two classes into which visitors to the Palace on.these 
occasions may be exhaustively divided, viz., those who come to see the 
beauty of the rose, and those who come to see the rows of beauty. At 

t the two sets interfere with one another. The mere promena- 

ers who walk up and down to see and be seen are impeded by the 

flower-worshippers, who toil slowly along before the stands of blossoms ; 

and en revanche the flower-worshippers are hustled and mobbed by the 
ie 

By keeping the two classes apart, moreover, unpleasant misunder- 

due to some extent to the eccentricities of flower-nomen- 
clature, would be entirely avoided. One or two instances of mistakes 
arising from this have at various times come under our notice. ‘ Mrs. 
Charles Wood!" we overheard a rosarian remark, “Mrs. Charles 
Wood! Not perfect in form -badly blown, and defective in colour.’’ 
If a look could kill a man, a stout lady, who suffered a good deal from 
the heat, would have been a murderess then and there. “ That,’’ said 
another gentleman, as he passed the zonal pel niums,” is Ettie 
‘Beale, = the eee Teck gg so much the other day.” 
“Where?” asked his fair companion. “ ou mean the one with 
the blue bonnet and the yellow chignon ?”’ 4 
Our artist begs to offer his design to the authorities of the Palace. 
By combining the attractions of the ladies and the roses as he suggests, 


they would enable visitors to do what gallantry forbids us to call “kill 
two birds with one stone. * ior 3s 3 
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Very much Abroad. 


Tue Broad Arrow goes wide of its mark when it sneers at Mr. 
Lockyer, whose discoveries in spectrum analysis are so well known. 
The Broad Arrow is narrow enough to consider that he is unfitted for 
his position as a War Office clerk, because he gives his leisure to the 
study of solar physics. The War Office authorities, however, who 
probably know more of his qualifications as a clerk than the Broad 
Arrow, have more than once employed him on special services which 
he has performed with credit. But even had this not been the case, we 
mney cannot see why any clerk so long as he gives satisfaction to his 
chief should be prevented from fellowing—and distinguishing himself 
—in honourable pursuits. The Broad Arrow calls itself “a paper for 
the services ’’—it does little service for the Civil Service, when it thus 
would taboo it against the entrance ofclever men. The gentlemen for 
whose reading it is intended will not be flattered by the implication, 
that only fools should be employed as War Office clerks ! 


The Summer Fashions for 1869. 
WarteErpPRoors are quite the mode just now. Double soles are much 
worn. Umbrellas are de rigueur. We observed the other day an 
elegant jupe, lavishly brodée with London mud. Gentlemen are taking 
to turn up thé bottoms of their trouser-legs. We have even noticed 
goloshes, and 
the fashionable laundries. 


The Tip of the Toe. 


| A rRignD of ours prophesied on the day before the race that we 
should have a fearfully wet day for the Oaks. On being asked whence 
he derived his knowledge, he answered “ from his ache-corns.”’ 


Specious. 


Mr. Revrex is responsible for the following Queenstown telegram, 
touching the arrival of the Inman steamer, City of New York: 


All well.—Specie nil. 
We flatly refuse to credit two statements so totally irreconcilable. 


—_—————_ - 








pattens are among soapsudiary adornments in vogue at | 


—— 
——$— 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


TueE Polygraphic Hall has been replaced by a small and elegant 
theatre—the Charing Cross, which opened on the 19th of June. The 
first piece presented was “an operatic sketch,” of which the less said 
the better. Without plot, with a very mild librétto, and commonplace 
music, itafforded an ill omen which the subsequent:pieces fortunately 
belied most completely. Mr. Smitn Coettnam’s Eédendale is a drama 
that‘is destined fora long run. The plotisnot complieated but affords 
opportunities for several telling situations, and the»story is full of 
interest. ‘The dialogue is never high-flown in its sentiment or vulgar 
in its humour. The latter requisite is supplied by the conversations of 
two black ‘servants Zoe, and Theodosius—a diseussion as to the duties 
of the-army being specially good. Of the serious portion, the situation 
in which ‘theyyoung Southern beauty wakes from her dream of love 
when she finds her betrothed ‘is ranged'with the Northern enemies is 
effective and'unexaggerated. Miss Hugues as Mrs. Vandeleur was as 
charming as she always is. Miss Exnsronr’s Ada was unequal, but 
the inequality was due to the excellence of some. ns of the im- 
personation rather than to the failure of any. "Mr. “Tsmpnr acted 
the Member of Congress judiciously, and did not exaggerate his 
Yankeeisms, while Miss Irwin, who-will prove:a ‘great acquisition to 
the London stage, acted Ferdinand:with spirit and taste. Her per- 
formance of the lad may pair off with Miss Brennan’s Freddy Titeboy 
—which is high praise. Miss Ganruwalte deserves mention for the 
conscientious make-up of Zoe at .a great sacrifice of personal appear- 
ance, whereas Mr. Barker’s Theodosius was modelled too obviously 
on the strect nigger.. Mr. FLotxton was a gentlemanly representa- 


tiv e of the Southern Cavalier in Colonel Vandeleur. 


Mr. GILBERT is to be congratulated on the literary merits of Zhe 
Pretty Di uiaess, a burlesque which ‘is so well written as to answer the 
querulous complaints in whith scme critics are foolish enough to 
indulge, touching: a style of performance that was never intended to do 
more than furnish a laugh after the more serious business of the 
evening was ‘over. By avoiding vulgarity, short-skirts, and the 
music-hall element generally, Mr. Girpert has done the cause of 
burlesque service. A parody of Hamlet’s directions to the players 
may be instanced as not only clevcr writing, but healthy satire ; for 
while its general purpose should be to amuse, burlesque, at its best, 
should avail itself of the jester’s privilege to satirize. Have the 
worthy gentlemen, who are so vehemently denouncing burlesques, 
forgotten—or did they never know—that AnristorpHanes was the first 
burlesque-writer ? Itis as unjust that all burlesque should be con- 
demned for the faults of trashy burlesques, as thut Mr. HENDERSON, 
who introduced Miss Lyn1a Tuomrson to the American public, should 
be horsewhipped because Miss Exise Hott, and a deputation from the 
Strand, do not please the Yankee critics. 

On the opening night an address, written by Mr. E. L. Brancnanrn, 
and delivered by Miss Mapnce Roperrson, was enthusiastically 
received. It requires no prophet to foretell for the new theatre ample 
popularity, so long as it offers as excellent an evening’s entertainment 
as that with which it opened. 


On a Recent Letter. 


Guy Fawxes and Bricurt alike essayed 
To place this act upon the land’s records. 

Guy failed: but Bricut, all undismayed, 
Succeeded— and ‘“‘ blew-up’”’ the House of Lords. 


Their Lordships (though it proved.a bitter pill) 
Have passed the second reading of the bill ; 

A * Proof” of sense, in this case all the better 
For being efter—not “ before the Letter.” 


What Shark-ing Language ! 

WIkEs’s Spirit of the Times has described Mr. HenpErson as the 
‘‘shovel-nosed shark of the sea of Vice.” This, as an extract from a 
journal which calls itself The American Gentleman’s Newspaper, 
gives us a pretty fair notion of what “An American Gentleman’”’ is 
supposed to be by the Yankee press. To our mind “ Wi1keEs and 
License’ rather than “‘ Witkes and Liberty ” is suggested by such 
language, which, however, is, we presume, in accordance with the 
tastes of the species of “ gentlemen” for whom it is written. 


ee” 


Another Absconder. 


Ir is rumoured that the Clerk of the Weather has followed the 
example of the clerk of a certain gas company, and levanted from his 
duties. We understand that he has left his accounts in a very confused 
state, and that large arrears of bad weather due last winter will have 
to be realized this summer. We shall be glad when the accounts— 
and. the weather—become settled. 


| 


| 
| 
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KNOW YOU ? 


Know you the hour when Phoebus steals, 
From where Aurora blushing lies, 

And mounts the heaven on glowing wheels, 
And gilds the grey of dawning skies ? 


Know you the time when birds begin 
To carol to the rising sun, 

When from the woods their joeund din 
Proclaims the reign of night is done ? 


Know you the moment when the dew 
Exhales in silvery sighs from blooms, 
Whereon it slept the whole'night through, 

Till Phoebus the rapt earth illumes. 


Know you the moment, time, and hour 
Of daybreak? Well, you do, mayhap 
Well, that’s the time I feel a power 
Of pleasure in “that other nap.” 


A Conjecture. 
We gather fron the Produce Market's Report in the Dai/y News of 
a recent date that “160 bags of Madagascar anims, £4 5s. to £6,’ have 
lately been sold. Does this in any way account for the almost sawago 
animus displayed in the course of the debate on the Irish Church Bill 
by certain noble lords conspicuous for their “ unwisdom ” ? 


Aristocratic Poaching. 


In days when the shooting-down of tame pigeons is a favourite 
pastime with the “ — ten,” nothing in the sporting world -would 
cause us surprise. It was but the other day that Fun was pained to 
a a “noble sportsman !”’ with a “wired”’ flower in his button- 

ole ! 





Wever look a Gift Horse in the Mouth. 


Lorp Mayo, we read, has, at his own expense, sent an elephant to 
the Dublin Zoological Gardens. It is not, we hope, a white one. 





Every Dog has his Day. 


Untess the present style of summer changes very rapidly, ‘ The 
Dog Days’”’ will be suitable only for water-spaniels and Newfound- 
lands. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. ] 


Tue Great UnkKNowN (Turnham-green).— Why not the Great Un- 
knowing? You seem to be in a hopeless state of ignorance as to what con- 
stitutes a pun. 

O_p BacHuELoR, No. 1.—Get a better half to look after No. 1 for you, 
and don’t sneer at the fair sex any more. a 

G. D. (Gresham-street).— We fear the joke would not be appreciated by 
the ordinary. 

Pr1or.— We cannot entertain Prior claims on our space. 

A. C. (Lowestoft).— Bad Latin, and a worse joke 

Any Name.— We should not like to apply any that seem suitable to you. 

J. H. (Grantham).—We will grant some small satisfaction to your 
ambition. 

D. (Oswestry).— Stick to law and don’t attempt the muse. Pegasus ¢ean- 
not draw a conveyance of the legal kind, and you seem to have got the cart 
before the horse—if you ever wi// get the horse, we doubt. 

Nos.— We don’t consider the verses nobby in the least. 

J. R. O.—Your wit is not as flourishing as your handwriting, which is 
almost illegible in consequence of twirls and twiddles. 

Unvs.— Will not do-oh! 

E1Loc.— We don’t give prizes for Eloc-u ion. 

Cas (Lancaster).— Oh, your ‘offence is rank!’ The picture is so badly 
done, your horse must have drawn it. 

BAkTIMEUS (Grimsby).— We cannot see the joke. Don’t send us any 
more samples of your friend Witless’s grim humour. It may suit Grimsby 
but won’t go down in London. 

O. (Puriton).— You've bit it this time. 

Declined with thanks :—F. E. 8., Woodford ; T. A., Todmorden; H.; 
J. L., Richmond ; E. P.M., Temple; K., Twickenham; J. B., Pendleton ; 
C. M., Carlingford; Bedmunds; G. D. I, Mayfair; M. A. S., Torquay; 
C. A. W., Swindon; F. C, Hatcham; G. V.; E. D., C’onmel; Beta, 
Wallingford; —, Athenwum; E. W.; The Great Unknown; 7. We. Baes 


Dalston; R. O. H., Neweastle-on-Tyne; W. J. C., Kensington ; Polleolio; 


B. rei Devius; M. T., Leeds: R., Kingsland; T. T.; 
Curie ; .; S. W., Live ool ; Weg Dalston; Wink es; Peppertop; The 


Party ; Littleton Dooboy ; M., Islington ; R. T., Worcester. 
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Tuppence no More. 


_ How are the mighty fallen! Twopenny gentility is going to lower 
price. ' The patrician Pal/ Mati—the organ of Respectability—the 
Great Gig Gazette is coming down toa penny! But we are assured that 
“the only change is'a change of price.” How touchiag! It brings 
ears to our eyes to think of the «gentlemen ” consenting to write for 
“ penny per after having sneered at it so leng—we trust some 
ric palater will give us the tableau. How is it? Why, the Echo 
has necessitated the step. It doesn’t say much for the Echo that it 
should sap the foundations of the | but it says still less for the 
Gazette that it should be undermined b be the Echo. But the latter, as 
oay daily Soy Selkwi in "” knows, has taken the place of the former in 
few Sass: corriages, 0 of the ufter-business trains. Of course, the 
P. Pit G. gives us a t explanation, which amounts to this—that 
success at twopence is so much more profitable than was ever 
a or dreamt of, that the proprietors feel it their duty not to 
oy by ‘it, and deliberately resign half ite gains for the 
the public. Of course, the public will “accept this 
intimation ” and of ‘course it won't (especially after having learnt its 
from the Ohney put its thumb unto its nose, and spread 

fingers out!"’ Ob, no 
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Wary is roast lama. proy eae es or eee Sak 


Because it is eaten with min(t 


[Jury 3, 1869. 
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Game-Preserving Justice (to Watcher) :—“I unpERsTaAND, RoGERs, YOU TOOK THIS POACHING RASCAL in flagrante delicto ?”’ 
“Noa, zun! I xetcHep uN in THACKER’s SPINNEY, JUST AS A WER STOWIN’ A ’URR IN’S POCKET !” 








Shakspeare again! 


TxeE immortal bard had an odd knack of P rophesying. - He foretold 
many of the wonders of after ages. When he wrote the lines about 

‘* Books in the living brooks, 

Sermons in stone:,” 

We may take it for granted he was thinki 
Gazetteer, subsequently published, no less than o 
sermons, “not to be distinguished from manuscript,”’ 
widely advertised. 


of a well-known 
those lithographic 
which are so 


Carrying it Too Far—or Not Far Enough? 
A TEEToTaL builder has been threatened with legal proceedings by 
the Board pf Works because he will not “ have a drain’ "in a row of 
houses he is erecting. 


Bow Wow. 

* Tue newspapers are so ignorant about hydrophobia, and so very 
fond of recording cases of its occurrence, that we should never be sur- 
sage to read—as “another case of hydrophobia ’’—that someone who 

was running away from a dog that growled at him, fell a victim to 
that disorder bdonaat he tumbled down and barked—his shins. 


A F.ua-srre (adapted from the French).—Apt motto for an apterous 


insect : No Sang, no Supper. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
A Fairy Extrabugance. 








CHAPTER III. 
THE PRINCESS’S CHRISTENING. 


vF-)Y_ the time the christening feast was prepared, poor Kine 
mr Bunoo was heartily tired of his paternal duties. You see, it 
was no joke to be the father of a princess and issue the invita- 
tions for her christening in those days. It is bad enough to 
give a party nowadays and forget to ask somebody, who thinks he 
or she has a right to be a guest. But in those times, when every 
sixth person you met dealt in magic, and your next door neighbour 
was probably a wizard, and your third cousin very possibly a fairy, 
the results of giving offence were awful. 

It was a very common occurrence at that period, if we may trust 
contemporaneous history and the chroniclés of fairy land, to have 
some spiteful sorceress tumble down the chimney ata christening, abuse 
papa and mamma, frighten the sponsors into fits, and bounce away out 
of window in a car drawn by frogs, leaving some shocking spell behind 
her as a gift for the blessed babe, instead of a silver knife, fork, spoon, 
and mug. 

Kine Bunco was too deeply read in the unhappy experiences of 
neighbouring potentates to commit any oversight of this sort. He 
had the whole kingdom of Aphania roofed in with tent-cloth, thus 
converting it into one gigantic banquetting hall. And he inserted in 
the papers an announcement that everybody was invited to the feast 
with a little note “ Friends will kindly accept this intimation,” so that 
nobody could say he was not asked. 

To be sure this was rather an expensive way of doing things, to 
dine people by provinces, and supply beef by acres and wine in real 
rivers. The first Lord Puller-of the Pursestrings ventured to hint as 
much to His Majesty, but was speedily reminded that his master was 
one of the first financiers of his day. 

‘“‘My dear Duke,” said the King, “Charge this dinner at two 
pounds ahead in the shape of a tax, and the outlay will recuperate 
itself—with a fair margin for profit.’’ 

Of course, there was considerable difficulty in managing a breakfast 
of this territorial extent. Even with the aid of all the telegraph 
companies it would be impossible to get through the single toast 
of the Princess’s health, for instance, in less than two days. At this 
rate it was computed that the dinner would be got through in one 
month—of course I mean an Aphanian month of ninety-one days. 

The programme laid down for the day’s (or rather ae 2 
ceedings, stated that immediately after the breakfast the Royal Infant 
would be borne to the Cathedral, where the Archbishop would at once 

roceed to christen her in the presence of the whole nation—or at 
east as much of it as could get within sight even by the aid of the 













The 
enormous. The papers teemed with advertisements of the wonderful , 
properties of various lorgnettes. | 
“Tue CHRISTENING TELEGRAPH will show the time by a Geneva 
watch twenty miles, a tandem whip at fifty, Jupiter's moons, the ' 
Royal infant, &c.”’ | 
“Tue Basy Brnocutar.—The best, cheapest, and most : eve 


most powerful telescopes. demand for such glasses was 
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itively been observed grow- | 


Highness by aid of Smouch’s | 
iles and upwards.” 


ever produced ; fits vest pocket, and arranged for use in cath 
_ “Tue Roya Inrant.—The hair has 
ing on the head of Her Infantile Ro 

Binocular, at a distance of twenty 
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was, it was better to do it than to run any risk of offending some 
cantankerous sorceress or evil-disposed old maiden fairy. 

“‘ Look at the Kine or DrowsinEp !”’ said he, speaking of the monarch 
of an adjoining territory. ‘‘ His daughter was the victim of an oversight 
of this description. Some old crone took offence at not being invited, 
and doomed the child if she touched a spindle before twenty to fall 
asleep till some prince rescued her. Well, of course she did touch a 
spindle and fell asleep according to the charm, and dozed away for a 
hundred years or so. To be sure at last the prince did come and she 
was brought to life again—and so was her father with all his court. 
But look at the result! Did you ever see people so awfully behind the 
age? Why His Majesty won't trust himself in a train now, and he’s 
been awake twenty years, and as for his Ministers if their obstinate 
opposition to all progress does not drive the nation (which has not 
been asleep) into rebellion some of these days my name is not 
Buneoo!”’ 

And really I think there was some force in His Majesty's remarks. 

At length the day arrived for this most important pageant. Kino 
Bunoo, looking a little pale and agitated, but in other respects, as the 
reporters declared, every inch a king, 
led the way to the head of the board. 
The place of honour, on his right, was 
reserved for the Farry Feticia, who 
was first ggdmother. In order to satisfy 
the great number of claimants for the 
honour of sponsors!ip it had been set- 
tled that there were to be five hundred 
godmothers and two hundred and fifty 
godfathers, his Grace the Archbishop 
having. kindly consented to waive the 
ordinary limit of numbers for this occa- 
sion only, especially as the Royal child 
was to have so many names bestowed 
on it that no single godmother, even 

registered A 1 at Lloyd’s, could possibly 
remember them all. 

It was customary to bestow a host 
of names upon children at their 
christenings at that period; of course, 
with the exception of one or two, ae 
all were afterwards dropped. In this case the baby’s principal 
name was to be PetseTiLLA—and a very pretty name too to my think- 
ing, though His Majesty’s first Lord Librarian, who was passionately 
given to geography, thought Popocatapetl would have sounded very 
much prettier. 

The place of honour on the Sovereign’s right hand was, as I said, 
reserved for Farry Fexicia, an amiable and very powerful fay. 
Kine Bunco was leading her to her seat with ineffable joy, and with 





| the inward satisfaction of seeing everything was going right, when he 


| 


saw a sight that froze his blood with fear. 

The place of honour was already taken! 

A most objectionable old sorceress, who was better known than re- 
spected throughout the country, by the name of Aunt SAkAH, appro- 
priated Fexicra’s seat. 

She was a malignant but mighty sorceress, and when he thought of 
the necessity of asking her to vacate her chair for Fe.icra, poor Kine 
Bunco felt a stream of cold water running down his back. 





Pen-ny wise. 


Ovur young contributor says he never writes with any but “the Owl 
aoe ’ : , . ; ; pen,”’ since he finds it useful to him as an admirer of the fair sex, as well 
& Still His Majesty protested, serious as such a gigantic undertaking | as a writer of light literature, for it assists him to wit, and to woo. 
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FUTURE, 
&T like two eggs these two 
appear— 
The Future there—the Pr-- 
sent here! 
The. Present bets and robs the 


till ; 
The; Future works upen. the 


























































ay FUN OFFICE, We! esday, July Th, 1869. ane 
4 HERE is no disguising the fact. Joux Buty is thoreughly tired The Present haunts the Music- 
« of the Irish Church Bill business. All that. can be said py. and hall: 


con hax been said, and the debates are becoming a tedious repeti- | The on takes: to singing 


tion on both sides. The thing is settled. The nation has amall. 
expressed its opinion, and its representatives in the House of Commons The: - Present. “Champagne 
have acted upon it. But still it drags its weary length along, and will Charlie” apes ; 


continue to do so te all appearance for some time longer. No wonder 
then that Jonnw Buu. wants the thing te “move en.” The pretty 
little image of a church, with coloured-glass windows and a bit. of 
candle inside, is gathering a mob of idle boys in the Upper House, 
who ought to be at their work. Itis time the obstruction were put an 
end to. Everybody heartily echoes the of ‘‘ Move on.” MasTEE 
Suarresnvry, of the Shoe-black Brigade, Mast«r Aneyit, of High- 
land fling notoriety, Master Gasy, with his “flamers,” Master 
Lytrex, with his penny sensation, Master Camwys, with his 
brief bag, and Master Sauisnuxy with his newspapers, would oblige 
by moving on, and letting poor Mastsr Graxvitie take the church 
away. , 


Ir seems hardly honest that we should condemn America for 
opposing an international copyright law, while our ewn laws on the 
matter are allowed to remain so imperfect. In the present state of 
legislation there is nothing to prevent a dramatist, who lacks.the con- 
science of the artist, or the sensibility of the gentleman, from seizing 
on the of any writer's story, and producing it on the stage without 
acknow t— nay, even, with the reverse, an assertion that the piece 
is “ new and osiginal.” A r who fitted castors to a fixed table, 
and so rendered 1t moveable, would hardly vonture on the assertion 
that he made the table ; but dramatists mayrush in where upholsterers 
fear to tread. By fitting a novel with the stage-machinery necessary 
to make it run, a playwright is allowed to claim the merit of a plot and 
situations not his own. Tom Taytor is an old offender on this 
seore. We cannot recall any piece of his which may be strictly de- 
scribed as original — except a burlesque, which was a failure. He has 
supplied us with a recent example of the practice we are condemning, 
in the production of a “‘ new and original” piece—Mary Warner— 
which proves to be @ dramatic version (and a bad one) of D«. Gi1- 
mextse novel, Margaret Meadows. The case has, we believe, been 
settled by that most unsatisfactory of tribunals, an arbitration, which, 
while it givesa verdict for the novelist, gives him little beside. A 
plaintiff would hardly be satisfied, when prosecuting some one for 
taking his purse, if the Bench ordered the empty portemonnaie to be 
returned to him, but let the prisoner retain its contents: Yet such a 
decision would be analogous to the arbitrament which declares the plot 
of the piece to be Da. GitngR?’s, without awarding him the profits: 
We admit there would be a difficulty in legislating on the point, so 
as to avoid giving to the vanity of some writers(and the shrewdness of 
others) an opportunity to set up claims, and gain notoriety on the 
of a mere coincidence of a detail. Possibly what is required is 
an Academy, but then what guarantee have we that an Academy of 
Literature would be better managed than that of Art? Yet some 
Court of Appeal should be _—. for the question is one that affects 
the credit of Literature no than the interests of individual writers. 
Public opinion probably disapproves of the practice, but.so long as the 
public gets its story and its play, it is not likely to take any active 
steps to condemn it. 

ll the Question is agraveone. It amounts in fact to this:—Are 
the Dramatists of the Nineteenth Century to go down to posterity as 
a crew of malversating magpies—or daws with borrowed plumes? Is 
the literature of the to be branded hereafter with the charge of 

lot-pilfering? We not call it piracy, for your buccancer was a 
bold fellow, who knew the law a him a swing atthe yard-arm 
if beis caught. He was a hero compared with the fellow who filubes your 
handkerchief in @ crowd, where there are no police, and wo when 
detected and charged, says the handkerchief is his, and he can't help 
it if the pattern is like that of yours. A small publisher, who should 
bring out @ piratical edition of a novel, would be less objectionable to | 
- novelist than the Dramatist who adopts ifs plot as his own inven- 
The stage seems to be somewhat-in the samecasc as the horse. Both 
are noble institutions, but by some means a man cannot become asso- A Turf Toast. 
ciated with either without being the worse for it. | May every welsher carry the map of Wheals on. his back, and may 
—————————————— every black-leg find a place in the stocks! 


“Waar inland county feels the greatest effect of the tide ?— Notts. | Tux Comnecy Tus ror Weppincs.—H(e)urt's Fasteners. 


The Future grueli has for 
grapes. 
The: Present. smokes) ® bad 


cigar ; 

The Future wonders what 
pipes are. 

The Present sports a stunted 


cane ; 

The Future knows: a stick 
with pain. 

The Present curls his hair tip-top ; 

The Future wears a county-crep. 

The Present. keeps the game alive ; 

The Future’s lot is “‘ Forty-five.” 

The Present is a thoughtless cad, 

The Future is a felon: sad : 

Be warned, then,, fast.and foolish lad 





————— 7 


’Twere Good you do so much for Charity. 

Our Princess Many or Camprmpce—we like the old title too well to 
merge it inthe new one—is the Patroness ef a féte to be given on the 
14th and 15th of the month at.the Cedars, Hammersmith, in aid of the 
West London Hospital. ‘The programme includes: a concert at which 
Mr. Sanriey will sing, and a dramatic performance in which Mzssrs: 
Wican and Brtmore: will take part. When the public gets so much 
. return for ite charitable donations, charity becomes a profitable 
pleasure. 


D. T. Fabula. 

Tue Daily Telegraph is refined flatterer. It has delicately hinted 
to the Viceroy of Egypt that he is’ ubiquitous—as ubiquitous, at any 
rate, as Sin Borie Rocne’s bird. The other day, in speaking of the 
Egyptian potentate it mentioned a review of the iron-clads, which he 
‘* witnessed at. Lertsmouch when he was last. in Loxdon !” 


An Ex-horse-tive Argument. 
Hreporuacy seems to be making strides in England, to judge from 
the following advertisement : 


WANTED, a steady YOUNG MAN, for the general work of dining rooms, and to 
assist in cutting. One used to horses preferred. —Apply, &ce. 

“ An assistant in a dining-room, accustomed to horses,” can only be 

required where hippophagists resort; for if he were needed only to 

carve @ filet even, an acquaintance with horses would not appear to be 


a sine gua non. 
- Bearding the British Tar. 
Our Jack Tars are relieved from the trouble of shaving. Hence- 
forth, though at times they may be under bare poles, they will not be 
obliged te have bare chins and cheeks. 





Slang. 
Ir is customary in criminal circles to speak of going to prison as 
_ “going toa country house.’”’ We presume the handcufls are described 
as “ The Two-wrists’ Companion.” 


A Pli-able Disposition. | 
Op Swillsbury is so inveterate a toper that. when heean find no 
other boon companion he “ plies ”” his pen—a G.di-het, of eourse. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. (22. 


“ Weretcome'’” to you we gladly sing— 
We've waited for you since the spring 
But, ah, our climate strange 
From fair to foul may range ; 
Ere this appears, a change 
The winter back may bring ' 
1. In leafy June 
Inopportune, 
With this the season’s recent chills 
Have visited the Scottish hills. 


| 
2. It is net.polite, Joun Bricur - not quite — | 
To the Peers to apply 
This term; by the bye 
It applies to the letters you write! 


8. Information on this if youre anxious to draw; 
Ask a ‘lurk what it means and he ll answer, “Oh, law! 


4. When Luna's warriors marehed on Rome 
(MacauLay’s lays express it) I 
Believe their daughters, left at home, 
Found this a dire necessity. 


5. When Tam O'SHANTER 
Set off in a canter 
Followed by all of the wizardly crew, 
This one word alone 
Can describe the weird tone 
Of the shriek that they gave as they after him flew. 


6. In Gothic character 'twas cut, 
In very early times no doubt, 
Upon this ancient relic. But 
I don’t. know what it’s all about! 


7. Dick had two children, Bos and Tox : 
And Bor, the first-born was, I wis. 
A faet.that I shuuld argue from, 
Te prove that Master Tom was this. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 120.— Flowers, Blighis : 
Fob, Leal, Ostuni, Wag, Eh, Roost, Sempstress. 

Coraect SeLutio~s oF Acrostic No. 120, rEckivep Juty It — 
Plussy; Dalzeel Cottage; Oid Cider Eye; Kate Kearney; Beatie 
Cook:e ; Willie the Mothman; Pipekup; J. O. P.; Sensible and 
Stooped ; Tom aud Jim; Dodday. 





CHATS ABOUT 


JULY. 


The Overland Monthly is as good as ever this month. ‘“Miggles” 
is capital, and “ Aunt Margery” is very funny. There is some ex- 


cellent verse in the number—we wish English Magazine-verse could 


be compared with these Californian specimens. 

In Zinsi:y’s we have, we think, almost too many continued stories. 
‘* Poachers,’ though written in a rather Saturday Review-ish vein, is 
amusing, and the “Decline of the Ring” is interesting. ‘ The 
Royal Irish Constabulary” is readable, but the writer makes a sad | 
mistake in urging that the force should be made to assume a mor» 
military form, and military titles. It would no doubt be very | 
gratifying to the vanity of the gentlemen concerned, but it would be a | 
most impolitic and unpopular step with the public. We congratulate 
Jinsley s on the substitution of a new vignette on the wrapper for 
Miss Bowers’ weak amateurish sketch of spidery nags and impossible 
figures. 

The “Holiday Number” of Lendoi Soetety, though not strong in art, 
is pleasant and readable. “ Foam of the Sea”’ is very pretty. 

Tue Cornhill has a capital instalment of Mr. Rezapz’s story, 
winding-up with a sensational crash, which is effective, though some- 
what smacking of the Lendon Journal. “A Night with a Salmon”’ is 
well told. ‘ Sola,’’ a new story, opens well. “ At Sea” is at sea con- 
siderably in matter of versification. The illustrations are good this 
month— especially Mx. F. W atxer’s. 

Belgraviv’s illustrations are poor this month, and the letter-press is 
scarcely as lively as usual. “‘ My Namesake and I”’ is amusing, how- 
ever, and the chapter of “ John Company” most interesting. 

Temp’e Bar contains more of “ Red asa Rose” no better and no 
worse than usual. In the “ Poetry of the Period” Mr. Swinseurne 
is considered, and adjudged pretty fairly, though he gets hardly enough 
credit for the political instincts which are in him when not possessed 
by the Muse of the Haymarket. 

THE Argoy containg little beside Mrs. Woon’s. novel. “ Behind 
the Sofa” is clever, but we miss the Ludlow Serica. The illustration 
is a marvel of badness. é 





MAGS. | 








Street Boy (to old Buffer bothered with Bicycle) :—“’OLD YER V'LOSSYPEDE, SIR?” 





A A a 


Native Wit. 
A GENTLEMAN advertises as follows in a Bournemouth publication :— 


AN OXFORD UNIV RSITY MAN (Graduate in double Hon ) spending a part of 
the long vacations at Bournemours, will be glad during that time to READ 


with PUPILS for Immatriculation, Kespon-ioas, Mod., Classivalur Math. pee, 
or for woe Civil Service; also, German aud French (his native languages) ; 


Hebrew. Al-o LaDY PUPILS. 

A man who can read “ also lady pupils” must be a smart fellow, but 
when we learn that he has a doubly born-mouth, inasmuch as, beth 
German and French are his nate languages, we can only conclude 
that a gentleman who hints he was born both in Germany and France 


must hail from Ireland. 


-- 





re 





Saints and Sinners. 

We all of us, of course, know what “ every schoolboy knows’’—that 
Mercury was the tutelary deity of Commerce, Theft, and other like 
trades. But we imagine few were aware, until the other day, when 
the House of Commons called for certain returns about the Bank of 
England, that the Money Mart had a patron saint - St. Christopher le 
Stocks! Possibly there may also bea parish of St. Dunstan le Dividends, 
or St. Barnabas le Bank-Charter. It is rather too bad of the City to 
make the saints of the various parishes share in the business. 





Non ex Quovis Ligno, etc. 
Ir is curious, in watching the doings of the Great Unpaid, ta see 
how often a Bench is composed of block-heads; as according to the 
Statutes of Carpentaria it should and wood be. 





Nec-ti(e) Mendum. 
Wuy is the manufacture of cravats one of the best. paying games 
out? Because “ ties pay the dealer,” vide Hayle. 





Wuy is a Scotch lodging-house like a cannon in the Easex Marghes? 
Because it’s let off in flats. 
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A DOUBLE-BARRELED EVENT. 


Orackshott (to friend who is amazed at his frequent misses) :— HAND SHAKE ? 


NEWS THAT YOUR WIFE HAD PRESENTED YOU WITH twins /’’ 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Viceregal Féte at the Crystal Palace was a complete success. 
When the Sydenham Palace is turned to the purpose of such royal | 
receptions, and those receptions are so splendidly given, it is but fair | 
to ask whether Government ought not to grant a handsome sum of | 
money to the undertaking. It is no part of the question that the fete 
is made a paying speculation ; for it concerns our national credit whe- 
ther such occasions should be farmed. The truth is when the people's 
palace becomes a royal palace, it should have a grant from Parliament. 

The concert went off admirably, and the display of fountains was 
most effective. Although the night was cold, immense crowds waited 
to see the fireworks, and were amply rewarded, for the exhibition was 
finer than anything that has been done before at Sydenham. 

The police arrangements, under SuPERINTENDENT PayNng, were as 
faulty as usual. Constables were posted where they were as useful as 
the plaster casts they stood near; and where a man would have been 
useful he was not to be seen. This was most noticeable at the front 
entrance. For some unaccountable reason, out of the three doors only 
one, and that the smallest, was opened for the departure of the visitors, 
and not a policeman was there to prevent the inevitable crowding of 
thousands of people trying to s through an opening barely six feet 
wide. ‘That serious accidents did not occur was a simple miracle, for 
the crowd was a “ well-bred” crowd—which means that it indulged in 
crushing and cruelty from which a Victoria gallery would shrink. If 
anything could have been worse under such circumstances than the | 
pushing of the flunkeys to get to their masters and mistresses, it was | 
the conduct of the masters and mistresses themselves. Such ascene as | 
was witnessed at the close of the fireworks, at the Palace door, reflects 
grave blame on the authorities and on the police, for by the opening of | 
the other two gates,and by the posting of three or four constables, all | 
the danger and discomfort would have been avoided. 

Such a finale sent visitors away with a last impression quite at | 
variance with the pleasant effect produced by the rest of theday. We | 


feel sure that the authorities, who managed all else so well, need only 
to have this small oversight pointed out to them, to remedy it in 


ConFrouND IT, S80 WOULD YOURS, IF YOU HAD JUST RECEIVED 








future. We think they would do well to use their own officers instead 
of such police as are told off to assist them. Half the number of 
people with a knowledge of the Palace and its exits and entrances, its 
reserved seats and other local matters, would do the work of those 
rustics in helmets, who cannot direct or assist the “ civilians” they 
have to deal with. 

At the Holborn Mr. Barry Suuivan has produced the School for 
Scandal with a strong cast. With Mr. Sutuivan as Charles Surface, 
Mrs. Vezin as Lady Teazle, and Mr. Honey as Crabtree, the famous 
old comedy ought to draw well, and does.. 

WE are glad to announce that the benefit of Mr. Huristoneg, the 
obliging Acting Manager of the Globe Theatre, will take place on the 
10th instant. All the world and his wife should go to the Globe 
under the circumstances. 





A LAMENT. 


A1r,—* Flowers of the Forest.” 


Wr’ vE heard them swellin’ our loved Pall Mall in, 
Writers a-swellin’ in a gorgeous way ; 

But now they’re thinking of the price’s sinking — 
The Glories of Twopence are all past away! 


They'd fain wring the neck o’ that halfpenny Echo, 
For the twopenny genteel has, it seems, had its day, 
After jeers—oh, how many !—it’s come to a penny— 
The Glories of Twopence are all past away! 
We'll have no more swellin’ our loved Pali Mali in— 
Still ’twould go up, if twopence more would pay, 
To a penny sinking, ’tis bitter thinking 
The Glories of Twopence are all past away ! 
OOOO 
A Rear Grepr-ance (we've a cold in the head).—Sea-birds’ plumes 
in ladies’ head-dresses. 
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| AtL.— You did ? 
MARY WARNER. | Bos L.—I did! 
; Gro. W.—Then Mary is innocent ? 
ACT I. Scene 1.—Ofice and Works of Dutton And Downes, Mechanical Ax: fie is! ' 
Engineers. Enter Mr. Detron. Geo. W.— Rapture! 


Mr. D.—I am not only an engineer, but a mechanical engineer, CURTAIN. 
which is curious. | QOvursetves.—This “new and original’’ piece turns out to be an 
Enter Bow Levirr. adaptation of Mr. W. Giteert’s novel, Margaret Meatlows : a Tale 
Bor L.—Here is a piece of mechanical engineering which I have | for the Pharisees. In construction it is loose and slovenly, and the 
just finished. dialogue is not remarkable. It may be suggested that Bob Levitt's 
Mr. D.—It is not good from a mechanical point of view, so con- | favourite observation, that he will tell “the truth, the whole truth, 
sider yourself dismissed. | Bxit Levitt. | and nothing but the truth, so help him Bob,” is just such an 
Enter GeorGe WARNER. | irreverence as the Lorp CHAMBERLAIN is — employed to pre- 
Gro. W.—Sir, you have benefited largely by my inventions, which | vent. Miss Bateman shows some power as the devoted Mary Warner, 
you have appropriated. Give me, therefore, a round sum to enable | but her hard, inflexible voice, and monotonous utterance, are serious 
me to emigrate. | drawbacks to her complete success. Miss Hit played Milly Rigg 
Mr. D.—Never! [ Exeunt, angry, and in opposite directions. | very charmingly indeed, and received a bouquet for her pains —which 
bouquet was most rudely snatched from her hands by Mr. Hows and 
handed to Miss Bareman. Mr. Kenpat and Mr. Howe played 
Bob Levitt and George Warner very satisfactorily. The piece was 
| well received. 


Enter Bos Levitt. 

Boz L.—Now to bone the cash box, whith is always kept in an open | 
drawer. Bones it, and ext?, | 
Enter Mr. Dutton and PoLicEMan. 

Mr. D. —Ha! the cash-box is gone! 

PoticeMan.—Then Warner must have taken it! | 
Scene 2.—Front Scene, between Bown Levitt and Mitty Riac his 
sweetheart. It has nothing to do with the story. 

ScenE 3.—GEORGE WARNER'S Lodging. 
Enter Bos Levitt, meeting Mary WARNER. 
Bors L.—My Mary! 
Mary W.—Bob! [ They embrace—yes, they du! 
Enter Mr. Dutton and PoiceMan. 
Mr. D.—Warner, you have stolen my cash-box. 
Gro. W.—Nay, good sir—you err. 
Mary W.—My Bob athief! Never! 
Mr. D.—lIt is, alas, too true! 
Mary W.—Not so. I did it myself! L did, indeed! (Aside) Thus— 
thus will I save him! 
Gro. W.—You, Mary! That was wrong. 
Mary W.—Perhaps ! 
At..—Astonishing ! [ They seize her. 
ACT II. Scene 1.—Muitrty Rice’s Room. (This scene is immaterial 
to the story.) 
Scene 2.—Visiting Cell, Brixton Prison. (This scene has nothing to do 
with the plot.) 


ACT III. Scene 1.—Garret in Plumtree-court. 


Mary Warner.—Five years penal servitude, and for my husband's 
crime ! 





SUN AND SHOWER, 


Lirr, like the weather, with shade and shine 
Ever is chequered, from time to time. 
(I rather thik this remark of mine 
Has oft ere now been observed in rhyme). 
Fate is a weathercock prone to veer, 
And turns to the wind, that may be in pow’r ; 
And life is cloudy, and life is clear, 
In the reign alternate of sun and show'r. 


Now you'll be drenched—wet through to the skin, 
And ban the weather im undertones ; 
Now you are melted and wish you were thin, 
Or could “take off your flesh and sit in your bones.’ 
We have in our favoured English clime 
Gleam and gloom in the self-same hour ; 
Nay, ofter. we get them both at one time, 
An April struggle of sun and show’r. 


But take the advice a philosopher tends, 
If misfortune scurvy you wish to bilk— 
And beg, or borrow, or steal from your friends, 
The homely gingham, or costly silk. 
Would you face the climate with iron nerve, 
And calmly o’er all its vicissitudes tow'r ? 
Procure an umbrella—because ‘twill serve 
As shade in sunshine and shelter in show’r. 


, 


Enter PoLicEMan. 
PoticeEMAN.—Mary, you’ve been at it again. A gentleman has lost 
money, and you are suspected of having stolen it. 
Mary W.—Good sir, you are mistaken —I have not left the house 
this night ! 
PoLiceEMAN.—Then leave it now. Come, my Mary, we want thee. [ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
[ Exeunt Mary, in custody. | panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


Scene 2.—Magistrate’'s Room. (This scene doesnot bear in any way on | sponsible for loss. 
the story.) Comes Rociamgied.+- she only check you are likely to get from us 
Scene 3.—Police Court in Westminster. Manx Warner in dock, | ®=“ with thanks.’’ : 
. THe author of “To a Weather Glass”’ should have seen that his rhymes 
Gzonce Warner on Bench. He is sworn. were “‘ set fair’’ before sending his MS. to us. 
Gro. W.—That woman stole my property ! | Canis Latinvus.—’Tis a pity you tried verse in which your humour is 
MacGIsTRATE.—Heavens, how awful! Committed! lost—you might do the wag in a plain tale. 
Mary Warner shows her face. | Novice.—We would have none of you. 
Geo. W. (aside).—Ha! that face! (Aud) On second thoughts she | _ A ScHooLBoy.—Deserves whipping more than most schoolboys—which 
did not steal my property. is a good deal. : ; ; : _ 
MacisTraTe.— Heavens, how satisfaetory! Discharged! T.—A very bad brewing ; you hada fair notion to start with, but it’s gone 


to pot. 
ACT IV. Scene 1.—Plumtree-court, Westminster. (This scene does fr 8S. B. W. (Twickenham).— We trust you play croquet better than you 
rat 


Anushoers to Correspondents, 











not matter.) | write poetry about it, or we should back you never to get through the 
ScENE 2.—Garret in Pl -court. B nd Mitty Rica | hoop. 
Scene 2.—Garret in atom 5 op Levitt and Mitty Rice Y Ww. H. (Uxbridge).—We only print original contributions. 


= arv Warner ne -box. 41 | <A. G. (Bridge-street).—The apology is accepted and the offence burnt. 
ae} Sa a ee stole the cash-box. J took it* | Lirriesoun.—The block awaits you at the office. 
. _ §vaviter.—Try a good dictionary, and don’t bother us, 
Scene 3. — Passage in GEORGE Warner's House. (This scene is| W.B.T. (Glasgow).—There seems to us more plagiarism than poetry in 
irrelevant). what you send. 
Scene 4.—Drawing-room in the same. Enter Many Warner. |_- F. W. (Banbury).—The paragraph was from one of the dailies, and pro- 


Mary W.—I have come here to get work. bably went “ the round of the papers.”’ 
ary W.—I ha Seta? Cheon ee Declined with thanks:—E. L. N., Jersey; A. B., Shepherd's Bush ; 
Gen. WD | | J. B. T., Brixton ; Smellfungus; B. b., Holborn; S. E , Hackney; J.S. M., 
Mary WG eas as | Dublin; G. V., Commerecial-road ; W., Newcastle-on-Tyne; P. M , Bdin- 
Geo. W.—Y. Be i i Ne burgh; A G. H.; Little Tottle; M. h., Leeds; T., Dalston; Essa; P. 8., 
ge ou are , us y mary at? Liverpool ; N., Islington ; G. B. ; Peterkin ; Trot ; Nobody’s Nunky ; G. T., 
ARY: —— aera aoe can = - t = Manchester ; Q ‘in a Corner; Nullus; A Debated Pumpkin; Never say 
nter DOR LEVITT ane ILLY KIGG. 


Bors L.—Hold! J stole the cash-box! 


die ; B., Westminster ; George’s Annt; Nexus; IT. R.M , Barnsbury-park ; 
M. J.; Amicus; V. V.; 8. T. J., Southampton. 
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BY THE SAD SEA WAVES! 


Ancient Mariner :—“ You BE IN LUCK’s WAY, SIR!” 
Mr. Fale mer Byron :—“ How 80?” 

A. M. :—“ STRANGER IN THESE PARTS I THINK, SIR ? 
Mr. F. B. :—“ Yxs. Wet ? 
M. A. :—“ Well! Wry, 'tTis’x 


Dipn’ I zEE YOU DOWN HERE TO THESE WRECKS YES’DAY ?”’ 


N’ EVERY DAY YOU GET A CHANCE TO ZEE TWO SICH BOOTIFUL WRECKS AS THEM WUZ YES'DAY!” 





TURN VER NEW Gotpwin Saitn’s speech, America and Engiand. Messrs. Moxon have . 

Ing 0 N LEAVES. done the public a service by bringing out a new edition of Hoon's Up 
Cassandra <i , come ened — aa by > W. pie the Rhine, which has been out of print many years. It reads as 

DELEY, is a wor ely written. contains examples of nearly a od bw th t oS ‘cute. 

possible infringements of the rules of versification, faulty in rhythm freshly'as over, and is illustrated by the quaint original cut 


andrhyme. Of the sins against the latter we give examples: “ are”’ ; 
and “ah ’’—* whirl’d’’ and “ world” - “waters’’ and “sought us.”’ Strictly according to Cocker, 


We don't expect everybody who publishes, what he is pleased to call) Ture Chancellor of the Exchoquer’s brusque but bold statement that 

cette aia. m Ew pies © ot ie noes EE ete he does not consider it to be his duty to “cocker up” artificially a 

he should at least know the notes. ’ private banking ‘establishment - the Old Lady of Threadneedle-street 
to the contrary, notwithstanding. 

Tue same congomneten sapnee to Mr. Buestre’s Wyvil’s End, a 
sensation story told in ha ting verse. We open at hazard on a . 
passage in which “emotion”’ is made to pass as a rhyme for “ com- ‘ Delicately put. 
motion,” and again where “part” and “apart ’’ are put to the same Fun has too high a sense of the polite to jest at the delicate appetites 
purpose. We are sorry to have to write these condemnations ; but we of the fair sex; it is but natural that when a substantial dinner is 
are constrained to do so, because the critics as a rule, when ‘they do | placed before them they should pay less attention to a leg of ‘mutton 
notice such works, adopt the kind plan of faintly praising what they than to the “trimmings.” 
have not time to examine :—they forget that by so doing they are aid- 


ing to confer lasting injury on English v ersification, and are doing no Transmogrification. 
benefit to the writers. A proor that Port wine, when aged, is no longer Port. It’s 


Mr. Horren m publishes a timely little pamphict ia 6 in the shape of | Madeira (made ie (msde dearer.) 




















GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO. 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING W AREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


Messrs. GOODE, GATNSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care aid supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED *+ OUSES (in preference to publishing an ordixary Catalo ue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single artic’e, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


whele house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 











" Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at £0, Floet-street, E.C.—London : July 10, 1869. 
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PETSETILLA’S 
QB Fairy Extrabagance, 
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cs CHAPTER III.—(Contmvgp.) 
(OUNT SARAH was a person of repulsive appearance. And 

i fher features were the reverse of attractive her manners were 

simply loathsome. Her face was a smeary black, her lips were 
SO o the tint of vermilion, her eyes were odd, and her hair was 
like tow. She wore a dirty white night cap with a wide flapping 
vorder, innocent of starch, had a dirty and ragged shawl pinned across 
te sshoulders, and worst of all, carried a pipe in her mouth. 

“Here's a pretty go!”’ gasped His Majesty, all his accustomed elo- 
¢ uence and courtliness of diction deserting him in an instant. 

‘‘ Never mind,” said Fenrcra; “I shal! be just as happy anywhere 
clsa—I’ll sit on the other side of you—don’t run the risk of offending 
the old cat on my account.” 

The king darted a glance of gratitude at the good-tempered fairy, and 
led her to the seat on his left. Then he turned round and gave a 
sickly attempt at a smile of joy and welcome to Aunt SARAH. 

‘‘ Well, Majesty,” said that sprightly person, ‘“‘ Here we are!’ and 
then launched out into a flow of conversation so rapid and confusing 
that Buneo lost his head altogether, and took pounded sugar and mar- 
malade with his salmi of pheasant. 

However, he recovered himself in time, and the festivities proceeded. 
At last, just before the time to form the procession to church, AUNT 
Sarau bent over to the King, with a hideous smile, and said: 

“IT am much flattered by your proposing to name the child 
Saran!” 

‘ But, your Excellency,” said Bunco, “ we have no such intention— 
in fact, ah’’— 

‘‘Oh, yes, you do intend to name her Saran,’ repeated the sorceress, 
with deep meaning. 

The poor King’s jaw fell on the frill of his shirt. He was con- 
founded. All his plans for evading difficulties had failed utterly He 
could only croak and wag his head. 

“‘Come—out with it,’’ said Sarah, sharply, “ Yes or no?”’ 

His Majesty did not know what to say or do. At last an escape 
suggested itself. He said he could not take upon himself to alter the 
queen’s arrangements. 

“Here, you!”’ said Saran, addressing the First Lady Back-comb 
of the Chamber, “‘ Go, and 
ask her if the baby is not 
to be christened Saran at 
once. Go!” and she 
stamped her foot. 

The First Lady Back- 
comb of the Chamber went 
and did as she was de- 
sired. ' 

Now Her Majesty had 
looked forward to being 
eee at the Christening 

anquet, but she had over- 

excited and over-exerted 

herself. On the previous 

night she had completely 

et broken down, and her phy- 

sicians had forbidden her to stir from her bed on any pretext what- 
ever. So, she was in anything but an amiable mood. 

When, therefore, the First Lady Back-comb of the Chambers came 
and told her of the presence and conduct of Aunt Saran, and laid 
before her that ill-conditioned person’s demand to have the Royal 
ae christened after her, Her Blessed Majesty said flatly — 

“No!” 

When Aunt Saran received the Queen’s answer she turned nearly 
white with rage. She stamped and jumped with fury. She threw 
the stump of her pipe into the silver tureen of real turtle. She tore 
her cap-border into ribbons. Having somewhat relieved herself by 
these means, she grew sufficiently composed to address the King, who 
sat quaking in his chair without venturing to open his mouth. 

‘“* Hark ye here, you wretched dummy of a King—you doll set up in 
a real king’s place! I'll punish you for your pride and stuck-up 
notions! You won’t give your child the simple unaffected name of 
eet But I'll be revenged—your daughter shall marry a beggar, 

ere!’’ 

With those words she waved her stick in the air, and a huge 
shandrydan, drawn by Daddy-longlegs Spiders made its appearance. 
Taking her place in the body of the vehicle, she shook her fist at the 
assembled company , took a fresh pipe out of her driving-box, and was 
commencing to smoke it when her nimble steeds dragged her from the 
sight of the assemblage. 

This little event threw a deep gloom over the company. 
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Majesty wept copiously into 
his plate, and as a point of 
etiquette his guests were 
compelled to follow his ex- 


ample. 

The fact of His Majesty's 
weeping, and the cause 
which led to it, were 
promptly telegraphed to 
the guests at the foot of 
the table, who were so man 
miles off that even wi 
the best telescopes they 
could not make out what 
was going on. The news 
spread over the whole 
country in the course of 
the day, and a_ general 
briny dilution of the soup 
was the result. 


It will be observed by the careful reader, that the soup was the last 
This was the invariable custom at the Royal 
It had been ruled by the Lord Chamberlain that a King ought 
not to eat his dinner like any ordinary person, so the monarchs of 
Aphania always began with the sweets and game and finished with 
It wes only on great State occasions, like the present, that 
the general public was permitted to imitate Royalty, and eat its dinner 


course at the banquet. 
table. 


the soup. 


wrong-side foremost. 


However, to resume our theme. The malediction of the wicked 
sorceress brimmed the King’s cup of misery, and his grief was shared 


by his guests. 


But the Farry Fexicta was not dismayed at the spite of Old 


SARAH. 

‘“‘ Cheer up,” said she to Kine Bunoo, “she might have done some- 
thing more terrible thanthat. If your daughter does marry a beggar 
he will cease to be one the moment he becomes your son-in-law. At 
any rate, if I cannot remove the bane I can administer an antidote.” 

As she said this she took from her waist, where it was fixed beside 
her pocket handkerchief, a large bouquet of pansies, the finest that you 
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ever saw. Approaching the cradle of the tiny princess she laid them 
on the little thing’s breast saying — 

“IT give you heart’s-ease, little one! while you have that you will 
be content and happy whether you wed an em r or a beggar!” 

A ringing shout welcomed the enunciation of this pleasing sentiment. 
The feeling of gloom disappeared, and the rest of the ceremony went 
off with the greatest ¢c/d¢ / 








HORTICULTURAL MEM. 
Tue real gardener does not care to witness “the turning over of a 


new leaf ’’—when it is done by a caterpillar. 


THROWN-UP PROM TRE DOWNS. 
Wuen is a pigeon’s photograph like one of Pickrorp’s vans? 


His | When it’s a carrier's carte. 
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> FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 14th, 1869. 


»\9 
UR ILE weather this year has amply proved its right to be the first 
t topic of conversation in Great Britain. We have had a winter 
eo. that was too like summer to be wholesome, and now we have a 
summer that is too like winter to be pleasant. | 
Apert Sarru, in his Wassail Bowl (the title comes not unpleasantly 
on the ear during such Christmas-like weather as we have “enjoyed”’), © 
alludes, while ing of evening parties, to the certainty that when 
you invite Miss Blank and her brother, the latter is sure to accept, | 
while his sister on whose account alone he was asked, will be prevented | 
“the pleasure of availing herself of your kind invite.”’ | 
The seasons have been doing something of the same sort. When | 
we asked Winter to this terrestrial ball, he declined, and Summer (but | 
Sammer shorn of her splendours) looked in on us. Now we invite her | 
in all her glories, and she refuses to visit us—except for a very occa- | 
sional morning-call. 
Let us hope that Winter will at last refuse to be her proxy, and that | 
she will come to us late—which is better than never, though not much, | 
especially when it applies to a Summer that has scarce begun in July ! 





Tur news that Government has purchased the telegraphs for the 
purpose of working them with the Post-office is not to be accepted too | 
vociferously. There has been a tendency of late years to accumulate | 
work on the Post-office, without adequately remunerating those who | 
have the actual labour, and the result is that the service is not as | 
efficiently performed as it should be. The Savings Banks, Assurances, | 
and Dog Licenses have been added to the ordinary Post-oftice work, | 
but little or.no addition has been made to the salaries of the officials. | 
If another straw be added, it is doubtful whether respectable people 
such as those who now combine the Post-office with a small shop, will 
ee labours whose remunerative nature is already questionable 
enough. 

Yet it is to be feared that the ultra-economical spirit which 
prevails in some quarters will lead to the experiment. Another straw 
will be placed on the back of Patience—and that straw may break it, 
and then a pretty mess we shall be in for the postal delivery. 

It is to be hoped that some independent Member of Parliament will 
elicit a little information on this point. An effort should be made to 
prevent the ultra-economicals from trying an experiment which will 
only fail, after it has inflicted injustice on a number of deserving 
people, and inconvenience on us all. 


| 


Ne 


A Pretty Situation. 
Tue following advertisement has plunged us into deep meditation. 


What does it mean f 


G VERNESS (Nursery), to teach English and music, and take entire charge of 
them and their wardrobe; a young lady: the highest references can be given. 


H. M., &c. 

English and Music want looking after so much in these days that 
we are delighted to hear of any one who will take entire charge of 
them. But we are puzzled ut their wardrobe. English may 
have its ideas clothed im good language, but how is music’s wardrobe 
to be understood ? Ite mether garments possibly would be c(h)ords. 





A Brick Dust. 


A correspondent of Zand and Water is in search of a plan for making 
Lricks non-porous. Good Gracious, how inhospitable, to prevent jolly 
bricks from imbibing! The wretch positively suggested soaking 
their clay with boiled oil. We think the historical “ bricks without 
straw,” being unable to do their sherry-cobblers, should be offered 
nothing under claret-cup. 

As Clear as Day. 
Some hypercritics have found fault with Moore for saying that he— 

Saw History write 

With a pencil of light, 
Their objection is that you can’t write with light. But they have no 
poetry in their souls, or they would have thought of V. R. in illumina- 
- mee but Moore, of course, by “a pencil of light” meant a stick 
of charcoal. 


HINT TO FARMERS, 
To save the expense of a Crow-boy. Purchase a “ Scare-fier.’’ 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC; No. 123. 


W ute gleam the tents on yon green slopes, 
To which the busy man elopes 

To get an outing once a year. 
And all day long the ringing crack, 
By hundred echoes given back, 

Upon that tented field you hear. 


|. The waters fall with a pleasant plash, 
As over the weed-grown ledge they dash ; 
And you for no better spot need wish 
If your object consists in the catching of fish. 


2. When the British warrior queen 
Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Counsel of her country’s gods— 
These were present, I'll lay odds. 


3. Oh; monstrous dolt! oh, Caliban, 
This was your name, not that of man! 


4. The bells loudly pealing 
This fact are revealing— 
That some one for life 
Has taken a wife, 
May be for blessing—and may be for strife. 


I like it in an avenue—I like it on a wall— 
I like its juice in anything— its stone, well, not at all! 


6. Whatever coin you take, 

If carefully you con it, 

A farthing bet I'll make, 
You find there’s this upon it! 


7. It is a funny thing to tell, 
Yet true, beyond a doubt— 
That when you’ve found this in a well 
You also find it out. 


8. You'll see it at once if your bookcase you look in, 
The commonest form you can publish a book in. 


9. The gist of many a rhyme— 
And all some poets gain ; 
Yet no more all the time 
might an “0”’ contain! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 121.—Glass Rises: Girder, Ludi, Aphis, 


Skive, Swabs. 
SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 121, necrivep Joty 7.—None coirect. 


——ooooooo— eee 


Art Articles. 


In an action between two pictare-dealers the other day, the defen- 
dant asserted that it was a custom in the trade to append the names of 
eminent artists to pictures‘they had not painted. It was urged that 
this was done “only by way of description,” and not to imply that 
they were genuine works. f course picture-dealers should know 
how to frame excuses, but let us hope the trade-custom (which is 
‘“‘verra bad ”’ not for the ‘‘ coo”’ but the customer) will not be allowed 
to pass unquestioned or it would afford a dangerous precedent. We 
should have wine-merchants pleading that they call log-wood “ port ”’ 
merely “ by way of description’’—and grocers offering as “ sugar” ar 
article only fit for sanding floors—“‘only by way of description.” 
Such practices may be quite harmless, but we plead our trade- 
custom as our excuse for denouncing them as “swin not In any 
offensive sense, but *‘ only by way of description.”’ 


d. 


Like or Dislike. 
We learn from a contemporary that— 
The government of India is promoting the growth of ipecacuanha in India. 
If there be any truth in the homeopathic maxim of similia similtbus, 
we should say the cultivation would be popular among the Sikh 


tribes. 





Horticultural Notes. 
Tue Pansy is—though a perfectly respectable flower—a plant of low 
habit. The Chim-pansy is a climber. = 
The Carnation is propagated by pipings, but military authoritics 
state that the Scarlet is recruited by fifings and drummings. 





Tres Subtil. 
Why is it more difficult to follow the trail of a horse and cart than 
that of a saddle horse ?—Because in the first instance the horse takes 
| his traces with him, instead of leaving them behind. 
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TH= RIFLE& ASSOCIATION. 


’Tis an ancient observation 
That there’s nothing new under the sun— 
Yet one scarce had defined 
As a thing of that kind 
The Rifle Association | 
On the plains of Wimbledon. 


Yet patient investigation 
Will prove you, as sure as a gun, 
That ages ago 
There was, you know, 
A Rifle Association 
On the plains of Wimbledon. 


ee 


For Wimbledon’s isolation 
Was the trav’ller accustomed to shun, 
Since the Knights of the Roa 
Had their abode— 
A Rifle Association— 
On the plains of Wimbledon. 


But a mighty amelioration 
On the Common’s effected, says Fun— 
Who’s charmed to obey 
When called on to “ stay’”’ 
By the Rifie Association 
On the plains of Wimbledon. 


Not so Far Out. 

A HOPEFUL Eron1An, the other day, in construing the 
eighth ode of the third book of Horacg, translated 
‘‘cespite vivo” as “I live by the Turf.’”’ His master 
promptly explained to him that “‘cespite’’ did not mean 
that sink of iniquity. 


A Black Joke. 
A CORRESPONDENT wishes to know whether the 
coloured singers at the Christy Minstrels learn music by 
a study of Jim Crow-matics. 





Wuat the Moors will Resound with on “‘ The Twelfth.”’ 
—A dropping fire. 


Tue Pustic WueELt.—The velocipede. 





CHATS ON THE MAGS, 


JULY. 


Tue St. James’s is a trifle too full of political papers this month, and 
there is no instalment of “‘ A Life Assize,’”’ which is a loss. An article 
on ‘‘ Barmaids’”’ and one on the Royal Academy will be found readable. 
The portraits are better this month. 


London Society is better illustrated than usual this month, and has 
some pleasant papers ; though, on the whole, there seems less sparkle 
than usual about the number. It is a pity it is disfigured by such a 
bad drawing as the crush-room block, but the picture to “In the 
Heart of the Earth’’ more than atones for it. 


Tue St. Pauls is, as usual, well-written and interesting throughout ; 
‘‘ Ad Rosam ”’ is particularly clever, and so is a “ Virelai.’”’ With the 
close of Mr. TrRoLuope’s novel, we lose the illustrations of Mr. 
Mitxais, but his place is supplied by a draughtsman who seems to pro- 
mise less variable work than the R. A. 


Good Words contains a most interesting paper on “The Youngest 
Colonel in the Service.” There are two charming illustrations to 
“The Way,” though they suffer somewhat in the printing. They 
are both worthy of separate printing on toned paper, instead of being 
in the letter-press. 


The Sunday Magazine abounds in pictures this month, and they are 
all of more than common excellence. That at page 592 is perhaps the 
gem of the number. Among the literary contents Mr. Ricuarp 
Rowr’s “ Morning Among Deaf Mutes” will be found most in- 
teresting. 

Good Words for the Young is a capital number. “The Boy in Grey’”’ 
gets almost too extravagant perhaps for the boys to understand, but is 
very capital fun. Mr. Hucues’s illustrations to “The Back of the 
North Wind ”’ have a decided air of repetition— it would be wiser to 
reduce the number of cuts than to draw a subject two or three times 
over. 











INFERENCE. 


A FAIR 


Chawbacon :——“* RAYTHER EARLY, MEAster!”’ 
Amateur :—“ Nort VERY—IT'S TWELVE 0’CLOCK.”’ 


Chawbacon :—“* AYE, AYE! 
THAN T OTHERS. 


Bur I MEAN YOU'RE RAYTHER EARLIER 
FAIR DOAN’T BEGIN TILL Monpay.”’ 


| 
The Phenomena of Heat. 


Tue tortuous course and faltering footsteps exhibited by a suffering 
fellow creature who has “‘ been in the sunshine’”’ form a fruitful sub- 
ject for thought to the reflective mind. We observed very recently 
that an elderly gentleman (a strict total abstainer) whose fruit trees 
are his hobby, was quite incapable of walking round his garden with- 
out “tacking” to the wall. Can Prorgssor Tynpai. throw any 
light on this subject ? 


Caveat Tempter! 

To those M.P.’s who wish to stand well with their constituencies 
Fun. ventures to offer, in the most friendly spirit, a bit of advice. 
Don’t be sold! Let the Tea-room of the past be a warming for the 
future. Of whatever refreshment you may wish to e, remember 
that there can be no more “ short-sighted” a policy an investment 
in con-Cave glasses. 


An Efficient (De)functionary. 
We clip the following from a contemporary :— 


Tue Covington Free Press tellsof aman at that place, who ie acandidate or 
postmaster, going into the churchyard to copy names from the tombstones to go on 
his petition. 

Of course he po these particular signatures to have weight with 
the Dead-letter Department. 





JURIES-PRUDENCE, THOUGH NOT LAW, 


Provrpine the wherewithal to fortify the inner man when that 
relic of barbarism—a lock-up all night—is impending. 


Tue Legal Profession :—Honesty. (We don’t’ say what the legal 
practice is. 
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Ww a il a bie 7 d by Mr. G. w. | ¥89 also occasionally too strong for the male voices. A little more 
as Z a. ™ A ‘he om ae - oe y - ti ,; | body would have toned down the shrill pipes of the tiny ones. How- 
with eenlne ; and anaes a aa ae amie a caeseaee ths ; Sees ox satisfactory to get five thousand voices to sing in time and 

’ Zs ’ © ’ | > } Te ai i r -Aal 
parson and the clerk, budding schoolmasters from Chelsea, and full- | wane, waich Chey certainly did. The day may yet come When open-air 
blown volunteers, who have any notion of singing, are very glad to | jages of Germany. Touching the programme, it can only be said that 
rise when Mr. Martin waves his wand. For once did this popular | po gjand. Ireland action’ end Wales bad o song each to itself: that 
: av i c ‘ 76 op | ofan, ’ é ’ a : 
conductor mane Rw ane eee of his ene “mn — weather | 4 part song of Menpetssoun’s really well sung represented high art ; 
was warm and pleasant enough for an outing, 80, without any more | while loyal Englishmen, visitors, as well as choir, roared themselves 
ceremony, and evidently, without using overmuch exertion, Mr. hoarse in “ God Save the Queen.” 

Maxtin the other day asked five thousand vocalists to meet him in the Perhaps as pleasant a sight as any was that of the little folks let 


gardens contiguous to the palace of that mighty monarch, K1nG COLE. | jo0se from bondage, and scampering wildly about among the roses and 
_ pleasure wane end cones om on  Sapernen =e ee fern leaves; though the hearts of the Fellows of the Horticultural 
and pleasant, and only distas the South Kensingtonian funkies, | Society must have sunk within them as the five thousand, on dismissal, 


came the five thousand owners of the five thousand voices to sing in | charged down upon the lawns and flower-beds. 


music will be as popular with us as itis in the large towns and little vil- 





the open air at the Horticultural Gardens. It is necessary to take 





Mr. Martin's word en the accurate number of singers eee SS 
for no visitor, except by climbing up a tree, or swarming on a bulus- 

trade, or cemeeatian e snanaaibas to the statue of the founder of Apropos of Mary Warner. 
South Kensington, could possibly see one of the singers. You see Sarp A. to B., 

it is one of the peculiarities of Italian gardens to be arranged in flat “Tis sad to see 

layers, and, as the singers and the public were gathered together on A writer prone to grabbage.”’ 
the first flat layer, underneath the Palm House, it stands to reason that Said B. to A., 

the public saw very little of the singers. However, Mr. Martin “ Why sad, I pray ? 
beamed Leneficently over his children, and looked quite imposing on a A tailor lives by cabbage! ” 
gold throne, covered all over with gold harps and velvet. cushions, the 

fitting regalia for such a musical monarch. It might have been Strange and True. 


thought at first that the conductor was a musical maniac, fora newly- Fe See es . ° 
sini . 3 I say, Ma!” said Master Mischievous, ‘“‘ One of the kittens is 
SEveSTOG Samee Nemes way peactiees evnere bun Sauer fee te sitting in the old cat’s lap.’ His mother hastened to witness the 


choir. Mysterious signs, by waving blue books once to the right and | §+ >. fact, and found that one of the kittens had tumbled into the 


thrice to the left, and finally by shaking every leaf of them - Previn, gh grey 


HARMONY AT THE HORTICULTURAL. | its lungs, but as yet its taste is not conspicuous. The juvenile treble 


desperation, was accurately answered ; but whether once to the righ sciiiiiieniiaacaiiiali i imagen 

meant leave out ‘ Hail, Smiling Morn,” or three times to the left was : ‘ 

to imply that “The Last Rose of Summer” was to be repeated, or A Pole-ite Suggestion. . - 
the enthusiastic shake said, ‘“ You have all been very good boysand| We know a “fellah who nevaw weads the papaws, ye know.” He is 





girls,’ we, the uninitiated, are not capable of interpreting. Anyhow, | so profoundly ignorant of all that concerns the press, that when he 
these telegraphic signals passed between conductor and conducted, | heard the other day of the Northern Whig, he said he supposed it 
and usually ended in a frantic cheer on the part of the boys and the | was meant for the bare Pole in the Arctic Regions. 

girls. If truth be told, the glees and songs were sung with great 
accuracy and precision, but very little heart. The charity child uses 





i rn 


Wy is a dead horse like the tiles? Because it is cats’-meet. 
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AN INVITATION. 


NTO yonder yel- 
low sands 

Ariel calls us -- 
“Come, join 
hands !”’ 

Vide the initial 
by our clever 
friend, the 
Pictor). 


Yellow sands 


slippers, 
Both invite you; 
come, be dip- 


pers, 

And.at Mangate 
turn sand- 
skippers! 

“hip on board the 
Eagle, or the 
jolly Albert 
Victor ! 


Sea 


Come, where 
lodging-keep- 
ers wait— 

Come, 
your 


_ fate; 
Landladies (and 
Norfolk How- 
ards) certain | 
are to get! 
you ! 
Seornsueh trou- 
bles then as 





Seek the sandsand seek:the jetty ! 
Come at once! You know, you're pretty 
Sure, wherever you may be, you'll something have to fret you. 


Come unto the ocean-marge, 
Where the fly-men over-charge, 
Where, for everything you buy, you’re certain to pay double. 
Come where Forecland’s lamps are burning, 
Come where loving wives are yearning 
For the husbands’ -boat’s returning — 
Come, where pleasure is a toil,.and all enjoyment trouble. 


Come, where boatmen bid you sail, 
Come where sea-swell turns you pale— 
Come and spend your holidays beside the ocean foam. 
me to the sea-side—just try it, 
In a week you'll long tw fly it : 
And if you get nought else by it 
One thing you at least will learn—that is, to value home! 





| Mind your Stops. 

Tue Times gave the following with reference to an assault case at 
the Hammersmith Police Court :— 

When he (complainant) got up, he was surrounded and struck by the prisoner, 
With all due respect to the great guns of Printing House Square we 
must be excused if we decline to believe in the possibility of any 
prisoner ‘surrounding”’ his victim. The insertion of one simple comma 
would at once alter'the non-sense and remove the comma-cality of 
the sentence. 





‘*The Proper Study of Mankind is Man.” 

Ir may prove’of interest te the diligent student to learn that in the 
museum at Kew Gardens he will find “The Mushroom Family” 
amply illustrated—and very curious specimens some of them are. ‘The 
drive in Hyde Park, too, will provea fruitful field for observation. 





Heads I Win. 
SuprosinG I meet withan M.P., who represents a constituency that 
does not exist, to what authority must I refer to find “the odd man 
out?” To(m)my Dod! ; 





Tur utmo:! rigger of the law: An Oll Bailey special pleader. 





and yellow | 
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| ‘¢The Mixture to be Taken as Before.” 


| Tuat trustworthy and observant traveller, Captain Gulliver, saw 
| an old gentleman at Laputa bottling up sunshine, who asked a trifle by 
| way of encouragement. This industrious old party has turned up again 
| at Thorpe, near Ashbourne. Here he is, cut out of the newspaper 
' with the largest circulation (of quack advertisements) in the world. 
| Old gent still wants encouragement with coppers, just as he did when 
in the sunshine trade. 
ZONE, either Botrled or in Pills.—Few people know the benefit derived in cases 
of indigestion from this m dicine. A old invalid who bottled a quantity at 
| Sea some years since has a few dozens left, and will send a@sample bottle to any one 
} on receip’ of the money for carriage.—Twenty-four stamps to 7", 
Thorpe, near Ashbourne. 

There is much truth in this —especially for an advertisement. > “ Few 
people’ (Alas, how few!) do “know the benefit derived,’’ &c.—for 
ozone being a uliar modification of oxygen gas in a permanently 
negitive state, its presence can only be detected by test papers mostly 
too indigestible to swallow in order to see if you are full inside. e 
| like this wiry old invalid, who went to sea to sce after the invisible, and 
cork it down in dozens. No doubt it is very strong—at all events, 
| being invisible, its strength is sure to be above proof. We generally 
| consume the article in draught,—at the back of the Isle of Wight— 
_ but for all that we are open to a dozen or two of the Fine Old Dry — 

we will take them, bottles and all, if he will send them round — but no 





Pills. No. We must draw the line at invisible We can’t 
swallow them,—they are aperiently too strong and many for us. 
We haven't heard of a more ul stroke of business, though, si 


since 
Mr. A. Ward “did pretty well” by taking the tep off his big tent and 
exhibiting the eclipse at a dollar a head. 


LOVE LYRIC. 


WueEn eyes are lustrous, 
And locks are clust’rous, 
And teeth are pearly, and cheeks are pink, 
Oh, the limitless lot 
‘Of ecstatical rot 
A fellow gets writing, you'd scarcely think! 


‘When lips are smiling, 
And looks beguiling, 
When croquet’s in season, and moonlight-walks, 
May the critics parlon— 
Nor heaven be hard on — 
The terrible nonsense a fellow talks! 


—---- 


Gushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unacerpted MSS. or Sketches, mnless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


C. D. VauGuAN JEW GNOME (Reform Club)}.—We have given fitting 


obsequies to ‘ the joke that fell dead in the Club Smoking-room *’—it lit our 
cigar, and its ashes are laid by the grate. 

TROUBLOUS Ts IBULATED TRIBUTOX (Near the Pump).—If not the rose, 
(only roses as a rule belong to watering-pots net pumps) you have lived 
near it— to some purpose. 

Cuop. — Possibly, but not the first chop, for the joke about a lady’s hair 
being her own because she bought it, was made before you were big enough 
for cutlets. 

A. C. B. (Brighton).—Bright’un B, AC. 

Bon. — Your notice of such people is too flattering. 

| +; ee waters of Castaly never entered into the composition of such 
wea . 

A. W. B. (Peckham).—We cannot let you Seotch your northern acquain- 
tance in our columns. . 

Horsewuip. —The affair is hardly of a mature which would justify our 
| discussing it. Should not your bit of Cicero have ran —Quvuo usque fandem- 

whip, etc ? 
Tuetsaers —The subject is scarcely worthy of notice. ; 
| War-Yawk.—Why not long-eared owls Don’t waste the ‘official 
| stationery in future, or we'll report you. 

Structox.—Many thanks for your note, which will.atone for the 
| grumbling and rudeness we often encounter. We agree with you, hut must 
| follow.a fashion the general public |ikes. 

8S. D. (Hackney-road).—‘Lhanks. 

FirgsH#rRe.—We must answer your question by propounding another. 
Is a man a horse if he be born in a stable? 

Declined with thanks :—T., Brixton; Sleepy Peter ;'J./ Se ae: 
T. A., Todmorden; A E B. xx.; W.C., Kingsland; d. B. T., ae 
W.G.R ; W. H. F., Almorah-road; C. G., Seaford; N. EL, - 

Newington ;. 
Audax; J. W., A 


square ; Spes, Cannen-otnst 5 J. ws sent Bow: W.F., 3 
‘A Solewn’un; M.D. J.;G H. R. ite Camden ‘Town: B. L. G., Brans- 
wick-square; H. O., Brixton: T. P. R.; Bubble and Squeak; D. E., 
Portland-place; W. F..C., Steke on Trent ; Nemo; H. G., Trentham. 
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RATHER LIKE IT. 
Oh dear, no! This is not a@ Tailor's Dummy running off with a Cutaway Coat, It is our Friend Toowhele going down hill on his 
Bicycle in the approved style with his legs up in front. 


—— ge 





| | 
AN ANACREONTIC. HERE, THERE, AND SvERs ee 
bards contrast Ir has been pointed out to us that we did an unintentional injustice 
anya fair Aan haha to asemmnsane Payne in describing him as in charge of the Police 
Let the swain, who colour seeks : arrangements on the occasion of the VicERoY's visit to the Crystal 
Find it in our jovial noses. ; ee mee officer tee compelled . og ae pe ee in 
September last owing to a severe accident, bu so ably per- 
If a roseate cheek is so fednad his duties that a Testimonial Fund (of which, verd. sap. Mr. 
_ Worthy of the poet’s lyre, Suiru, of the Newington Branch of the London and County Bank, 
Sure a nose’s ruddy glow is the treasurer) has been and is being subscribed. We gladly rectify 
Should illume poetic fire. the error, which, however, only bears out the truth of our complaint 
atl cians Maal seein ote mone of the want of intelligence displayed on the occasion referred to, for 
Small there is in any creature ; we sae for and received the information from one of the constables 
Nay, the latter’s—I de on duty: Sr ee 
Far more prominent a feature. The Balance of Nature. 
In importance, furthermore, Ir will be found, as a rule, that after “hot words”’ a coolness 
Noses beat the cheeks quite hollow. springs up. 
Let who will the cheek adore— ee 
Noses are the things to follow! Wuar is the difference between the portrait of the Lord Mayor in 
> the Royal Academy, and the leading story in the St. James's Magazine ? 


Neat. The latter is the Life's Assize, the former is the size o’life. 


A TEETOTALLER can never prove a friend at a pinch,because he has a 
horror of a “ nip.” 
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Tue Prxx or (Im-)Psrrectrion.—Rouge. 
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CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, they bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURN ISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), th-reby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Farniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling in g Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


whele house THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 1 21, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


ee, v_pnemenneesee, 





Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : July 17, 1869. 









GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 





- 








| Jury 24, 1869.] 





PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
A Fairy Esxtrabagance, 





CHAPTER IV. 
KING BUNGO’S MEASURES. 


AHE day after the Christening his Majesty rose late but lost no 
time in calling together his Ministers and consulting with them 
how he might best take measures for the safety of his august 
offspring. He was, as might have been expected, far from well 

this morning. His Royal digestion was so generally out of sorts that 
he never was particulary well the day after a feast. On this occasion 
he took a frugal breakfast, a herring and a mug of small beer, having 
dispatched which repast he put on his best coat, threw his dressing 
gown over the back of the throne, and hastened to the Council Cham- 
ber. There he found all his Ministers assembled, and at once opened 
the proceedings by ordering the Clerk of the Council to read the 
report of the Christening Ceremony from the Gazette. 

This preliminary over, His Majesty called on his Cabinet to advise 
him how he should provide against the contingency of the Crown 
Princess becoming the bride of a beggar. The Ministers were im- 
mediately supplied with wet towels to stimulate their mental faculties, 
and enable them to think more freely. The Pages of the Council 
Chamber, specially appointed for the duty, brought round the damp 
huckaback in silver pails. The Minister who dried the greatest number 
of towels in the session was rewarded with a real quill toothpick at the 
Annual Ministerial Dinner, in recognition of the activity of brain he 
thus displayed. In accordance with the customs of the Royal As- 
sembly of Aphania, Bunco called upon the first Noodle of State in 
Council for his opinion. 

Now the first Noodle of State in Council was a most important 
dignitary. He was his Majesty's Chief Adviser, and was chosen from 
the Popular Talkhouse, which was a representative assembly looking 
after the laws and the taxes. The member who talked nonsense and 
did least real work in that assembly was raised to his Majesty’s Privy 
Council as first Noodle of State, and held that office for life, or until he 
began to talk sense which disqualified for the post. This office was 
first established by Kina Rumrt’s grandfather, CAGorFANGO surnamed 
the Easy-going, who said that the First Noodle was calculated to save 
him a deal of trouble, for that when once he knew what the First 
Noodle thought he knew the opinion of that great majority of his 
subjects—the Nincompoops. ; 

The First Noodle always commenced the discussion of any subject 
brought before the Council, and in any case on which the Council was 
divided he gave a casting vote, and whichever side he gave his vote for 
lost the division. You may well imagine, therefore, that he was greatly 
courted by his brother Ministers, who strove in every way to ingra- 
tiate themselves with him, and so win him over to the side of their 
opponents. . . 

The First Noodle in office at the time of this most veracious history 
was one VoLLiPLas, who had earned the post by a silly habit of singing 
in the Popular Talk- 
house, and on account 
of his constant as- 
severation that BocuEy 
was at the bottom of 
everything. He had 
been in office twelve 
years, and it was very 
evident that he was 
not destined to break 
the rule that had ever 
held good —‘“ Once a 
First Noodle always a 


First Noodle.” No 
First Noodle (al- 
though, as a _ rule, 





First Noodles lived to 

‘ a very great age) had 
ever lost office on account of becoming disqualified by a sudden access 
of common sense. 

This distinguished functionary, when called upon to propose mea- 
sures to guard against the possibility of the Princess marrying a 
beggar, shook his head gravely, and was lost in thought for some time. 
At length he rose and expressed his opinion. He said he thought 
this was a design of Bocvey’s, and was going into a long tirade on the 
subject, when Bunco stopped him, and brought him back to the point. 
He then said he saw two ways out of the difficulty, one was to pass a 
law declaring that no man might adopt the profession of a beggar 
unless he was married, and the other was to elt the Princess at once 
to the wealthiest single peer of the realm, and throw him into prison 
until she was of marriageable age, and a neighbouring prince had been 


' FUN. 
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chosen for her husband, when the nobleman’s head might be cut of 
and every obstacle removed. 
This latter proposition was, of course, opposed by all the wealthy 
noblemen in the council. 
Duke TwunsEnD, who 
observed that beggary 
was not a profession 
that is sought, but a 
' calamity that befalls a 
(man. He was for 
hanging all vagrants 

out of hand. Bwtunaeo, 
| who was not a cruel 
| monarch, would not 
| listen to this, nor was 
'he more inclined to 
| adopt the suggestion of 
| the Colonial Secretary, 
| who was for exporting 
| beggars, and exchang- 
ing them for tea, 
sugar, and foreign pro- 
duce. 

The Lord Chancellor at length proposed a measure which was 
generally approved, and in the end carried. It was that a tax should 
be levied to build almshouses for all poor people, who were too old or 
too ill to work, and that officers should be appointed in every town and 
village who should be bound, on penalty of losing their heads, to find 
employment and wages for the able-bodied poor on works of public 
utility. As all members of the Royal Cabinet were exempt from taxes 
there was no opposition to the scheme, and “An Act for the Better 
Regulation of Mendicity” was at once made and passed. And that 
Act directed that all persons who were found after the date of its 
a begging contumaciously and in disregard of the Royal 

{andate should be then and there executed by the common hangman 
without the option of a fine. In the matter of this last section the 
First Noodle proposed to add, in order to insure vigilance, that one- 
half of the penalty should go to the informer. 

His Majesty, before dismissing his Council begged of them to advise 
him in an affair which was not of public importance, like the suppres- 
sion of beggars, but was of the deepest personal interest to him. His 
daughter had received a nosegay from the Farry Feticta, who promised 
her happiness so long as she preserved her gift. What was best to be 
done to preserve it ? 


As regards the former, it was upset by 
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The First Noodle rose and said that, “although this was not an 
official assembly, he would take the liberty of opening the proceedings 
and making the first motion—the more, because he felt that the pro- 
posal he was going to make was so admirable a one that he felt sure it 
would at once disqualify him for the high office which it had been his 
honour and delight to hold so long.”’ 

At this there was a slight commotion among the ministers, and all 
gave ear in breathless silence. 





Curiosities of the Streets. 


An Oxford-street firm display in their window the following 
remarkable announcement, “ Immoveable tooth-brushes.” Rather 
dead stock we should imagine. 





MAY THEY MULTIPLY! 
Dericate Grovunp.—The Site for a Convalescent Hospital. 
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A FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 21st, 1869. 
Ae FAVOURITE subject with both poct and painter is the return 


B, of a soldier to the home of his youth at the close of a war in 
\ which he has received many a scar. They delight in contrast- 
ing the woe-begone weary figure of the tattered and crippled 
hero with the surprise of the ancient couple who have, with such pride, 
read of the doings in foreign parts “ where our Bill is a-sojering.”’ 

They gaze upon him with startled and sympathetic faces as he limps 
back to the scenes of his childhood. ‘Though their eyes have grown 
dim, and are slow to recognise the boy, now so changed; their hearts 
instinctively turn to him. 

The touching situation, so dear to poet and painter, is now being 
realised in the political world. The Irish Church Bill returns home 
from the battles in the House of Peers, and shows evident traces of the 
conflicts it has gone through. The Maxaquis or Satispury crippled 
thatarm. The Bisnor or PerernorovGn smote otf that leg. A shot 
from Eart Grey extinguished that eye, and a backhander from Lorp 
Carrns cracked that crown. It is the wreck of what it was! 

Well may its parents refuse to believe their eyes when this spectacle 
is revealed. Mr. Bricut may fairly be surprised into a view-hallo, 
such as tte followers of “another guess’’ Fox indulge in; while Mr. 
GLADSTONE allows his pipe to be temporarily put out as he gazes on his 
dilapidated offspring. 





A cask, which occurred the other day at Marlborough-Street —we 
do not allude to the free fight which took place there on the occasion 
of the Carinctron-Murray scandal—deserves more consideration than 
it has received. A cab-driver, who was summoned by the police for 
loitering, urged the following facts in defence—that Government takes 
an annual twenty pounds for each of the six thousand cabs plying in 
London,—that it compels the owner of each to bring it out every 
twenty-four hours, cle a penalty,—but that whereas there are six 
thousand cabs there is only standing-room for two thousand. If these 
assertions are true—and they were not questioned or contradicted—it 
is difficult to see with what justice we can punish cabmen for loitering 
about the streets. 

We have always felt that the complaints against “ crawlers,” as the 
loitering cabs are styled, were somewhat unreasonable. People 
hurrying to business and delayed - or fancying themselves delayed— 
by “crawlers’’ growl furiously. But they should set-off against the 
grievance the number of times whenthey were so far from any cab- 
stand that but for a “crawler” they cid have suffered as much loss 
of time and as much inconvenience as the delay they growl at has 
caused. The remedy for the evil is to have more cab-stands -not to 
increase the number of standings in existing “ ranks,” but to arrange 
stands for small numbers in such a way that one ought never te have 
to walk more than a hundred yards to find a cab. When this is done, 
let the police be as severe as they choose with crawlers; but until it is 
done, they cannot with justice deal strictly, with what is by no manner 
of means an unmixed evil. Let us have justice for “Cabby,” one of 
the worst-paid and best-abused servants the public possesses. 





Paper. 


Our worthy contemporary The Globe issurcly a little behind the 
time! It devoted an article the other day to the discussion of paper as 
a material for clothing. It mentions— 

Important garments, of great strength and flexibility, which can be sewn with a 
machine, giving seams almost as strong as a woven fabric! The inventor 
has particularly appiied it to the production of petticoats, which are either printed 
in imitation of the fashionable skirts of the day, or stamped out with open work of 
such beauty and delicacy as no amount of labour with scissors and needle could 
imitate. The marvel is that these really beautiful pro.tuctions can be sold retail at 
6d. each! Imitation cretonnes and chintzes for bed furniture are algo made, a set 
costing retail about 5s. 

The Globe must be aware that so far from this being a novelty, it is 
a fashion, which, by force of circumstances, is dying out. Why, 
before the collapse of the house of Overxenp, GuRNEY, AND Co., 
numbers of City men not only clothed but fed their families on paper, 
while not merely their residences but their places of business were 
constructed of the same material! 


Important Intelligence from the Kitchen Garden. 
A DREADFUL disease has broken out amongst the cabbages! 
Later.—The lettuces also have it! 
Latest.—It is discovered to be enlargement of the heart ! 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 124. 


He rules o’er a Senate, she rules on the stage, 
Becoming in fact in great London the rage. 
When snubbed by his master he tried to resign, 
But didn’t—he’s thereby a slave, I opine. 


1. It rules in England with tremendous pow’r, 
Increasing with its freedom every hour. 


2. If the egg that he saw 
Was so big that in fright 
He gazed; great his awe 
When the bird came in sight. 


3. If you counted on carefully, shortly I wis 
Did you get over ten you would come near to this. 


4. I saw it first upon an ugly beast 
Next it enshrouded beauty, not the least 
Of all the added charms that in these days 
Girls patronise, while many a father pays. 
. He went to the embers that burned in the grate, 
And then found himself very soon in this state. 


6. Oh! huntress great, how sweet the name you bear, 
When shortened in this manner scarce so fair. 
7. Our pride our boast, our glory every day, 
No matter what our envious neighbours say. 
8. He heard it as he wandered, from afar ; 
Received it, and it lighted his cigar. 
9. It stands like a sentinel lone near the rills, 
That course ’mid the mosses near Devonshire hills. 


Weather : 


we 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 122. — Summery 
Unwise, Multoca, Must, Eldritch, Rune, Younger. 


Correct SoLurions oF Acrostic No. 122, reckivep Jury 14.—Biddy; J. J. 


Snow, 





More or Less so! 


Tue Chester Guardian is to be congratulated on having added an 
original contribution to the statistics of pauperism. The following 
paragraph appeared in its leader columns on the 10th instant :— 

The vagrant pest is decreasing in intensity: in June last year 281 trampers were 
sheltered in our casual ward; during the same month this year only 527 obtained 
admission. This shows a decrease of 38%, and speaks practically of the watchful 
efficiency of the police. 

At first sight this is a little puzzling, but a few minutes’ determined 
thinking will reduce the mind to a fit state to accept the paragraph. 
Of course the Guardian means the more tramps there are, the fewer 
they become! This reasoning reminds us of the remark of a chairman 
of Quarter Sessions, who, in answer to the request of the jury for an 
adjournment for refreshments, told them that “the longer they sat 
there, the sooner they would be discharged !”’ 


The Meet alteration in Smithfield. 

Ir is a consolation to people who like to keep alive interesting 
memories of old places, that the new Meat Market has been erected on 
the site hallowed by the stakes of the old martyrs; for now the new 
mart-ers, also, may there be accommodated with steaks. 


Too Fast. 

Tue Velocipedist says, “The velocipede people down-east are getting 
aristocratic; they now call a velocipede school ‘academy.’” The 
Velocipedist is a little too fast, and should put on the break. Has it 
seen the word written? It maybe written “a-cad-emy,” and there’s 
nothing aristocratic about that! ' 


Apropos of the Raid on Betting Houses. 


Tue rule in betting matters 
You scarce can Justice call— 

It * down with all in tatters, 
But not in Tatters-all ! ’’ 


Wal! That’s so! 


A CORRESPONDENT of the South London Courier asserts that there are 
no less than three hundred avowed believers in Spirituaiism in Wal- 
worth. Well, we remember the old saw, “The weakest go to the 
Wal ’’—worth 





POOR INDEED. 
How to serve up a joint “done to rags” with’ taturs. 
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, HOME FROM THE WARS. 


Bill, as Amended by the Lords. 
Mrs. G. (née Breght) :—“ HE'S SO ALTERED, I SHOULDN’T HAVE KNOWN HIM!” 
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THE SHOP. 


Says Horace, “ Although you may pitchfork 
Dame Nature away, she returns” 

A remark whereof (touching the which fork) 
The truth one incessantly learns. 

And Business, like Nature, will ever 
Despite all your efforts out-crop. 

You'll find it hard work, though you're clever, 
To free yeurself wholly of Shop. 


There’s Popxrns, a penny-a-liner— 
(His works have delighted you oft) — 
No nature could surely be finer, 
No heart more impressibly soft. 
Yet a murder—a fire—a collision 
His heart make with ecstasy hop ; 
He can’t see the dark side — his vision 
Exclusively fixes on Shop ! 


So the laundress will fancy for starch meant 
The crops earth so bounteously yields ; 

And the lawyer’s thoughts run upon parchment 
At the sight of the flocks in the fields. 

For when Business is part of your Being 
’Tis not—like H— easy to drop. 

And you'll find there’s some trouble in freeing 
Your noddle entirely from Shop. 


Like the theme of an essay or poém, 

Which you in the background may keep, 
Betwixt peroration and proem 

’T will somehow to prominence creep. 
For a writer well knows Composition 

Is not altogether But stop! 
Against Shop while I pen admonition 

I’m talking the veriest Shop. 
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Odd Sounds! 


A wortny salt of our acquaintance laid himself 
alongside of a lecturer the other day, and poured a 
broadsideinto him for speaking of “ the sounding brass.” oe 
Any lubber, as our friend remarked, ought to know that ee ee 


the lead is the thin take din ith. 
a a WELL-MEANT, BUT AMBIGUOUS. 
Fair Sympathizer :—“ Boru ARMS BROKEN DID yeu SAY, CAPTAIN?” 


Captain :—“ No, ONLY ONE!” 
F. S. :—“ What a pity, poor rEttow !”’ 


A WrrnkLE (invaluable to the Tupperian student).— 
Secure, at any cost, the services of an In-Zp- 
per-eter. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. A New Reading. 


In Hunting, Steeple-chasing, and Racing (PEppre), we have some Now that Greenwich Hospital is abolished it will become necessary 
wee ne various nee in those sports drawn by Ben | to amend the lines of the poet :— 

ERRING. e letter-press amusingly written and full of interest is : : 
by Mr. Firr. The book is well turned out and will be a welcome | with wate bie Fg oo ere mee ~~ 
addition to the not-always-overstocked library of the sportsman. | Now destined to a nobler, holi-r fate— 

In the Parks, Promenad:s, and Gardens of Paris (Murray), Mr: | ,, Ragan — ao nanenneet . . 
Roxpinson gives us a handsome book as well_as a valuable treatise. Fortunately it is not difficult to suggest the required alteration, as 
It abounds in excellent engravings, with many interesting views, | lows— 
amounting to upwards of four hundred illustrations. No garden- 
lover should be without it, for it contains many hints and 
directions worth the weight of the book in gold—in fact it is a most | 
exhaustive work on gardening, with the Paris gardens for a text. To. 
say that it displays taste, skill, and experience, combined with a pro- 
found knowledge of the subjects it discusses, is only to say that it is 
worthy of Mr. Rosryson, whose fame is so extensive as to need no- | To Arms. 
thing at the reviewer's hands. A chapter on “ Plant-decoration of | THE Editor of a paper in West Tennessee says he should like to be 
Apartments” will be found eminently useful in these days when | the next Census because it will embrace 17,000,000. Well, despite 
flowers enter so largely into the ornamentation of tables and apart- | the amount of beauty it means, we should think the prospect of such a 
ments. We most cordially commend the book to that most numerous | task rather a hug-ly look-out. 
public, the lovers of plants and flowers, who will find endless entertain- ; ——_—— 
ment in its pages. 

A Life's Motto (Hoae anv Son), by the Rev. T. P. Dare, is hardly a 
book that comes within the range of our notice, being a work settin 
forth religious views that cannot be discussed in these columns. 

———— 
Unnecessary. 

‘“‘ Boston,”’ we are informed by the American papers, “is 
twenty drinking-fountains to aid the ‘ubttonpent Of the sroltndtor? | Lock them up! 
liquor law. 5 This is a poor compliment to the friends of the move-| We observed the other day two fellows were sentenced for stealing 
ment, for it implies that its best supporters are little better than! a case of chignons from a cart in the Borough. We suppose they 
pumps. _ were (h)airey-sneaks. 





Now destined to purvey the silver bait 

A nation’s Ministry doth yearly crave. 
Of course our readers will understand that the silvery bait intended is 
merely the small fish known as whitebait—not the allurements (or 
profits) of power. 





eC 


Colour Blind. 
Ir has ever been a matter of surprise to us that so cluse an observer 
& | of Nature as Ropert Burns could have written the line — 
Green grow th’ruhes, oh! 
They do nothing of the sort—they grow brown—do they not, 
Mr. Brownrnc ? 
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They Came by River. 


THE BABY SHOW AT NORTH WOOLWICH. | 
A STRANGE CoMMUNICATION. 


Mr. Eprror,—It may be that you will hesitate before giving full | 
credence to the painful disclosure I am about to make; but as an im- 
mortal, though in his day unappreciated, poet observes, “Truth is | 
stranger than fiction.” It has also been set down profoundly as | 
it seems to me, sir, ‘‘ The simple beetle that we tread upon, in corporal | 
suffering feels a pang as great as when a giant dies.’’ I should think 
so, indeed, and he'd have gone further if he’d known as much of giants 
as Ido. . Why, sir, the last one I travelled with, and he took up the | 
best part of the caravan, and shook the whole concern so with his 
snoring, being a thick-headed ass like all the rest of ’em, and always in- | 
dulged with suet dumplings for supper because he came out of Suffolk, | 
and was used to a low diet—this chap had so little feeling that he ac- | 
tually proposed to our governor that he should have a benefit night | 
because he'd heard that I’d made that a part of my own agreement, 
and—you'll not believe it, but upon my honour it’s true—that I should 
go through my performance, of sitting out of the window of the little 
semi-detached villa where I’m supposed to live. I scorned his brutal 
offer of half-a-crown and a hot bikie pie for supper, and left the con- 
cern in disgust. The fact is, sir, that just now gentlemen of my 
dimensions (the bills say that I’m the smallest man of my age, and 
really if it wasn’t that there’s so much cheating on the part of licensed 
victuallers and a prevalence of short measures, I could nearly get into 
a good sized quart pot)—Gentlemen of my dimensions are neglected 
for the want of a discriminating public, which thinks too much of 
bigness, and so there’s a run upon giants, and we (there ain’t many of 
us, as how should there be, though a paltry giant’s a common object 
enough) are left for a time unnoticed. Sir, this is what a refined mind | 
cannot brook after the professional excitement of a public audience | 
seven or eight times a day for three months in the year, and receptions 
in the winter season at respectable taverns where the parlour company | 
was select, and the landlord was glad to give free quarters on account | 
of the attraction. 
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They were Proudly Exhibited, 


[Jury 24, 1869. 


Well, sir, blame me not, but something had to be done, and a person 


|of genius always has his wits about him. There was a great idea 
| settling in my brain, sir, and I only wanted opportunity to carry it 


into execution. That opportunity’ was the Baby Show. It’s a 
grovelling admission with regard to human nature, that the public 
seems as though they'd as soon go to see an inanimate infant as a per- 
son of small stature and large mind. 

Well, sir, if these attractions failed to draw an unappreciative 
audience, I determined to lower myself in the social scale and, painful 
as it mizht be, to become “a baby.”’ Sir, there was a comfortable sort of 
person, as was engaged when I performed last at a fair near Manches- 


_ ter, in the superintendence of gingerbread, and with her help I carried 


my great plan into execution. With a little letting out a set of book- 


' muslin baby clothes was made to fit toa T, though requiring padding 


in parts ; and she, in the character of a nurse, went in the dead of 
night to North Woolwich, where I joined her, with a patent feeding 
bottle, for the advertisement of being seen to suck which, I got a hand- 
some premium from the inventor through my agent in the Era news- 
paper. 

Kir, when your artist and yourself came into that squalling assembly 
and passed by the cot where I lay in a profuse perspiration, but sucking 
a comfortable drop of cold rum punch through that instrument, can 
you lay your hands upon your heart and say that you were not heard 
to make the observation, that ‘“ If ever a child deserved the first prize 
that little man was the one for your money?” I heard you, sir, and 
a gleam of pleasure shot uthwart the gloom of my professional career. 
A moment afterwards a low person, who was, I believe, a medical fellow, 
said he’d feel my gums —it isa gratification to me now to know that he 
felt ’em pretty sharp, for I bit his finger to the bone; but, sir, I just 
missed the prize in favour of—what do you think—the “ largest and 
heaviest baby of his age.’”” What are we coming to, that’s what I 


| want to know, if the giants are to have it all their own way much 


longer. But I’ll control myself or I shall go mad—and fancy a mad 
dwarf! Self-respect forbids such a supposition. Yours, 











JuLx 24, 1869.) 


FERDINANDO. 


ERDINANDO — Fer- 
DINANDO — 

He's a gallant soldier 
and a member of 
the band, oh! 

Ferpinanpo! 


te 


< s 
ha? 
Vj 


* _ Ferprnanpo looks so 
grand, oh! 

The women’s hearts are 
powerless his 
graces to with- 
stand, oh! 

FERDINANDO ! 


FERDINANDO could 
command, oh! 
The worship of the 
loveliest young 
lady in the land, 

oh ! 
Feapranvo! 


But so bland, oh, 
r FEeRDINANDO, 
- That to win a pretty 
: nursemaid’s heart 
in lowliness he 
planned, oh! 
FERDINANDO! 


FPerpinanpo wooed her, and, oh, 
Ultimately won her to bestow on him her hand, oh! 


FERDINANDO ! 
Ferpmvanpo felt expand, oh ! 
His bosom with such happiness, he danced a saraband, oh ! 
FERDINANDO ! 


FERDINANDO as she scanned, oh! 
His bride by fatal pride was into questioning trepanned, oh ! 
FERDINANDO ! 


‘‘ FERDINANDO, have you tanned, oh, 


| 
Many foes? And deadly breaches have you ever manned, oh ? 
FERDINANDO!” 


FERDINANDO her demand, oh, 
Answered, “‘ I’m the leading ophicleidist in the band, oh!” 
FERDINANDO! 


“ Ferpmnanpo! wrecked, astrand, oh, 
Are my hopes like vessels that are driven on the sand, oh! 
FERDINANDO! 


I thought you were an officer and high-up in command, oh! 
FERDINANDO !”’ 


FERDINANDO said, “‘ Don’t brand, oh, 
Me with any falsehood which this fond heart never planned, oh.” 
FERDINANDO ! 


| “Ferpmanpo! You brigand, oh! 
You’re a sham, a cheat, a wretched counterfeit, japanned, oh ! 
FERDINANDO!” 


} 
| ‘* Understand, oh, FERDINANDO, 
| 


| ; Said so bland, oh, Ferprvanpo, 
“ Since you can’t a captain wed, accept as your husband, oh, 
FERDINANDO!”’ 


Fgrpinanpo. Moral grand, oh! 
Than two birds the bush in, better one bird in the hand, oh! 
FERDINANDO! 








On the Tapis. 
We are glad to note the following decision :— 


Company in the Court of Queen’s Bench, on Thursday, for compensation for injuries 
received’ at Spaiding station. Her foot there caught in a hole in the waitiug-room 
carpet, and she fell with such violence that she could no longer pursue ner calling. 
The jury gave her £1,500. 

After this we trust that those who suffer from the carelessness or— 
as in this case—the shabbiness of the Company, and the t, will 
know what steps to take, even if they do not teachdancing. Possibly, 
too, the Railway Companies will not suffer a hole in waiting-room 
carpets, when they find they put their own foot in it, and have to come 


down so heavily in consequence. 


| 
| _ A Jady named Warren, a teacher of dancing, sued the Great Northern Railway | 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
JULY. 


Tue Atlantic Monthly has a curious story of a ghostly drummer, 
which however winds up unsatisfactorily. ‘ Marrying a Pickpocket "’ 
is very amusing. There is a clever poem, “A Restored Picture,” in 
the number which is altogether an excellent one. 

In Our Young Folks, Mn. Aupricn’s “ Story of a Bad Boy” grows 
more interesting than ever. The other contents maintain the standard 
of excellence in this capital magazine for the young. 

Now-a-days comes out well with its first number, adhering honestly 
to its purpose, and’ containing some excellent contributions in prose 
and verse. 

We have also received Le Follet which is rather pretty in the way 
of fashions ; Scientific Opinion, and the Young Ladies’ Journal, which is 
a mere marvel of cheapmess and excellence ; some of its illustrations 
are better than many in the shilling magazines. 


Taking a Rising out of Him. 


We must say that there is no one who can compete with an Irish- 
man in the art of making bulls. A Mr. Casey, of Glasgow, has been 
publishing some Fenian “pocms’’ under the titheof “The Rising of 
the Moon,” ‘We quote the first of the productiom:— 

THE RISING OF THE MOON. 
A.D. 1798. 
Air,—‘* The Wearing of the Green.” 
*‘Oh’ then, tell me, Shawn O’ Ferrall, 


Tell me why you h so?” 
‘Hush, ma washed, hush and listen,” 
And his cheeks were ali a-g'ow. 
‘* I bearsordhers from the captain, 
Get you quick and soon, 
For the pikes must be together 
At the risin’ of the moon.” 


Only an Irishman could have the ingenuous ingenuity to suggest 
that the eccentricities of a popular rising in that i are governed 
by the moon. We trust no one will denounce poor Mr. Casey for his 
innocent confounding of liberty and lunacy, 





Oh, Really Now! 

Tue Scientific American has been discussing the advantages of “ un- 
ginned cotton.”” Ought not the teetotallers to turn their attention to 
the advantages of “ uncottoned gin ?’’—it would not give one a reel, 
don’t you see ? 


Answers to Correspondents. 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
ied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for toss.J 

S. (Battersea). —The Red House itself would blush to acknowledge so bad 
a joke. 

Tagine relation of a running noose-ance, we trust. 

A Fiat — Must B natural. 

R. J.—Verses which rhyme ‘ Belinda’ and ‘tinder’ do not deserve, as 
you suggest, the fate of the grate! Why, our fire would be quite put out 
at such an insult! 

Bexr.— We have swarms of Acrostics sent us by ey who Segonrity 
don’t know how to beehive themselves ; for we are always begging them not 
to send them. 

A FuLt Parvats.—We suspect the spelling of the word “ full ’*—it has 
not vowels enough. 

| Cavucus.—Our correspondence is large, and each must wait his turn. No, 
| thank you. 

| Any Miue.—We are much obliged to you — your letter was really amus- 
|ing. Try again. 

| SgRo sep Ser10.—Your joke is so very old, that our regard for the aged 
_ compels us to decline it. 

| CLAMJAMPRY sends us a contribution, and asks if we can “see any- 
| thing in it.” We can—two cases of bad spelling. 

Ecuo.—Don’t echo other people’s jokes. If you only repeat yourself, 
you won’t make much noise. 

Gan.— We cannot a-vale ourselves of your offer. 

T. A. (Todmorden).—Not the slightest chance - it is only waste of time. 

Unvus.— The “ pearl ’’ you send us is as old as Cleopatra’s, and must have 
been thrown to you by accident. Sccond-hand jewellery is of no use to us. 
F. H. R.—Thanks. : 

Declined with thanks:—M., Walworth; H. 8. B., Westbourne-grove ; 
H.; T., Blackfriars-road; W., Swindon; A. G., Dublin; T. G. R., 
Clifton; B. B.; Home; The Boy, Newcastle; H. J. A, Brighton; C.O.R , 
Newport P a em Cardiff: J. 8. D., Lander-road; B., Man- 
, Evesham ; G. V.; J. R ;8.; C., Edenderry ; Johnny Raw; 





chester ; F. 

B., Manchester ; 8. S., Dalston ; Dicky Sam ; Mivina’s Gal ; T., Worcester; 
7 2 Birmingham; P: 3. B.; ius; Nullius filius; A. H. 
Theale ; R. N.; Z. 


| 
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A CONVEYANCING BARRISTER. 
The hardness of the times compelling eur friend Suitu, of the Middle Temple, to retrench, he has give 


velocipede, on which he takes his family for an airing. 


ADVICE. 
By a Cynic. 


Wuewn the western wind is blowing, and the evening skies are glowing 
With the dying streaks of daylight and pale Luna’s silver sheen— 
O ‘tis sweet if you are walking by a maidens side, and talking 
All the soft and spoony “ nothings” appertaining to the scene. 


She may whisper words unmeaning, but there’s little worth the gleaming 
In a woman's set of platitudes that trill beneath the moon ; 

And ‘tis not ogee feeling on the damp grass to be kneeling, 
As she disbelieves in passion, and a cold’s your only boon. 


Then take my advice at starting, have no sentimental parting, 
But accompany her politely to her own paternal door ; 
k of you unkindly, but you'll not be acting blindly, 


She many spss 
And will thank me very kindly thro’ the ages evermore. 


A Sewer Find. 

Ir we are to believe the reports of Mr. Raw rnson’s inquiry into the 
pollution of the Thames, there is some considerable ground for the full 
cry raised by the isle of Dogs. Barking may well be expected to be 
loud when the scent is so strong. 


SS 


CABINET-MAKERS, 


Messrs. GOOD 
List of their or yf 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOU 
various Rooms, and enabling in 
whole house. 


SES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalo 
Purch 
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asers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 5.E. 


[Jury 24, 1869. 
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n up his brougham, and bought a 


The Bear Idea. 
We clip this touching advertisement from a contemporary :— 


DFAREST.—I looked ia last Saturday, hoping to see you, but.only saw the Bear, 
so bolt-d. Write, but not tothe same address. Same name, Poast-office, 
Moorgate-street, E.C.—Your ever devoted. 

Poor “ Ever-devoted,” ’twas sad to look for Beauty and find the 
Beast. But he may congratulate himself on the fact that when he met 
the Bear, he was able to. bolt, instead of being bolted, as he might 
logically have expected, arguing from Ursa Major premises. 


New Works. 
Knots of Sea, by the author of Ropes of Sand. 
A Downright Cracker, by the author of 4A Mere Story. 
Unfounded, by the author of Found Dead. — 


Winged Words. 
Mz. Betmorg, who takes his benefit at the Adelphi on Wednesday 


the 21st, deserves credit for bringing out a new piece—The Greenwich 
Pensioner, by Mr. C. S. Cuettnam—on that occasion. Popular 
favourites, when getting the “ benefit’? of their friends’ support, 


should confer a “ benefit ’’ in the shape of a novelty in return. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


UPHOLSTERERS, 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 
GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public 


have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for th: FURNIS 
e), thereby showing the cost of three distinst classes of Farniture, 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


nerally for a Catalogue, or Price 
HING of SEVEN, TEN and 
classified in the 


of each separate Room, or the total cost af Furnishing the 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: July 24, 1869. 
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Jury 31, 1869.] 
PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
BA Fairy Extrabagance. 
| 
| 





CHAPTER IV.—(Conrinvgp.) 


UY HAT were the facts of the case before them?” asked his 
| Noodleship. 


Royal babe with a bunch of flowers—while the Royal babe 
kept those flowers she would retain complete happiness. 
If she lost them, happiness would depart. Now, taking into con- 
sideration the existence of Bocugy, he thought it not improbable 


that the flowers would be lost. What he proposed, therefore, was 


that, in order to prevent any possibility of the Princess’s losing the 


posy, His Majesty shouid have it burnt at once.”’ 


The Council gave one sigh of relief, and the motion was ordered to | 


be brought forward again ‘to-morrow ’’’—which was the official term 


for ‘“‘never,” because to-morrow never comes. Duke Bina suggested 


that His Majesty would do well to consult the Most Honourable Guild | 
of Goldsmiths and Jewellers, who would contrive some safe but orna- | 
mental depository for the treasure. And His Majesty saw the pro- | 


priety of the suggestion, and thanked His Grace. 
Council was dissolved, and the Ministers went away to luncheon. 


The Most Honourable Guild of Goldsmiths and Jewellers were | 


promptly summoned to the Palace, and Bunco explained to them that 
a fairy had presented the baby Princess with a bunch of flowers, which 
would ensure her contentment and happiness so long as she preserved it. 
He desired them, therefore, to devise some very costly and beautiful 
casket, wherein the posy might be enshrined and which the Princess 
might be able constantly to wear. 

The Most Honourable Guild of Goldsmiths and Jewellers at once laid 
their heads _ to- 
gether, and the re- 
sult of the com- 
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VX agreed to send in 
designs for the 
casket for the 
King’s approval by 
the end of the 
week. 
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S| Accordingly, at 
co the appointed time, 
the competing de- 
signs were sub- 
mitted, and a 
splendid assortment 
they formed. The 
King was quite at 
a loss how to decide, 


| 
| 
| 
‘ 
| _ for it had always 
been a tacitly ac- 





knowledged rule of the competitions that the Royal Jeweller should 
carry off the prize, but in this instance his design (perhaps because he 
made sure of success) was not at alla good one. Now His Majesty, 
Bunco, had never murmured about the rule when the competitions re- 
lated to services of plate for public purposes, or decorations for public 
fétes, but in this case his private and personal interests were touched, 
so he very naturally hesitated to act according to the old precedent. 

He determined like a brave man to ask his wife’s advice, and then, 
if her opinion were the same as his, he could lay the blame of this 
departure from precedent on her shoulders. 

Her Majesty at once pronounced in favour of a small casket, or 
rather large locket, shaped like a heart. It was to be made of the 
purest gold, inlaid with huge diamonds. On one side of it was to be 
the Princess’s monogram, each letter being formed of a distinct gem 
of a corresponding initial—for example “ P”’ for Petsetii.a, was to be 
of pearls. This ensured a pleasing variety, because, though the babe 
would be known as Princess PeETsETILLA, she bore also forty-four 
family names as well, which were always conferred on the Crown 
Princess of Aphania. 

On the other side of the casket, which was encrusted with fine rubies, 
there was to be a representation in jewels of the fairy’s gift, with the 
legend in diamonds—“ PetseTiLLa’s Posy.” 

It should have been mentioned that while the Honourable Guild of 
Goldsmiths and Jewellers were to compete for the design they were to 
combine to execute it, in order that the best work might be ensured. 
The selected design was to receive a premium equal to two thousand 
eight hundred pounds nineteen shillings and eleven pence three 
farthings, as nearly as can be given in English money—the Aphanian 
currency being a very complex decimal coinage, which it would take 
too long to explain. 

The jeweller whose design was selected was one Rusko PonocninkI 
But the artist who drew it for 


—and he took the prize like a man. 
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Whereupon the | 











him—Ciemmo by name—only received about five shillings for his 
work, and was a poor man with a large family to support. However, 
to Ponocuink1’s credit be it recorded, that he generously presented the 
struggling draugbtsman with a share of the premium, the odd three 
farthings in fact. 

It may be noted that the excellence of the design was confirmed by 
the decision of the Noodle-in-Chief. That distinguished functionary, 


“The Farry Fericta had presented the | when it was submitted to him, at once assumed the airs of a connois- 


seur. Placing the drawing against a chair, he retired to a convenient 
| distance, and standing on his head inspected it gravely for several 
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minutes. He then rose, and standing on one leg, regarded it fora 
quarter of an hour through a long roll of blue paper. Next he care- 
_ fully rubbed the back of the drawing against his organ of benevolence, 
and finally pronounced that “the technicalities were badly scumbled, 
the middle distance was out of keeping, and the chiaroscuro was im- 
pasto—in short, the design was bad.’’ This was at once pronounced 
a conclusive triumph for Posocuinkt. 

His Majesty ordered the Most Honourable Guild of Jewellers and 
Goldsmiths to proceed forthwith to execute his commission, with the 
greatest dispatch. He gave them ten days to complete the locket, and 
declared that on every day beyond that time that they kept him 
waiting he would behead a master craftsman. The result was that 
though one or two workmen perished from overheat and overwork, 
not a hair of the head of a master craftsman came into peril, for the 
casket was delivered at the backdoor of the palace two hours before the 
expiration of the ten days. 

The casket was a masterpiece, and charmed their Royal Majesties 
beyond everything. In fact, everybody was delighted except the 
Royal Jeweller, who did not approve of any one except himself 
gaining a competition. He took the liberty to explain this to Kine 
Bunco when next His Majesty called to have his Royal watch 
regulated. 

“Well, you see,” said the King, leaning over the counter and speaking 
in a low voice, “I thought some of that service of plate you made for 
the Corporation was not eighteen carat; and though I did not care to 
make a disturbance about such a trifle why—eh?” 

And the abashed Jeweller hung down his head. “ Nota bad shot!” 
said Kino BuncGo as he left the shop. And, truth to tell, it was but a 
random shot, for the King had never looked at the Corporation plate at 
all. He wanted an excuse, and that was the first that came into his 
head. But the Royal Jeweller was conscious that some of the minor 
articles were not of the best gold. The salt spoons lay heavy on his 
conscience, so he held his tongue and hung down his head. 
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fom FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 28th, 1869. 


qj SHE Peers have swallowed “the Mixture’”—not exactly “as 
before,”” but with very little modification. They kicked a little 
AY and wanted more treacle, but they had to submit. A few con- 

- cessions on matters of detail, but not one on a question of 
principle, can scarcely be anything but a bitter dose. 

The Peers who protested so much have had to sing small. The 
“arrogant man”’ is their master, and the hated Joun Buicur has the 
satisfaction of knowing that their “ unwisdom”’ has been pretty clearly 
displayed. 

Jo our readers remember the.scene in Nicholas Nickleby ? 

But the pupils—the young noblemen)! . . . . with every revengeful passion that 
can fester in swollen hearts .... And yet this scene painful as it was had its 
grotesque fe atures .... Mrs. Squeers stood at one of the desks presiding over an 
immense basin of brimstone and treacle .. . . using a common wooden spoon, 
which widened every yo gentleman’s mouth considerably: they being obliged 
under heavy corporal penalties to take in the whole at a gasp . . . . The juvenile 
son and heir, kicking with great vigour under the hands of Smike who was fitting 
upon him a pair of new boots . . . . There was a long ruw of boys waiting with 
countenances of no pleasant anticipation to be treacled—and another file who had 
just escaped from the infliction, making a variety of wry mouths indicative of any- 
thing but satisfaction. 


Well, they have swallowed the dose —a good deal of brimstone, and 
not much treacle. 


Suprosinc! Well, “ supposing’ can boast as “much virtue” as 
an “if ’’—so, why not “supposing ?”’ 

Supposing the three ie of the National Bank brought up on a 
charge of drunkenness, violence, and bad e, by members of 
the C Division of Police the other day, had lacked a link in the chain 
of distinct evidence they were luckily able to produce:—And Supposing 
the Police (as they always do) had sworn out one another’s state- 
ments:—And Supposing the Magistrate (as they always do) had felt 
bound to believe the police—three innocent men would have been 
simply and entirely ruined ! 

But this is not the end of suppositions! Supposing (as in all reason 
may be Fg that this is not the first case of the kind - Supposing 
that it is the habit of the night police (who, as every man, whose 
avocations take him about London lute at night knows, are the 
autocrats of the metropolis after dark) to acquire a character for 
vigilance by ensuring, as in this instance, cases of disorder and 
drunkenness :—Supposing that they do so to cloak their winking at 
drunkenness and disorder that can pay fees:—Then how far better, 
we should like to know, is the condition of Englishmen under consta- 
bles, than that of the Mahometans under Janissaries ? 

There can be no possible doubt that—leaving out the ill-usage, of 
which every man who has been about in London after midnight has 
been a witness, but a silent one under awe of being “run-in”— 
hundreds of innocent people have been branded for life . the perjury 
of men, who wished to conceal behind the smoke of numerous “ minor”’ 
convictions, their incompetence—or their interested unwillingness to 
interfere with solvent — householding immorality. | 

The case but adds an example, and gives more weight to what we 
have frequently urged with reference to the Metropolitan Police. 



















The Good Time ‘‘ Coming.”’ 

One of the New York restaurants has adopted the rule that waiters 
are to pay no attention to a whistle as a call for their attendance on a 
customer. Well, there is some ground for the rule, for to whistle for 
your dinner is neither pleasant to yourself nor respectful to the waiter. 
But how are you to call him, and where are you to draw the line among 
the modes of attracting his attention? Will it be voted low to shout 
“‘hi,”’ or, as you are debarred from whistling, may you throw a plate 
at him? We pause for a reply, which we suppose we shall get from 
The “ Coming” Man. 


A Narrow Escape. 
Ir is impossible to read the speeches of the Orange orators without 
feeling that the line they take is a strictly mathematical one :— 
‘Length, without breadth.” Vide Evcuip. 


They Can’t Deceive us. 

We know the chief reason why certain ladies deprecate any altera- 
tion in the present arrangement of the gallery allotted to them in the 
House of Commons. If the grating were removed they would be no 
longer able to fancy themselves in the House of Peers. 








[Jury 31, 1869. 






DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 125. 


Tuese men we know are chosen with great care, 
By a great ruler, may their fate be fair, 

And the wide land they guard gain year by year 
That liberty to noble hearts so dear. 


1. I’ve often rhymed, I know, and you 
Have often read about it ; 
Ah! what would youthful peets do 
In spoony days without it ? 

. A Latin nominative you'll find, 
Expressing just that state of mind, 
Which will ere long, I can engage, 
Put all men in an awful rage. 

3. I don’t think this has any charm, 
When once inflicted on your arm ; 
But, ah! the joy on Scotia’s hills, 
To taste it, cure for mortal ills. 


4. We know that the course of a ray is erratic 
In one sense, when viewed through a something prismatic, 
And yet if you see this though faintest and dimmest, 
You'll know what it means if you’re aught of a chymist. 


5. It’s good in a salad, and yet 
We Englishmen often neglect it, 
The sensible French don’t forget 
To grow it, and hugely affect it. 


6. It’s small and insignificant, yet, reader mine, I wis, 
Without it you could never see a line that runs like this. 


7. O lover famous since the golden time 
When first you spoke in verse that so sublime 
We now remember; sweeter than all rhyme. 


8. If ever it’s hatching 
Pray stop it, for know 
It’s terribly catching 
Whene’er you do so. 
Sotvtion or Acrostic, No. 123.— Wimbledon Rifleshot: Weir, 
Iceni, Mooncalf, Bridal, Lime, Effigies, Depth, Octavo, Nought. 
Correct SotvTions or Acrostic No. 123, nEcervep JuLy 21:—Ruby’s Ghost ; 
D. E. H.; Three Roughs ; Timothy and Co. 


to 





Elegant Extracts. 


WE quote the following letter from a contemporary :— 


CORONELLA LVIS IN HAMPSHIRE.-—Sir: I beg to announce another (#.e, 
athird) specimen of Coronella levis in my parish, which J, having found, c-refully 
put back again in a safe thicket, as I advise other finders of rare and harmless 
animals to do.—C. Kixesiry (Eversley Rectory, Winchfi ld). 

Bravo, Mr. Krnesiey of Eversley !—we like that as much as any of 
your writings. We only trust Winchfield has nothing to do with 
Winchilsea, for we have lately seen a letter bearing this last asa 
signature, and denouncing in no measured terms the “silly sensibility ”’ 
of objecting to the shooting of tame pigeons :—and we don’t think he 


would be pleasant to you as a neighbour. 


A Contingent Remainder. 
WE find this notice in the advertising columns of a contemporary : 


CLOSE OF THE SEASON.—A REMAINDER. 
Published at 10s 64.; reduced to 2s.; by post, 30 Stamps. 
RESTORED to YOULH. This Story, written to illustrate the Curiosities of 
Anthropology, introduces: Death Trance, ete., etc. 
The Trade are invited to tender for this Remainder. 
Tur Socrery oF AuTHoRS, etc. 

We fear a work published at half a guinea, but reduced to two 
shillings at the close of its first season, looks less like being “ Restored 
toYouth”’ than being stillborn. It is, we fear, the old story—that a 
society of authors cannot compete with the publishing trade, and there 
is more of a contingent remainder in “this story’’ than of a fee 


simple in éa/e. 





Singing Swimmingly. 

In Wacner’s new opera Rheingold there is a scene representing a 
river with real water, through which a nymph swims to a rock and 
there sings. The actress who undertakes the part is learning swim- 
ming, as Wagner stipulates for areal river. But if realism is to be 
carried thus far, he ought also to stipulate for a real water-nymph. We 
fear a human performer will be likely to take a cold from such a feat, 
and have a voice in consequence less like that of a water-nymph, than 


of a sea-hoarse. 
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I’ve told the daisies at her feet-- 
I’ve told the stars above her— 
And still I venture to repeat 
How ardently I love her !— 
But she herself, my lady fair, 
Hath never known and cannot care. 


I've told my father all my grief— 

Confided in my mother ;— 
According to my own belief 

I’ve told my elder brother. 
And yet, alas! I never dare | 
Speak frankly to my lady fair. 


I’ve trusted in my bosom friend 
(As well as my relations) ;— 
He knows precisely whither tend 
My tender aspirations. | 
Tis time, perhaps, that I declare 
My passion to my lady fair. 


Ww. 


iy \ " 


Lif 


My voice is well in training ; 
But, ere I smite the strings aright, 
One obstacle’s remaining. 
I cannot improvise an air 
To serenade my lady fair. 


I’ve brought my light guitar to-night, \\ 


‘‘ Good in Everything.” | 
No man need fear being called over the | & 
coals when—far distant be the day—our | 5 
‘“‘black diamonds” are exhausted; and what 


a happy day will it be for the schoolboy when 
the slate quarries give in! 





A CLOSE SHAVE. 


Barber :—“ No! Can’? SHAVE YER! 

Dustman :-—“ Wuy not? Yovu’vE JUST BEEN A-SHAVIN’ A SWEEP.” 

Barber :—“ Ou, YES, THAT’S ALL WERY WELL; BUT, YER KNOW, ONE MUST DRAW A LINE 
SOMEWHERE! ”’ 


A prece of work no printer ever yet 
turned up his nose at.— The Proof of the 
Pudding. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. ae a A. Age sneer—at the liberality and trust of the 
LITTLEHAMPTON, a pretty village on the Sussex coast, with mile — soos 

upon mile of magnificent sand, the joy of mothers with many little 
oan with ims: ieee ie on to the health-giving sea, was meaden'y in- A HIDDEN GRIEF. 
vaded the other Sunday. An army, twelve hundred strong, with a e 
oe reckoning of ie and little ones, attacked this fortress of A Sonnet or Socrsrr. 

ealth in the rear. The army was conveyed to the seat of war after Wuart means, loved friend, that troubled face ? 
the modern fashion in three excursion trains, and was composed of Say, why does sorrow’s gloom replace 
hard-working bread-winners, who had determined in a brutal and The calm, the majesty, the grace, 
selfish manner to steal a mouthful of fresh air and a few hours’ rest — That I am wont therein to trace ? 
and actually on a Suuday! Flushed with victory and satiated with Dost thou some fleeting object chase, 
ozone the army of pale-fuced Londoners made a sudden dash into the That, as thou nearest, flies apace ? 
country and deliberately attacked that well-known fortress the Castle Or hast thou gamed with trés, deuce, ace, 
of Arundel. The Duxg or Norrotx instantly surrendered, and with- Or put the pot upon a race ? 
out a murmur gave up his pleasure-grounds and his noble park to the Explain that sorrowful grimace! 
hungry army. Nay, he did more, he allowed his private band to play Why knitted brows thus interlace — 
secular airs on a Sunday to the conquerors as they sprawled at sunset Why gazest vaguely into space ? 
on the slope of a delicious hill, drinking in the fresh air, enjoy- Friendship — in pepehy audace — 
ing the best of all “sweetness and light,” and gaining refinement by Bids thee explain the bitter case 
the aid of simple nature. Strange to say, this savage army of sabbath- That thus thy a can abase! 
breakers did no damage! Not a tree was injured, not a flower was “T’ve burst the button of my brace!” 
plucked. There was no drunkenness—no disorder. And then, the 
great army returned to London again, and to hard work, hoping to 
win more Sunday victories with as little bloodshed and as much deter- The Derby Course. 
mination. And now let us drop the figure and tell the truth. The/ [orp Dersy has written a handsome letter to Mn. GLapsrone, 
National Sunday League managed an excursion a week back in admir- | acknowledging the merits and beauties of the latter's new Homeri 
able fashion. Chartered excursion trains conveyed twelve hundred | work, and while frankly declaring his admiration, expressi bin 
lovers of nature for 3s. 6d. a-~head to Littlehampton and back; and the | wonder how in the last two years the premier should have found 
Duke of Norfolk so far trusted these 1,200 working men, that he placed | time for such labours. This courtesy between the two great political 
his park and grounds unreservedly at their disposal. They did not | opponents is a noble example to their followers, and one worthy of 
break faith with this liberal Duke. They handed him back his park | jmitation. Why should Jones of the True Blue cut up the poems of 
uninjured, and in perfect order, and when they cheered him for his | §yiry of the Bright Buf’? The press should copy the conduct of the 
true nobility they felt every cheer. It is buta sign of the times to place | Derpys and Guapstones—not that of the petty folks who can’t 
on record that this happy expedition took place on a Sunday—the one | believe that good tea or honest butter can come out of the shop of a 
and only holiday for the working man. It was a day of happiness and | tradesman who has not voted with them in parochial or general 
rest in the truest sense, and having pronounced emphatically that the | j,olitics, 
League was too well aware of its own importance and high aim to | 
allow drunkenness or blackguardism, we leave it to Exeter Hall to | 
declare, as it has declared before falsely, that the Sunday League is | 
depraved and dissolute. And we can only laugh when certain no- | 


For GeneraL Use.—A long way before verd. sap.— Noun, soap. 


* With a baker’s—not dozen but fourteen—of rhymes. 








SM ae on 


hh 


tet ete rene 


Ce I ee mee ee 








— 


lll ne eee cee Se 
enn a mon 


SET 
wen rn agree oe 



























septs 


ee me 


- 


OT gE ce +: eee ere: 
> = = 


- - ere - oe 


~ mo - 
eRe 


a rit eee eee 
; mo - neers 











eee 
* * 
+e . 


et = 









he Beet 


- 
Peet's. 


- ti 
. ; ¥.-« 
‘ ity fled shin 





: *F Pin 
Net A OLR 


< ® 


ane 


—_ 
a= 





MODERN MAN’S MILLINERY. 


A Rurr Sxkercu or Fasuions. 


Hatro! I say, Fun, look here, what's posterity todo? Old Pos, in | Urnanvs. 
the shape of that deathless cuss, the New Zealander, will be puzzled 
when he turns up some of your wood blocks in the ruins of No. 80, | 
and speculates in what period they played their part; and as it is the | 
age in which live yourself, ak the Bisuor or Oxrorp, the great | Rusticvs. 
ANCE, Lorp Lytton, Bcs Romer (by kind permission of B. W., Esa.), 
and a few other fellows,—hang it all, it’s too bad. The general mess 
I complain of is, that the doddering old Goddess of Fashion seems to ( Aside) 
have played herself out. Her originality of design having come to a | CriTICUs. 
full stop, she boldly dashes back three or four centuries and cribs 
costume bodily, which was invented by our ancestors, and supplied by | URBANvs. 
Farruoit, Lopeg, or Prancué in volumes. The latest bit of plagia- | Rusricvs. 
rism from this source, one without which no lady’s toilette can be com- ; UrBanvs. 
lete, is the adoption of the ruff as worn round the throat of Mary | Rusticus. 
- G, (GuLEs), with power to add to its dimensions—till it probably Urpanvs. 
may reach the prodigious “ Master Devil Ruff,” abused by old Surron. | Rusticvs. 
Now, how is the i or explorer of the future to place the undated | URnanvs. 
works of art of this epoch if the details of millinery be open to dispute | Rusricvs. 
as Early Elizabeth or Middle Victoria. Fancy the mixing of ages | Urnanvs. 
influencing the dress of our sex, as it doubtless will—nay, is, I hear. | Rusricvs. 
What a —y pickle we'd be all in, historically and personally. The | URBANUS. 
heavy swell, I notice of late, supports the weaker vessel's ruff fashion | Rusticus. 
by wearing ponderous shirt collars. If he wishes to go in for that | Urpanvs. 
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kind of thing I would gently hint to him to have the back of his head | Rustices. 
shaved like our Norman conquerors, and study the style of that | Urnanvs. 
luxurious but unfortunate dog, Ricuarp or Borpgravx, and he will | Rusticvs. 
find his linen commencing at the top of his head. Should he like to | Crrticvs. 











add patlocks, herlots, crackowes, courtepies, and cheversails (whatever 
they be) he will find himself “ besotted in excess of apparel’’ fully | 
illustrated in the works referred to. 

But, again, I say—what’s a fellow to do? 











He’ll get mixed up and | 






ti Ee have doubts as to whether he’s living mow or some other time. Fancy | 

~F) being one of a crowd like the aboye. Can't you not get some of your | 
7 * rf smart young men to invent original costume for the modistes and | 
‘Bh tailors, for which they should be paid colossal sums? I am open toa 
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cool Thou’ arrangement with PooLse myself, to upset this undignified 
hankering after ‘‘ Ole Clo.” Thine, 
Firz-Pennrg PENcYL. | 
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THE PERIOD, 
An EctLocue. 


Come, gentle Rusticus, let us rehearse 

The period’s glories in alternate verse. 

A chignon for thy wife, as pledge, I stake, 

And of good Criticus a judge we'll make. 

With joy I sing, for if my skill avails, 

The prize from thinning saves my cattle’s tails. 
This side of mutton for my stake I set — 

(’T'would be condemned at Smithfield meat-market.) 
Then post with me the premiums for song, 

And now, ye gentle cripples, go along! 

Oh, happy period, which the earth ne’er knew— 
Until it read the Saturday Review. 

Fitly embodied in “‘ The Period’s Girl’’— 

With milk of roses and with cream of pearl. 

When parsons use, against all falsehood fighting — 
Bought sermons, lithographed to look like writing. 
When we from drugs, not grapes, express our wine— 
Our butter from dead cats, not living kine. 

When rankest gooseberry is sold for Moét— 

And every puny rhymester is a poet. 

When apt who scores by poison slaughter,— 
Turn liquid sewage on and charge for water! 

And other Companies (to set things right) 


Water supply (and smoke) and call it light! 

When life’s a sham and all about us fictionary — 
Hold hard! There’s no such word in any dictionary. 
You've both sung well—and lest contention rises, 


I think J'd better collar both the prizes! 


The Magic of the (K)night. 


Her Masesty knighted several gentlemen at Windsor the other day. 
Some curious results may be noticed :—The accolade converted Tite 
into Knight, changed a modern Harpy into an ancient Hardy-knt., 
made a Mesrx proud, turned Coats into Sir-Coats, and conferred spurs 
on a Heron, without any intention of making a fighting-cock of him. 





A Lump Sum.—Working out the cost of the New Law Courts. 
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AN UNKNOWN QUANTITY OF NONSENSE. 


AVIER—(1 fancy, 
friend artist, 

I’ve done you! 
I know that you 
artists are fond 

of your tricks, 


Fun, you 
Thought, doubt- 
poor bard in a 
fix.) 
XAVIER (once more 
to repeat his ag- 
nomen) 


sort of thing ; 


pitiful Bartlemy 
Show men, 

But just such a 
corsair as poets 
should sing. 





The weak and defenceless he used to lay tax on— 
The habit of heroes, we know, of his stamp. 

And this Saxon (well, Xavier, I feel, is not Saxon, 
But trifles like these must a bard never cramp) — 

This Saxon (once more to allude to his nation) 
Went out in his ship with a terrible crew, 

Along coasts unresisting he spread desolation, 
And all the unarmed he fell-in with—he slew. 


His deeds were the worst that you ever heard tell on, 
He even killed women—he even killed babes— 

Nay, flouted at science, and would, the vile felon, 
Have murdered velocipedes— smashed astrolabes. 

This felon (once more to describe him with frankness) 
Did he live in this epoch of sweetness and light, 

For atrocities marked by such singular rankness, 
Would certainly catch it and serve him quite right! 


For killing a woman—unless she’s your wife now— 
Is likely to bring you to grief and to harm. 

And it’s quite inconvenient to take a child’s life now— 
If you don’t, that’s to say, take in babies to farm. 

And Xavier (to name him once more ere his exit), 
Supposing that science he ventured to vex, 

Would quite lose his head—for he'd find on his neck sit 
A spell, in this formula framed—a + z. 


MorAL. 


Let mesee! Oh! A hero of old, if immoral, 
With us in these days would be hardly a swell, 
And he’d earn his hard labour instead of his laurel, 
And find his Valhalla in grim Clerkenwell. 
A moral (once more I repeat)—if you want it, I 
Merely would say to resolve all your doubt — 
If you write about z, it’s a quite “ unknown quantity ’— 
And I’m blest if I know what all this is about. 


Mynheer Van Dunk. 


Tue Dutch, of whom history has more than once recorded, that they 
took Holland, are going a step further. They are about to drain the 
Zuyder Zee! 


man, whose glass is said to be as deep as that locality, must perforce 
become a total abstainer. 
be as dry asthe Zee, and that the growth of crops on the reclaimed 
soil will be chiefly conducive to the manufacture of Hollands. 


— 


Toute Autre Chose! 


Tue authorities of the recent Baby Show found that the premises 
they had secured were scarcely large enough to contain the numbers 
exhibited. If this was the case witha Baby Show, how much less 
would they have sufficed for a Gaby Show! 





Frienps To THE Temperance Cavse.— Bonders of spirits. 


FUN. 








And by choosing an | nor “are” Tennyson, he adds further on. 
X as initial for | the whole affuir. 


The Teetotallers may perhaps eel inclined to rejoice at | 
the news, for when the Zuyder Zee is turned to dry land the Dutch- | 


We fancy, however, that the Dutchman will | 
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SCIOMACHY. 

“Fun is a vulgar serial."’ The charge is brought against us by a 
| provincial organ—or, perhaps, we should say, hurdy-gurdy ; and it has 
| given us the deepest depression of spirits for very nearly a second and a 
_half. We are a “ vulgar serial,” it appears, because we did not favour- 

ably criticise a volume of verse by a Mr. BappE.gy, who seems to turn 

the handle of the hurdy-gurdy in question. We condemned the gen- 
| tleman’s versification, “ but,’’ says he, “if a few inaccuracies are to 
| condemn a poet, neither SHeLLey nor SWINBURNE are (sic) poets,””— 
Now, here lies the gist of 
When we criticise a poet we consider his matter— 
when a versifier, his manner. A poem is to be judged by its essence ; 
a copy of verses can only be examined by the laws of metre and rhyme. 


less, you put a} Hence arose our mistake: Suettey we knew, and Tennyson and 


Swinburne, and recognised them as poets. But unfortunately we 
| did not know that Mr. Bappetey isa poet. We mistook him fora 
versifier, and there was nothing in the book we reviewed to undeceive 
us. Had he but followed the example of a fellow-genius, Mr. Cross, 
and styled himself “The Poet Bappre.ey”’ the error would not have 


| 


Was brigand and arisen. 
pirate and that | 


We have, also, we learn, offended in saying we were “ sorry”’ to pass 
severe censure on poetasters. Despite risk of offence, we repeat we ere 


Not one of your sorry to wound groundless vanity even, and regret the pain which, in 


this case, itis very evident our remarks have caused. 


| After this a and our apology for having ‘“‘ vext The Poet's 


soul,’’ we trust he will admit us to a place beside him in the ranks of 
Gentility. But if he does not, we hope to survive it. 


Not Quite. 

We clip the following from a contemporary : 

Messrs. Beyfus and Co. are anxious to have it kn »wm)that they did not charge the 
Duke of Newcastl- quite 30 percent upgyn the sum of’Slv,275 whica they advanced 
to his Grace in cash. 

People have been making a fuss—or a Bey-fuss ?—about nothing it 
would seem. The Duxgor Neweast.e was not charged quite thirty 
per cent ! 

We have also to announce that Mr. Witu1Am Sixes, of Bludgeon 
Alley, has not murdered his wife. He merely kicked her all over, 
broke three of her ribs and knocked out several of her teeth. He is 
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anxious to have it known that he did not quite knock all the life out 


of her. 





Too Severe! 


A conTEMPORARY States that a patent has been taken out in America 
for the manufacture of waterproof paper, and adds, “it will be no un- 
common thing by and by to carry a quart of milk home in a paper 
bag.”’ It is very odd that the notion of a water-proof bag should at 
once suggest to a Londoner that it will do to carry milk. 





Aushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


P. (Leeds).—The drawing is as bad as a chemist’s boy’s first attempt at a 
back double-tooth. 

A. M’C. (Carlow).—We have seldom read greater rubbish. 

Pxo AND Cun. —Your arguments for the Bill are more damaging than 
those against it, which are the best arguments in its favour. If it is nota 
rude question, are you a humourist or a donkey ? 

Lizziz.—We do not undertake to answer questions about anything e 


contributions, here. But, for once, we will de from our 
and advise you. If you can’t make up your mind which to accept— 
toss up. 


Rincokn. — Verse has two minor requisites—rhythm and rhyme. Your 
verse has neither. You have, we fear, mistaken your line - try bill-heads. 
They are divided into }ines, and need be of no particular metre or rhyme. 

S. H. (Kentish Town).—We cannot judge from what you send. 

T. G. (Manchester).—Many thanks. You will see the result. 

T. anp Co. —Have patience —only a temporary eclipse. 

Ong ConsTANT To Fun.— We are under an engagement. 

F. D. en obliged for the suggestion. 

E. C. (Knightsbridge.—We would gladly excuse your “ joke’’ about the 
intense heat at Wimbledon, if we thought we could attribute it to sunstroke, 
but that, you see, is an affection of the brain. 

ined with thanks:——T. L. R , Paddington; Xebeque, Limerick ; 
P. R., Star-street; W. T., Bristol; “ A Person of Liberal Education (Glas- 
gow) ;, Miss H. Bowden; J. A H., Wolverhampton ; J. E. R., Edgware- 
road; B. B.; F. H. E.; A Reader, Carlisle; tay Paukie, ar ; 
W. F., Barnet: L—-st, Live 1; W. M.;G. D ampden-Hill; B. B., 
88.; H. B., Minor; W. B., Junior; S. R. Highampton ; A. G. C., Brecon ; 
Pinky, Liverpool ; Marcus; B., Dalston; Nem. Con, ; Housebreaker ; Dicky 
Sam the Second; How’s your Grandmother; An Irish Peer; B. L. ; Leeda; 
Z., Nowhere; S. T.; An Old Subscriber ; James; Yankee Jo; Habitans in 
Sick-oh!; Z., Liverpool Road. 
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yo. 1 :—“ Tuere’s ouR BILL'S BOAT COMING ROUND THE PIER-HEAD!”’ 
No. 2:—“* Tuat 18n’ your BItw’s poat!”’ 
No. 1:—“ Bet YE A ’UNDRED POUND!” 





TURNING 0 NEW LEAVES. 
General Notes on Men and Manners (GAuz) is a disappointing book. 

It is described as the first of the ‘‘ Good for an hour”’ series, but that 

appears to be a misprint for “‘ good for nothing.”” The list of contents 


titles. Any young beginner could spin out as much commonplace 
about such themes. The English, too, is hopelessly slipshod and in- | 
correct. As an instance of the first kind, the following quotation will | 
suffice :— | 


Mr. Ingpen is one of the choristers ..... as he enters in his white gown, and | 
distributes himself on the left of the altar. | 


By the way, the essays are rather severe on Ritualism, though they | 
hail from the Lead-r office; but we should, we confess, like to see this | 
self-distribution, without in any way wishing to cut up our author. 
As an example of faulty composition we take a passage wherein, 
having alluded to a street boy in his last sentence, our writer says— 

Like Charles Lamb's sweep, a broad bed, whitely quilted and splendidly canopied 
might prove to him an unwearisome delight. 

As it stands this means that a whitely quilted bed is like Cuaruzs 
Lamp’s sweep; what the writer intended was that such a bed waquld 
be a delight to the street boy as it was to Lamn’s sweep. So much for 
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reads attractively, but the papers do not carry out the promise of the | 
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GERS. 


Yo. 2:—I CAN'T BET NO ’UNDRED POUND —COULDN’ PAY, IF I 


Lost !”’ 


No. 1:—“ WELL, TELL ye wHaT I'LL Do—I'LL BET YE A BUTTON!”’ 








shillings for a pamphlet of about a hundred pages—and Elia’s Essays 
are to be had for one shilling! We fear, in this instance, we have met 
with a Gate likely to blow to very few much “ Good for an hour.” 





To Morpheus. 


I'm sick of work—I'm sick of town— 
Of everything and everybody, 

From thoughtful brow tear laurel’s crown, 
Invest me with the poppynoddy ! 


Let busy brain and aching breast 
Oblivion steep, let slumber creep 
From crown to sole—no! ankle’s best, 
I would not have my feet asleep ! 


The Commons on the Peers. 
A VutGcaAR DIALOGUE. 
First Common Person : “I say, Bui, that there Ouse o’ Lords is in & 


werry benighted condition.” 


Second Common Person: “Well, if the ’Ouse is in the dark, I should 


quality—the quantity is equally defective, for we are charged two | say, judgin’ from the speeches, it isn’t for want 0’ lowg-winders!”’ 
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GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


Messrs. GOOD 
List of their Fu 


GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
ture, they have compiled with considerable care aad superv.sion, a Series of REVISED EST{MATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 


FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES - preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 


various Rooms, and enabling in 
whole house. 


ing Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


‘Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phasnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dostors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C,—London: July 31, 1669. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
GB Fairy Extrabagance, 





CHAPTER V 
PETSETILLA’S YOUTF, AND BUNGO’S BROTHERS. 


Ci HAVE told you that the Aphanian nation was given to litera- 
¢iky ture. As a consequence it had always encouraged a vast number 

of beggars. I do not mean that it encouraged a quantity of 

needy authors, for the laws of the country were wise ones and 
protected the interests of its writers. But you cannot make books 
without paper, and—in Aphania, at least, in those times—you could not 
make paper without rags. The rulers of Aphania therefore had most 
judiciously shown favour to the mendicant who was an importer of 
rags from other countries, where he was looked on with less favour. 
The new Act for repressing mendicancy accordingly caused a consider- 
able stir throughout the kingdom, and was not regarded with entire 
satisfaction by the tax-paying community. 


But another class suffered beside the tax-paying class. The manu- 
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His Majesty moreover passed a bill for the further representation of 
his people. By this statute he allowed them to send a representative of 
their own choosing to the Royal Cabinet Council, such representative 
to be styled, “The Under-Noodle of State in Council.” 

The people of Aphania were satisfied with these concessions and 
promises, and His Majesty beheld with great satisfaction peace and 
contentment reigning throughout his kingdom. 

In the mean time the little Prtxcess Petsetitia grew up. A more 
amiable child never was met with. Her kindness of heart and her 
happy disposition, her patience and her consideration for the feelings 
of others, made her the idol of the palace. 

She always wore about her neck the massive gold chain to which 


was attached the magnificent locket containing the Fairy’s gift. This 
was one of the first objects of which she learnt the meaning. She cut 


her teeth on it as a baby. She learnt her alphabet from it as a child— 
at least all the letters of the alphabet contained in the device upon it. 
And now when she was a young girl of seventeen she still remembered 
what had been constantly dinned into her ears—that that locket was 
the thing on which all her good fortune depended. 

Her nurses taught her this lesson at the very dawn of her under- 
standing. ‘There, my dear,” they would say, “as long as you keep 
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facture of paper being one of the largest trades in Aphania had created | that locket you are all safe!” or “That locket will guard you against 


another industry — 
the rag - collecting 
trade. This was in 
reality one of the 
largest and most im- 
portant interests in 
all Aphania. 

There were im- 
mense numbers of 

eople engaged in 
it, from the highest 
to the lowest. For 
while the capitalist 
sold rags by the ton 
to the paper-maker, 
he had to collect it 
from the marine 
store - dealer by the 
hundredweight, and 
the marine store- 
dealer bought it by 
the pound from the 
rag-collector. 

The rag-collectors 
were but poor people, 
though they were 
better paid than 
English agricultural 
labourers. They had 
laborious and un- 
leasant work to per- 
orm. Like the chif- 
fonters or rag-collec- 
tors of Paris, they 
had to e in the 
mud <“ kennel 
for the rags, and, 
like them, they had 


to work at night, for if was found, very early in the existence of | 


Aphania as a literary nation, that it was impossible to allow the rag- 
atherers to bring their calling into collision with the street-traftic 
uring the day. 

Now when the New Act for the Suppression of Beggars came into 





all the ills of life if 
you only take care 
never to part with 
it.” 

Now this was all 
very well in its way, 
but it never oc- 
curred to them to tell 
the child that the 
virtue lay not in the 
locket, but in the 
little withered bunch 
of pansies inside it. 
1 think it very likely 
they really had come 
to forget what was 
inside it—or indeed 
that it contained 
anything. But 
what came of all 
this? Why, that 
little PerseTiLuia 
was taught from in- 
fancy that it was the 
locket that was the 
charm—that as long 
as the gold and the 
jewels were hers she 
was safe. So no 
wonder she thought 
more highly of the 
gold and jewels than 
they deserved. 

Furthermore she 
heard at times, when 
people praised her 
and said what a 
sweet duck of a child 
she was, that “‘Oh! of course she ‘s—it’s because she wears that locket 
she’s so good!”” So she began to think that only those people were 
good who wore gold and jewels. 

But the sweet disposition with which Farry Feticra’s gift endowed 
her shielded her from the ill effects of this teaching. he was not 
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force, though it did away with the old class of medicants it almost | haughty or unkind to people even, who‘did not wear gold and jewels, 


produced a new one. The rag-gatherers were nearly made beggars 
owing to the loss of a large source of material. The people of Aphania 
began to murmur, and to hold meetings, and to clamour for a repeal of 
the law. They didn’t care much about the beggars, they honestly 
admitted, but what with the loss of the rag supply and the increase of 
taxes, they were too hard-pressed, and they called on Kinc Bunco to 
do something to ameliorate their condition. 

Kino Bunco was a very crafty monarch, and he met his people —so 
he told them—half way. He assured them that the additional taxation 
and the decrease of mendicancy were state necessities. It was im- 

ssible to re the Act which enforced them, but he would do what 
fe could to lessen the burdens they inflicted. He promulgated a 
sumpt law by which he compelled all his courtiers and every 
citizen who signed himself “‘ Esquire” to have a new suit of clothes 
every month, and throw the old ones into the street. This His Majesty 
observed would give a new impetus to an important industry, and the 
improved condition and larger profits of that industry would make 
themselves felt through every grade, and would go far to compensate 
for the extra taxation by extra prosperity. 


| but she used to be very sorry for them because she feared they were 


not good, and sometimes she wanted to give away her bracelets and 
rings to poor people because she thought that would make them good. 

She was avery beautiful girl now. Her hair was of the most 
lovely golden hue, and her eyes were quite blue like forget-me-nots. 
She hal a skin as white as milk, and her cheeks were delicate rose. 
Her lips were like two cherries and her teeth seemed like a string of 
pearls. In fact, she was exactly as beautiful as all the princesses in 
all the fairy tales always are. 

Her portrait according to the usual custom of romantic lands and 
times was sent round to all the neighbouring courts. But whether it 
was that photography had done scant justice to her eharms—and 
indeed a fair person never looks well in a carte—or the neighbouring 
princes did not feel assured of the throne of Aphania while there was 
a chance of Kine Rumrr’s being restored to animation, it is impossible 
to say, but it is very certain that nobody sought her hand in marriage. 

His Majesty was tly distressed at this lack of suitors. He waa 
most anxious to see his daughter well-married, for the words of that 
vindictive old Aunt Saran were constantly ringing in his ears. 
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=> FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 4th, 1869. 


*T is with most heartfelt satisfaction that we hail the settlement 
of the Irish Church question. Since the present generation was in 
swaddling clothes no such bitter controversy, no such stern poli- 
tical contest has occurred. The nearest parallel is the passing of 
the Reform Bill, when the resistance of the Peers threatened a constitu- 
tional convulsion, as it has just done —though now with a more immedi- 
ate probability of disastrous results to themselves. A little more obsti- 
nacy and the gushing prints which are “ thanking Heaven, we have a 
House of Lords ”’ would have had nothing to be grateful for—and that 
would have been a pity ! 

However, the convulsions are over. The dear child is at last wrapt 
in peaceful slumber, and its ministerial nursing-mother may seek 
repose. John Bull, who has n unpleasantly disturbed by the 
darling’s cries may rest now and be thankful. Let us gently sing a 
lullaby to the interesting child :— 

Glebes to buy, baby,,money they'll drop— 
In a few years supplies we shall stop. 

On the right backs the cost will then fall— 
They must pay bishops, curates, and all!’’ 





Tue great question of aérial navigation is—if we may believe the 
San Francisco Newsletter (and we like that clever paper so much we 
should be loath to doubt it} finally settled. Human nature has shown 
from the earliest ages a strong desire to master the air, as it has mas- 
tered its sister-element water. “ Up ina balloon ”’ is the popular song 
of the period, and kite-flying is very widely practised. But a balloon 
is entirely at the mercy of the wind, and kites want their flight 
renewed every three months or so. Now, however, the whole world 
may be tn nudidus, and direct its course whither it ae 

There is one little drawback to our exultation about the Californian 
car. It is described as being a balloon “shaped like a cigar.” Hor- 
rible thought! suppose it ends in smoke! 





CHATS ON THE MAGS&. 

AUGUST. 

Tinsley’s, in spite of being weighted down with four serials, is 
eminently readable. ‘A Nice Point of Law” is amusing, though 
amateurish, and the verse is neat and musical. The drawings are of the 
usual calibre; but the perspective of the window and pictmre in the 
first is curious. ‘Criticisms on Contemporaries’ errs as on the 
side of lenicncy as the Zemple Bar criticism does on the side of 
severity. 5 

Be’gravia is up to its usual work in cuts, and, also, generally, in 
letter-press. But we must give special mention to an excellent paper 
by Miss Brappon, “ Whose fault is it?’”’—a reply to the Saturday. 
Why don’t we get larger instalments of “‘ John Company ?”’ 

Good Words for the Young is pleasant as ever. Its serials are all 
good, and we are loath to miss any, but we cannot but think the variety 
of the present number a pleasant as well as a new feature. In “ Lilliput 
Lectures’’ a difficult subject is admirably treated; and there is genuine 
fun in “ Pepper's Drill.” 


The Useful and the Bruce-ful. 


ANOTHER instance of police veracity. A labourer was charged with 
assaulting a policeman at Wandsworth. His defence was that the 
constable e an unprovoked attack on him, because he was “a caller 
of early-risers,’’ and thereby interfered with the police-perquisites. 
The magistrate believed the labourer and not the constable; but of 
course as in the recent case of perjury in the Haymarket the Home 
Secretary, hearing only the police account, will quietly’ give the 
magistrate - who has heard and weighed all the evidence— the snub 
direct. We suppose he is anxious to be known as “ Brucer, the hero 
of Scotland ”’— Yard! 


The Best Man in ‘‘ The Ship.”’ 
Why must the caterer for the Ministerial whitebait dinner be a 
specimen of the fine old English gentleman? Because 
“While he feasted all the great, he ne'er forgot ‘he small /” 


Sprortinc Query (Submitted to the decision of ApmMrraL Rovs).—In 
the course of a race a horse throws 
Salk Glin be termed ciuining to elinrabod eivlat 


a plate, but comes in a clever first :— 





Tuts goes on where a famous heath 

Lies fair near rivers of the west, 
They put the instruments of death 

To many a strange and searching test. 


1. The doctor declared in the strange words they choose, 
It was a contusion, a terrible bruise ; 
A swift ball had done it :—the player I wis, 
Would ne'er have been injured protected by this. 


2. It boasts of a gulf on a far northern sea, 
Where just now in a yacht I should much like to be. 


3. Once I saw two lovers sitting 
Very pleasant shade within, 
Calmly was the lady knitting, 
To disturb them was a sin. 
But the place was much frequented 
By strange, creeping things, and so 
People thought them quite demented 
In that archéd shade to go. 


4. "Twas very painful, so a surgeon came 
To cure, in case it made the patient lame. 
He found it shorter so he used it, then 
The way was known to many other men. 


5. It brings back thoughts so fresh and pleasant 
Of youthful undergraduate days, 
Ah! me, the duties of the present 
Can scarce be named with equal praise. 


6. To a town and a lake a gay tourist once went, 
And he found them not far from the Brenta, and Trent. 


7. It came before an ardent kiss, 
A bird too makes a sound like this. 


7. You're fated to be told that this you do, 
If guessing this you fail at one or two. 


Sotution oF Acrostic No. 124.—President, Schneider: Press, Roc, 
Eleventh, Sealskin, Incalescence, Di, England, Note, Tor. 


Cornrgcr Sotutions or Acrostic No. 124, neczrvep July 28. — Tad and her 
Grandmother; Newskin. 


In the Zoo. 


Wuar will our teetotal and anti-tobacco friends say to the monkey at 
the Gardens, who smokesand takes grog? What makes it worse is the 
fact that Jenny is of the softer sex. Her baccy will be a blow and her 
grog a drop too much for our friends, who are fond of using as an - 
ment— it is quite as good as most of their arguments— the fact 
that dumb animals do not indulge in drink or smoke. The Andaman 
ape will be a er to the Abstainers, but then it will be a tower of 
strength to the Darwinites,for its habits will go to prove the relation- 
ship of a monkeyAnd-a-man ! 


Law, Justice, and Fairplay. 

Mr. Fowusr, the well-known engineer, has stated, apropos of the 
Law Courts question, that in his opinion there is no fear, in the case 
of the Howard-street site, of ‘any vibration from the railway being 
felt in the law courts.”” This is good news; railways ought not to 
shake the foundations of the law. We only wish the railway 
authorities had equally abstained from upsetting justice by their 
mistaken notion of fare-play. 


Too High an Estimation. 

Tue notorious Murruy has laid the damages in his action against 
the Mayor of Birmingham at a thousand pounds, and is said to be sup- 
ported by certain Members of Parliament. We think he has some- 
what over-whalley-d himself and his services. The agents of his M.P. 
friends would tell him that they can secure the services of any number 
of riotous breakers-of-peace at a shilling a head and their beer. 


Up or Down. 
Tuere has been another fatal boat-accident at Battersea Bridge. 
Surely it is time the dangerous structure were tried by Peet of its 
piers, and condemned—not to be suspended but to be pulled down. 


Hill and Vale. 
A soaTMAN at Broadstairs was rewarded the other day for his 
try in saving the lives of three ladies'who were in danger of 
wning. His name is Hituzr, but he has certainly earned the title 
of Val(e)our ! | 
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PEACE AND - 


Mrs. G. :—“‘ BLESS HIS HEART, HE’S GONE OFF AT LAST!” 


beget SS ieee 


—“ THANK GOODNESS! NOW WE SHALL HAVE A LITTLE PEACE AND QUIETINESS.” 
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THE MOANZOF THE MOON-STRUCK. 


Come hither, my gentle bassoon, 
And grumble an ode to the moon ; 
For each star in the sky 
Is gliding on high 
Through the graceful, genteel rigadoon. 


Then grunt, oh, my beauteous bassoon, 
And tell her a love-sick buffoon 

Ts longing to laud 

Her countenance broad 
On an instrument quite out of tune. 
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That his heart is as soft as stewed prune, 
And purely from passion 
He’s —_——s in fashion — 
He’s turned to a fiddle-head spoon. 
Then bid her consider, bassoon, 
My ye eee or soon 
8 ve to dispense 
With reason and sense, 
Or sink right away in a swoon. 


Bid her t me one boon, my bassoon — 
And in June at the night’s highest noon— 
With this coon, on harpoon— 
Or balloon macaroon— 
Seek a bridal festoon at Rangoon. 
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Inform her, melodious bassoon, 
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A Hen-Counsel. 


A Mrs. Aranetia Mansrietp, of Iowa, U.S., aged 
four and twenty, has been called to the bar, and practises 
in partnership with her husband. We have no objection 
to a lady of the long robe practising her powers of 
— and cross examination on her hus ; but we 

ink her public exercise of the functions of barrister a 
decided trespass on Man’s-field of labour. Let her 
confine her wiggings and her gown to her home. 
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Shut up! 


Everysopy naturally rejoices over the shutting-up 
of a bore; so we record with pleasure that a Wapping 
big one was shut up the 6ther day finally—in short, no 
other than the Thames Tunnel, 


‘“THANK YOU FOR THE NEXT.” 


Car-driver (to party who has been standing treat) :—‘* THANK YER HONOUR ; 
SURE, I FEEL QUITE ANOTHER MAN AFTER THAT—AND he’s A MOIGHTY DRY 
’uN, TOO!” 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue Dramatic Féte at the Crystal Palace was an improvement on 
the old style of féte inasmuch as it was respectable. Unluckily dulness 
is not easily separable from respectability. However, it was a step in 
the right direction; another year the entertainment may be rendered 
more entertaining without being too “lively ”—in short, as the poet 
says— 

Though gentle, never dull. 

The dramatic performances were as well done as could be expected on 
a stage, where an aside even ought to be uttered through a speaking- 
— The presentation of purses was, of course, a success—who 
would not give two guineas for the privilege of ing the same 
carpet as Royalty? But the crowning triumph of the féte was the 
display of fireworks, which s all previous exhibitions—even 
that which was given in honour of the Viceroy. The Council of the 
College, headed by that evergreen veteran, Mr. Wensrzr, were in- 
defatigable in their efforts to render the féte successful, and were, we 


trust, repaid by the result. 





Please the Pigs. | 


A CorresPonvENT of the Field writes, “I send by book-post a few 
imens of what is, I am told, the Bacon-eater. About nine years ago 
was infested with them!’’ The Italic is ours—and we may also add— 
so is the note of admiration. How did our friend “ cure” himself ?— 
and did he “save his bacon?’’ We expect from him more of an 
answer than 2 grunt would convey, in spite of the way in which he 
de-pig-cts himself. 





Orthodoxgin Question. 

Rererrinc to the Bisnop or Oxrorn’s recent complaint of a 
draught of cold air upon the Episcopal Bench from the door of the 
ladies’ gallery, a brute who signs, ‘‘ Anxious Inquirer,” wishes to know 
if the Bishops may now be regarded Airy-’uns. 





PRETTY MOTH! 


Fix away, pretty moth, from the gas to the shade, 
And excuse me for bidding thee go; 

But my quarterly bill for that gas is unpaid, 
So the gas is not mine to bestow. 

To the Company’s offices ee take wing, 
And—whoe’er the chief manager be— __ 

Let me trust he will open, thou innocent thing, 
An additional credit for thee ! 


Travel next, ty moth, to my Evaizsn’s bower, 
Near the =e of old Kennington Gate, 

And inform her that Beauty hath ever the power 
To bring lovers, like moths, to their fate. 

To be tempted and scorched by the treacherous flame 
Is a doom that they both should beware ; 

Or, perchance, they are crushed (which is nearly thesame) 
‘Pewixt the finger and thumb of Despair. 


Journey last, pretty moth, to my tailors abode ; 
Bid him send me some garments of black, 

Upon which I shall settle the sum that I've owed, 
For we'll call it a year or two back. 

Thou and thine, greedy moth, I am sorry to note, 
Have been feasting as aldermen do ; 

Till my only black trousers and swallow-tail coat 
Are completely unfitted for view. 


Considerate. 


We are enabled to state that on the occasion of an important event 
—still looming in the future—the formal opening of the Holborn 
Valley Viaduct for public traffic, accommodation will be provided for 
those officials who have taken part in the work in “slow coaches. 
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1) Sa Algernon :—“ Not A BAD IDEA, BAI JAWV! WkEATHAW IS SO CONFOUNDEDLY HOT, AND A FELLAH MUST SHOW IN THE PARK.” 

| 4 t - ee Eee eaeeeemenaedameme aaa aes aapuneneamnaeeanpannaneenenanain iediadaianesnnetaianapioaniaiiamennsientinaie ene - , ceeininanitanaiamemamamadoameneaaimantan 

i toa | 

A ia | MY DARLING. Guswers to Corresyondents, 
i}; 45 i , ° ° ° 
a ip Y darling Se seamen aan [ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
1 That ever lived on marmalade panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
+ ae ie wuuites wings, to make | responsible for loss.d 
Hy r 
Ee The angel that she ought to be ; PLANTIGRADE.— We “cannot advise you. Simmer your geraniums for 
fe But then—unluckily for me— half an hour, and if that doesn’t do, report the result to the Journa: of 
tad | I'm five-and-forty, and, you see Herticulture. We don’t profess to go in for serious gardening. 

HOPPE Snate - eink toralvn cig oe Book worm.— Your family has always been famous for i's boring. Why 
i : alee he y, send us Acrostics? If you had run through the ‘pages of FuN, you must 
tJ aes long ere this have learnt that we do not want them. 

ui ASPIRANT.—You are all right till you get to the end of your first 


Why, I was over forty-three syllable, 


Before she had begun to be— A SUPERANNUATED PorTER.—Stale, not to say small, beer. 
That B you see leads me to D, T. Lear.—Green tea-leaf, obviously. 

Because the Fates miscarry. E. D. (Chelsea).—The idea of Chelsea Reach has long been a puzzle. 
To let her be my wife a bar We suppose the locality is sick of you, after your penning such doggerel. 


Non-PLussep.—Of course, you are. You're decidedly minus. 

W oopPEcKER must have been tapping something else than a hol'ow tree 
to get such netens. = a! head. eee 
os . HAREBRAIN.—Then have your shaved. 
Her hair is gold in wavy curls, Faustus.—We fear you know very little about it, as in both instances 
Her eyes are stars, her teeth are | you are utterly wrong. | 


They prove —nor suffer letter R, 


| COOLIE LABOUR. 
To make my Mary marry! 











Ph: Ge | pearls, V. A. G. A.—Thanks, wandering sprite. 
* Her boots are bronze and lace-up. M. A. S.—Leave female fashions alone, MAs, and attend to propria que 
ee it i Her cheek is bloemy like a plum, maribus, 
mi} e Her breath is sweet as marjorum ; F. D. (Croydon).—Since we thanked you, we have found that the 
Ph But poetry is weak to sum ; 8 pees a ra Please eas oem ” for “ thanks.” 
7 || & . H. 8.—Not this time. You tter call. 
ae sate Gye and hae Sane up. B. (Crook).—Thank you. . : 
DL: Alas, the truth I must aver— ny Namg.—Buy a penn e of ink, your last is illegible. 
tf | M tea Dicx’s in love with her Declined with —B. G. G., Southwark; A Reader from the 
i, | hile Pradence anys J ebould prefer Beginning ; E. 8., Canning Town; C., Belfast; J. C.; R. C. B., Notting- 
Tat | Her aunt, who's plain and heavy. hill; Tom Tit, Durham; A. W. M., Holloway; R. L, Dublin; A. W. B., 
mS im Ch, wenkkahaa obs eat Habs : Penzance; R W.C.;1.C. H., Kew-road; R. C., Leicester; J. D. P.; 
et), A ale ae thee : : i H. W. H.; Snivey; S. E., Hackney ; Lancashire Lad ; H. M., Spitalfields ; 
i tik n which I'm aware it can't Munchausen ; C. P., Dublin; Croaky ; J. B., Dalston ; Poothes ; Anybody’s 
: Oh, would that she had been her aunt, Offspring; M., Leeds; 8. T. W., Manchester; Gaby Goosecap; M. L.; 
oH Or I had been my nevvy. Nem. Con. ; R., Exeter. 
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AN OLD SCORE. 


ACT I.—Jnterior of Coronet Cattuorre’s Villa, at Teddington. 
Haroutp CaLtuorre and Etuet BARRINGTON, Ais cousin, discovered. 


Eruet.— Harold, once you loved me. 

Harotp.—Once. 

Erue.t.— But now you don’t. Oh, cruel. 

Haro._p.—But you are engaged to James Casby. 

Erxet.—What a ridiculous objection! You know that my engage- 
ments mean nothing. Iamalways hopping about from lover to lover. 
Besides, I don’t love James Casby ; I only -want to marry him for his 
money. 

Haroitp.—He is a snob. 

Erne (urt).—That may be, dear Harold, but it isn’t pretty to say 
so. Forgive me, dearest, I did not mean to wound you by the bitter- 
ness of my reproaches. 

Haroitp.—Ethel, he is a snob, because having been taken from the 
streets, thirty years ago, by my father, and placed by him in the way of 
making the gigantic income that seems always to fall to the lot of 
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ourselves with, I started a scurrilous paper which brings me in a 
thousand a year. 
Enter Mary. 

Mary.—My Harold! We are not yet married, but we are awfully 
proper, nevertheless, and my being in your chambers must not be mis- 
construed. You have been very ill, and I have been nursing you. 
Here are eggs and sausages (although itis July). Eat them and be 
happy. [ Exit Mary. 

Enter Eruen and Cassy. 


Harouip.—ErHet, what does this mean ? 

Erart.—Come back to us and James Casby will pay all your debts! 
I have bullied him into this concession. 

CasBy ee ; I have consented to do that. 

Harotp.—Indeed! Then I will return with pleasure. I will do 
anything for money. Indeed, every one in the piece (as far as I can 
judge) would doSanything for money. Come to the home of my 
ancestors. 

Enter Mary. 
Eruet.—Oh, I quite forgot this young woman. Adieu, and for ever! 


people who begin with nothing, he declines to assist my father by | (They are about to leave Haroun fo his fate when enter Cot. CALTHORPE.) 


advancing him the few millions he requires to place himself straight 
with his creditors. [ Exit Haron. 
Enter Cassy. 

Caspy.—Ethel, you are making a g:eat sacrifice in marrying me. 

Erue.t.—I am. 

Caspy.—I am plain—awkward—matter-of-fact— 

Erxuet.— You are—oh, you are! 

Cassy.—I am not brilliant. 

Erueit.—You are not. 

Casspy.— My birth is contemptible. 

Erue..—lIt is. 

Caspy.—I am not worthy of you, Ethel. 

Erueit.— You are not—oh, you are not! 

Cassy.—My darling Ethel, we agree on every point. [Zvrit Ernet. 

Enter Cou. CALTHORPE and PARKLE, an attorney. 

Cox. C.—James Casby, I owe Parkle two thousand pounds. Lend 
me that sum. 

Caspy.—Never ! 

Cot. C.—Remember, I made you! 

Casspy.—Still I repeat—never! 
not in money. [ Exit Cassy. 

PaRkKLE.— Well, Calthorpe, I shall go and sell you up. [zit Parke. 

Enter Harotp CALTHoRPE. 

Haro.tp.—Papa, I want money. 

Cot. C.—Nonsense; you had sixpence last year. Sixpence, judici- 
ously expended, should provide all the little luxuries a young man of 
your age stands in need of. [Exit Cou. C., buttoning his trousers’ pocket. 

Harotp.—And Manasseh, a highly flavoured Jew, requires fifty 
pounds of me immediately! Ah, me! 

Enter Mary WATERS, @ nursery governess. 

Mary W.—Harold! (Rushes to his arms.) 

Haroip.—Mary! My own! Now to prosecute our secret intrigue. 
There is a verandah opening out into the lawn—and several doors to 
this room—there are half a dozen people in the house who are always 
popping in and out of this apartment ; but, nevertheless, you shall sit 
at my feet, lay your head upon my bosom, and confide to me all your 
little sorrows in the most affectionate attitude you can conveniently 
assume ! [She does so. They get very affectionate. 

Mary.— Yes, dear. 

Mary (in her innocence).—Does your papa wear a cocked hat ? 

HaRoup (with proper pride).— He does, Mary! 

Mary.—Oh, howI should like to wear a cocked hat. [Sobs on his bosom. 

Enter Erne. 

Eruet.— Harold! Miss Waters! This is wrong. 

Haron (with quiet decision).—Now, look here, Ethel. 
your coming hereto bully-rag me. Get out! 

Enter Cot. CALTHORPE and ManasseEn, a bill diseounter. 

Cot. C.—You scoundrel, you owe Manasseh thousands ! 

Harotp.—Too true. 


All you have you owe to me. 


It’s no use 


Enter Cassy. 

Erne.t.—Ob, Mr. Casby, pay this debt for Harold, and I will try 
and respect you, although I can never love you! 

Casspy.—No; I owe Colonel Calthorpe a heavy debt, but I shan’t 
pay it in money. 

Cor. C.—Lost! lost! lost' 

Harotp.—By way of making matters pleasanter, I don’t think I 
could select a more judicious moment, papa, in which to inform you 
that I intend to marry Mary Warers, your nursery governess. 

Mary (in her simplicity).— And then I shall wear a cocked hat ! 

Cox. C.— Leave my house, sir, and take that hussy with you. You 
are no son of mine. [ Dance and of. 
ACT II.—Haroitp Cattuorre’s Chambers in Gray’s Inn. Haroip 

discovered, editing a scurrilous paper. 


I will pay you all I owe you, but | once more. 


Cot. C.—Stop! I have come into a peerage and Harold must 
return. I am now Lord Ovington! 

Haro.tp.—Oh, indeed, certainly. Good bye,Mary. You have been 
very useful to me —it will always be a satisfaction to you to remember 
that. 

Mary. Ah, me! (Faints.) 

TABLEAU. 


ACT III.—Ovington Grange. Enter Cor. Cattuorre (now Lorp 
OvinGTon) and Cassy. 


Lorp O.—Mr. Casby, Ethel don’t love you. She absolutely dislikes 


‘| you. 


Casspy.— Impossible ! 

Lorp O.—Ah, you don’t know her—she don’t care for you—and I 
think you had better break off the match. [ zit Lorp O. 
Enter EtvuHe.. 

Casny.—Ethel, let us cry off. 
Erxe..— Certainly, with pleasure. [ Brit Cassy. 
Eruet.—That’s all right. Now to flop my affections on Harold 


Enter Mary Waters. 
Mary (wsldly).—Give me my Harold! 
Erue.t.— Your Harold ? 
Mary.—Yes, he lovesme! 

he has just left. 

Eruet.—Harold gone! Oh, send for Mr. Casby, somebody, that I 
may square it up with him again! (Weeps.) 
Mary.—Forgive me, I cannot bear to see you weep. 


I came here to see him and am told that 


[ They embrace. 


Enter Haroun. 

Eruei.—Harold, take her and be happy. 
Harowp (rather taken aback). —Oh, oh, yes—of course, if you 
wish it. (Zakes her and is happy.) [ Exit Eruer 


Enter Cassy, meeting Lorp OvIncTon. 

Caspy.—Lord Ovington, I am going to pay my debt to you. You 
took me from the streets thirty years ago, from interested motives, and 
you spent ten pounds upon me. I am now worth millions, and I owe 
my prosperity to you. Per contra you have forged my name for several 
thousand pounds. Please suppose that I have prosecuted you for the 
felony, and that you arenow aconvict. (Burning forged bills in candle.) 
I take you from prison and I restore you to your position in society. 
I take you from a lower depth than I ever descended to, and I place 
you on a much higher social pedestal than I can ever hope to reach, 
and we are quits, 

Enter Erue.. 

Eruet.—Stay, I have heard all. I can’t resist this proof of your 
magnanimity. A man who can chuck away thousands in this manner, 
must make a good husband. Besides, Harold has determined to marry 
Mary Waters, so there is now no obstacle to our union. Take me 
away and marry me as soon as you like. (Siyly.) You had better 
make haste, for Parkle and Manasseh are both bachelors, and I might 
change my mind. { Tableau. 


CurTAIN. 


OvurseLves.—The piece, which has many serious drawbacks, par- 
ticularly in the construction of the first and third acts, is, at all events, 
admirably played. The character of Mary Waters is impossibly in- 
genuous, and, except that he is a gentleman, James Casby bears too 
strong a resemblance to that arch-cad John Mildmay. Mr. Nevi11e 
plays James Casby with self-contained power, particularly in the last 
act. Mr. Emery, as the humbugging Colonel, and Mr. Ciayron, as 
his dissipated son, shared, deservedly, Mr.. Neviiue’s honours. Muss 
Henrape did ample justice to a most ungrateful part, and Miss Rosiva 
Ranoe gave promise of future excellence by her representation of the 


Harotp.—Alone in London with Mary, and not a penny to bless | ridiculously-innocent Mary Waters. 
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GOING OUT OF TOWN. 
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| 
Tux Sessions tend | i. Peers away, The fighting card, 


Unto an end, o by—well !—a The wande bard 
And Commoner and Peer : ‘Strategic movement ”’ won. Who plays the ophicleide, 
Are precious glad 1 And Government On town turn backs, 
(Such work they’ve had) Who've rightly sent And both make tracks 
To think that end is near. Their grateful thanks to Fun! To seek the waters’ side. 
And so they flee And Satissury, With paniers, ruff, 
Unto the sea, Whose falls “ berry ’’— And powder-puff, 
(It’s some time since to it, you went! As blacks say—pained the Saturday The paintified and pretty one 
My _ M.P.’s, Which in the House Has sped away 
So, if you please, Of Peers his nous Tn fine array 
Forget the word “ constituent’’) Has rather over-flattered, eh ? To make on Margate jetty one. 
Lo! Briout and Giap- Along the coast And gone also, 
Strong on the pad, Some ship may boast Is he—her dbeau— 
Who, harvest o’er, let lie sickle. Lorp CaRINGToN its “‘pessenger,”’ The caddish, fast young man, 
There’s HartineTon, Who erst did curry The artist, too, 
Who rides upon The hide of Murray, And wandering Jew, 
A rural "s cio, Who hides in a Queen’s Messenger. And E-thi-o-pi-an ! 
ere's Dizzy, too, For good and bad, They haste away, 
Retires from view Both lord and cad, With holiday 
Of Buckingh ire clown. Of well or ill renown, Their yearly toil to crown! 
They all retreat With one consent And—by the bye— 
Before the heat. Their road have bent— Just like them, I 
They’re going out of town! They’re going out of town! Am going out of town ! 
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GOODE, GAINSFORD, & ©CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public gone for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture they bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling in g Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
whole house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 
printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pheonix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 60, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: August 7, 1869, 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
B Fairy Extrabugunce, 


CHAPTER VI. 
A DECLARATION OF WAR, AND BATTLE ROYAL. 


O make matters more unpleasant for Bunco, his people about 

this time began again to show signs of discontent. 
The Under-Noodle of State in Council was found to do little to 
promote the interests of the people. This is hardly to be wondered 
at, since in the Royal Council he had not even as much weight as the 
First Noodlo. It had turned out too that the Sumptuary Law was of 
little service to the rag interest. The clothes thrown away each month 
were in such good condition they could not be manufactured except 
at a great outlay, and instead of going to the paper-mill they were 
caught up by ready-made clothesmen, who did a large export trade in 
them. The only people who gained anything were the tailors. They 
made so much money that they clubbed their wealth together, in 
companies of nine, to purchase a peerage—peerages were sold in 
Aphania though they cost immense sums of money —and they used to 

take it in turns to wear it for a year at a time. 

The tailors, I say, profited by the Sumptuary Law, but all other trades 
suffered. For wealthy people even, when they were compelled by law 
to spend so much money on clothes, found it necessary to reduce their 
expenses in every other respect. So that there was a very general 
discontent throughout all Aphania, and public meetings were called 
again, and popular orators made violent speeches, and the Ministers 
could not advise His Majesty what to do, so that he was for once 
very nearly driven to take the advice of the First Noodle of State and | 
cut off everybody’s head. But he was saved by the Under-Noodle’s | 
objecting that if he did so he would have no subjects left, and as a 
man can’t be a king if he has no subjects, he would have ceased to be 
aking. So after all even the Noodles couldn't help His Majesty, and 
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| sharper, her eyes were more like boiled 
| gooseberries, and her cheeks were hol- 
| lower and yellower than when she was first taken up from the Park 
| to the Palace to be trained up in the language and customs of 
| Aphania. 
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but it was so very large a country he had not the courage to invade it. 
Now, however, when he learnt that it was racked by internal dis- 
sensions his scheme did not appear so impossible of execution. 

His Grace was seated at the breakfast table reading his paper when 
the idea of invading Aphania first flashed across his mind. 

The Princess NiNnNIASTERAFINA was making the breakfast, for the 
Archduchess was up-stairs, having just presented her lord with the 
twentieth boy. 

Alas, the Princess NinnIASTERAFINA was sadly changed for the 
worse. She was the oldest and plainest 
of the, Princesses when Kine Ruri chose 
her for a bride, and though the portrait kt 
of her in the Nexdorea Almanack wasa 9'8) 
most flattering one, it is doubtful whether \ 
had he looked at it he would not have i 
telegraphed after his messenger to stop 
the oT oe But as we know he was 
changed into stone before he had time 
to work out the problem about a cow's 
tail, and long before he could have had 
a chance of consulting the portraits in 
the only authorised official catalogue of 
the marriageable Nexdorean Princesses. 

Princess NINNIASTERAFINA was ter- 
ribly altered. Her nose was longer and 





She had conceived a violent affection for Kine Rumtt although she 


| had never set eyes on him or his portrait. But she had been dimly 
| conscious that when he demanded her hand several of her younger 
| sisters had been promoted to matrimony over her head, and she began 


to think she was doomed to celibacy. She was very grateful therefore 


he was at his wits’ ends. | to the monarch who chose her, and when she heard of his sad meta- 


You may be sure that the disturbances in Aphania were sure to get 
into the papers, and their importance was rather exaggerated than di- 
minished. by this means the news of them came to the ears of the 
ArcH-DvuKE or NExpoREA, who was no friend to Bunco. The Arch- 
Duke determined to take advantage of Bunco’s misfortunes, but it so | 
turned out—as it often happens—that this enemy was the best friend | 
His Majesty had. 

The ArcHDvVKE oF NexporeA was the intended brother-in-law of | 
Kine Rumti. His father the Duxe Koscysusko had died in a fit of 
apoplexy produced by the sumptuous wedding banquet of his seven- | 
teenth and youngest daughter. Of all the seventeen daughters but 
one remained unmarried—the Princess NINNIASTERAFINA. Of course | 
as she was betrothed to Kine Rumr1 and he was not dead, though he | 


| Archducal residence. Her father Koscynusko was st 


| morphosis she fainted away, and had a violent fit of hysterics, and 
| altogether behaved in a most sentimental and affectionate manner. 


She was still brought up to be Queen of Aphania, though Rum tr had 
not been restored to life; and she became attached to the country which 
was practically her native country, for of the land in which she was 
born she knew nothing, and therefore could care nothing for it, thanks 
to that admirable provision of a park for the rearing of wild princesses. 

When she had finished her education, as Rumti was still meta- 
morphosed, she was transferred from the training ace to the 
ill living when 
first she came, and after his death of course her brother could not in 
decency turn her out. But he made it remarkably uncomfortable for 


her. If she had been his wife he could not have treated her worse. 


corn See - omnes as enn oe ee not pena PR ‘In fact he behaved towards his wife and his sister with the sternest 
now “uke had theretore 10 Malmiain Nis spinster sister, ane Te Cicn.- | and strictest impartiality. If he threw his right boot at the head of 


like it, and as consequence felt a grudge against all Aphania in 
general and Kine Bunco in particular. He was a man of an 
impetuous and vindictive temperament was the new Archduke. His 
name was F'1zpoPorr, and he was married; | 
but his wife had presented him with | 
boys only. Now, as the fortunes of the | 
reigning family of Nexdorea had been 
chiefly made by their large families of | 
daughters, for whom they made good | 
marriages, the Archduke was not too 
pleased at his Archduchess’ obstinate 
predilection for male offspring. On the 
birth of the tenth boy he had expostulated 
with her vehemently. It was even re- 
rted that he had resorted to argument 
in the form of a horsewhip, but he failed 
to convince her. It wasa great trial for 
him, poor man, for the Duchy of Nexdorea 
was but a small place :—it was nearly all 
swallowed up by the Royal Park where 
the Princesses were allowed to run. It 
did well enough as a nursery ground—a sort of forcing bed for | 
royal marriages, but it wasa poor place to. have twenty princes to 
provide for. 
But a bright idea occurred to the Archduke one day. He must 
enlarge his kingdom by conquests. If the Duchess went on as 
obstinately as she began he would soon have quite an army in his own 
family. Yes! he determined to invade some neighbouring territory. 
He had everything to gain and nothing to lose. He was allied by 
the marriages of his sisters toa great many ee who would | 
protect him if the worst came to the worst, and his invasion ended in 
the conquest of his own Duchy .by the enemy. In fact his first | 
great difficulty was to find out somebody to invade who was not a_ 
relation. While he pondered over this, Aphania occurred to his mind, | 
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_ one, he always threw the left at the head of the other, to maintain the 
balance of power. Of course, on those interesting occasions when the 
_Archduchess was confined to her room up-stairs, the Princess 


NINNIASTERAFINA got both boots, and therefore she was twice as 


_ miserable as she was when her sister-in-law shared her troubles. 
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4 FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 11th, 1869. 


inquiry into the recent police scandal in the Haymarket, even 

» though in the a he has to discredit the decision of one of 
and learned magistrates, to give the lie direct 

to a number of respectable witnesses, and to injure the characters of 


\ 


our most experiencec 


several ill-used gentlemen. 


Fortunately, public opinion does not follow the dictates of the Home 
Secretary ; and Londoners, who know more of the playful eccentrici- 
ties of Scotland Yard than a gentleman just fresh from the Welsh 
marches can possibly do, sympathise with the sufferers in this case, 


who represent in reality the general — 
The question is a serious one. 


fairly ask, if the remedy is any better than the disease, and if it is not 
infinitely more costly. 


Street-robberies, burglaries, and murders are committed with far too 
frequent immunity ; but three bank clerks cannot walk from their 


place of business after nightfall without risk of being taken into cus- 
tody, and having their characters and situations placed in jeopardy. 
If this is the vigilance of Scotland Yard, Jonn Butt may well object 
to being collared, hustled, and maligned in the interests of law and 
order, and for his alleged protection against criminals, who go comfort- 
ably at large. 

At any rate, if the Home Secretary does not care to interfere on the 
pubiie behalf, he needs not to identify himself so closely with the con- 
stables. He should be content to dissemble his love, without kicking 
the characters of innocent men down-stairs. 


A LETTer addressed to an evening contemporary points out another 
injustice worked on people of limited incomes by the Railway Com- 
panies. The writer is a clerk, living a short distance out of London, 
and compelled, by the fact that he draws his salary quarterly, to take a 
quarterly ticket by rail. He is thereby compelled to pay £4 10s. 
more per annum than his richer neighbour who takes a yearly ticket. 
He says “if a landlord lets you a house, say for £20 a year, he takes it 
by £5 a quarter—and must wait till the quarter is over before he can 
demand it.”” He hopes, we suppose, the railways may be induced to do 
likewise, but those who know railway policy will expect nothing so 
just or reasonable. But we would suggest that this complaint is 
worthy of consideration by owners of house-property, who complain 
that they cannot let their houses now—and the complaint is pretty 
general— because of the railway fares. It would be worth the land- 
lord’s while to let his houses with annual tickets attached, taking pay- 
ment for the latter with the rent. 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
AUGUST. 
In the Cornhill, Mr. Reape gives us rather a strange revelation of 
the manners of good society. A gentleman, who is a widower without 
daughters, invites to stay at his house (where there are no ladies) a 


certain Miss Carpen, whose father allows her to accept the invitation, bind Ente the leis Mail we maw! imiace tau fis 4 Poe dan 
ju ccoun 


and does not accompany her. To make matters better, the only other 
visitor staying at ra house is a young swell, who is only just not her 
affianced lover! What wowld Mus. Grunpy say? The other contents 
of the number are amusing or instructive, and the illustrations good. = 

In Yemple Bar, the critic of “Poetry of the Period’’ proceeds to 
review Messrs. ARNOLD AND Mornris, and is somewhat cavalli , after 


his fashion. “A Night in Loughton Woods” would make a drama ' 


—let us hope the author has secured the dramatic copyright. Mr. A. 
Tro vore contributes an interesting Italian romance, to increase the 
attractions of the number. 

In St. Paul's there is a clear and impartial article on “the Irish 
Church Bill in the Lords.” “The Aurora Borealis” is very’ curious, 
and “Greek Romance” deeply interesting. The magazine, in short, 
maintains its excellence, in well-written papers where we too 
often get mere “ padding.’’. 

Good Words has a splendid essay on “ The Christian Rule of Speech,” 
by Deaw Sraniey. It would have done some of the Peers good if they 
had read it before their debate on the Church Bill. ‘The Last 
Days of Raja Brooke” will be read with interest. The illustrations 
are up to the usual standard of the magazine. 





(aY 
a T seems the Home Secretary is determined, if possible, to burke all 
€ i 


Ve need protection against our 
protectors—we want to be saved from our friends in blue. If we can 
only be defended (if we are) from violence and rapine at the cost of 
being locked-up, libelled, and maltreated by“our guardians—we may 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 127. 


On, blossom of the scented spike, 
Thou’rt the sole blossom I dislike, 
Because when in a London street, 
The flower-girls with thee I mect, 
I know the summer is too fleet, 
And as such thoughts my fancy strike, 
Thee with this epithet I greet. 


I. Here the pirk-lipped daisies spring, 
Here the fairies mark their ring, 
Here the merry child at play 
| Blows the thistle-down away. 


2. Black-eyed Susan to her spark 
Waved her hand, with this remark, 
As she left the gallant bark. 


3. Some swell chaps, 
As well I wis, 
College caps 
Do wear of this. 








4. A long-legged bird, which, ’twas averred 
Was wingless—a mistake absurd. 


5. My grandam, she 
Was a sort of M.D., 
What nasty stuff she prescribed for me! 


6. One of those magical mystical things, 
With very big heads and very big wings, 
Which just at the season of Christmas-time 
You're sure to see in a pantomime. 


7. "T'was in this flowery vale, 
So runs the ancient tale, 
The damsel strayed whom Dis conveyed 
To share his kingdom pale. 


8. SHAKSPEARE sets it down 
As a kind of crown. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 125.—Ministry, Napoleon: Moon, Ira, 
Nip, Indigo, Sorrel, Type, Romeo, Yawn. 

Correct SoLutTions oF Acrostic No. 125, recetvep Avucust 4th.—J. O. P. 
Timothy and Co.; Ruby’s Ghost ; Trothy Trouts; Nemo. 


— a 


Cross Questions and Amiable Answers. 


Ar a recent “Woman's Rights” meeting in New York a Miss 
Urnam opened her speech by saying she was a woman, who was not 
married, never had been, and probably (echo answers that very 
decidedly —“ probably ’”’) never would be. She then asked the follow- 
ing riddles:—“ Who am I? Whatam I? Where am I? Amla 
Citizen, or am I not? Where do women stand? Or do we, like 
MouamMMEn’s coffin, hang in mid-air?’ We think we have got the 
answers. “ WhoamI?’’ Missvery much Ur-Ham! “ Whatam 1?” 
A decided old maid, on your own showing. ‘ Where am I?” Not in 
England, thank goodness. ‘‘ Am I a citizen or am Inot’’’ Guess not — 
try “citizeness”’ or “ citizen in petticoats.’"” Where do women stand ? 
Or do we, like MoHammen’s coffin, hang in mid-air ?’’ Ofcourse you do 
—where else would angels—and all women are angels of one sort or 
another— expect to be, but in mid-air ? 





A Strange Accident. 
Tue Northern Daily Express must have run off the track, and tum- 


accident during the Royal Procession ’’:— 


A little boy, aged six years, was killed by one of the dragoon’s horges in Stretford 
Road, and it is feared his case may terminate fatally. 





Chignons and Turbans. 


An Indian paper states that horses have recently been seen in the 
streets adorned with turbans. We suppose they are wearing head- 


| gear as some compensation for the thinning their tails undergo to 


supply the fashionable head-gear of the fair. 


Happy-go-Lucca Lines.* 
‘* Srgnora Lucca will leave Ischl for Baden in August.’’ 
THEO tic world has had 
A blow, its soul to sadden. 
Its Luck-ah, going to the bad, 
Is going to the Baden. 





6 oe happy-go-lucky considering the correct pronunciation of Lucca and 
Baden. ut let that pass.—Eb. 
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elligent :—“OH, WE'RE A-PROTECTIN’ OF ’IM AGAINST WIOLENCE AND ROBBERY!” | 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | 


On the 26th of July a new comedy,by Mr. W. S. GitBert was | 
produced at the Gaiety. Its title is dn Old Score, the plot turning on | 
the debt which the hero, J. Casby, owes to a hypocritical Colonel, who 
pretends to have made Casby’s fortune out of disinterested charity. 
The dialogue of the comedy is capitally written, its wit not consisting 
in jerky repartee, but in pointed and shrewd speeches. The first act is 
capital ; in the last, the spectator is uncertain for some time how to | 
dispose of his sympathy, a conflict of feeling which would have been 
better avoided. However, the interest never flags, and the story is 
clearly and concisely told; and, moreover, there is a story to tell 
which is not the case with all comedies nowadays. Mr. CLAyTon as 
Harold Calthorpe, though a little nervous at first, performed with great 
care, and gave a natural and gentlemanly interpretation of character. 
Mr. Henry NEVILLE impersonated James Casby, and invested him 
with a repose and manliness well suited to the part. Mr. Emery 
showed a disposition to overdo Colonel Calthorpe, who is in his hands 
scarcely as unctuous and benevolent as he shouldbe. Ethel Barrington | 
was pleasantly acted by Miss Henrapr. Miss Rosina RaANoE was | 
obviously overweighted as Maury Waters—a part susceptible of a ren- 
dering which would make it one of the prominent features of the 
comedy. The scenery was all that could be desired, the first scene 
being especially good. A crowded audience gave the piece a warm 
welcome, and called the company and the author before the curtain at 
the close of the performance. Mr. Girnert is to be congratulated on 
his first essay in one of the more earnest branches of dramatic literature. 
The best test of the true literary merit of a comedy that we can apply 
is to read it. We venture to think Mr. Gitnert’s Old Score would | 
bear this test as successfully as it has passed the ordeal of stage- 
performance. 

Tue Princess’s, which began the season on the 2nd instant with the 
revival of Acis and Galatea, has been very tastefully and splendidly | 
redecorated. Mr. Macrnrosu, of Langham-street, to whom the task 
was entrusted, has designed the ornamentation in the modern Italian , 
style most successfully. If the drapery of the royal boxes had been 
a trifle less sombre, the tot ensemble would have been faultless. The | 
roof—especially the part of it over the proscenium—is most effectively | 
adorned. 

In the revival of HanpEL’s opera, Mr. Vininc has gone to the | 
greatest pains and expense to reproduce it as it was performed under | 
MacreEapy, seven and twenty yearsago. The scenery is beautiful, the , 
first, in which “ the rolling wave’’ made such a success in MAcREADY’s 
time, is marvellously managed. Galatea was performed by Miss | 
BLANCHE CoLE, who sang charmingly, and acted with great feeling. | 
We could wish her dress had been in better keeping with the classical 
costumes of the other performers. Mr. Vernon-Ricry played Acis, 
and sang with great taste, and Mr. Montem Smiru, as Damon, won | 
a large share of applause. Herr Formes, as Polyphemus, gave a robust 
and telling impersonation of the unwieldly Cyclops. The music was | 
capitally rendered, under the able conduct of Mr. J. L. Harton; and | 
the chorus was well-drilled and sang admirably. The opera was | 
preceded by Mr. Bovcicavutr’s drama of Presumptive Evidence, the 
plot of which is somewhat improbable, and not very pleasing, though | 
cleverly conceived. It was fairly well acted, as was the farce of | 
A Quiet Family, which concluded the evening, and in which (as also 
in the drama) we were glad to recognise great promise— more, perhaps, | 
than promise—in the acting of Mr. C. Sreynz. Mr. Vininc presents | 
a varied and excellent programme, which should ensure large audiences | 
for the handsomely-renovated house in Oxfurd-street. 

WE had occasion to speak of Mz. Ep¢ar Wi.u1AMs’s portrait of the 
Lord Mayor, in the Supplementary Exhibition just closed, as immea- | 
surably superior to Mr. Ricnmonn’s in the Academy. A visit to Mr. 
WIL.1AMs’s studio to see the likeness of Eywarp Carern, the postman- 
poet of Bideford, has confirmed the opinion we entertained of the 
painter’s powers. A speaking— perhaps when we consider the subject | 
we should say “ singing ’’— likeness, rich in all the technical qualities 
as well, is this portrait of the rural singer; and there are other 
portraits of celebrities equally vigorous and truthful to be seen in 
the studio. Mr. Wirrrams may fairly rank as one of our very 
foremost portrait painters: and it is to be regretted that a not un- 
natural ambition is likely ere long to divert to another branch of art | 
one who has the rare talent of recording fleeting expression, and in- 
fusing character into portraiture. 


a 





An Odd Man out. 


Mr. GrenvitLtE Murray is certainly a puzzle. After in England | 
doing all he could to convince us that he was not connected with, and 
disapproves of the Queen’s Messenger, he writes a letter to the Paris | 
Figaro defending that journal. He didnot wish to leave the Conserva- | 
tive Club, and yet one of the things he praises in the Q. M. is that it | 
combats the House of Peers because that body “annuls the decisions of 
the representatives of the people.” In fact, the only thing in which 


he seems to be consistent is inconsistency. 





_ FUN 








Fark Phantom, come! The moon's awake, 
The owl hoots gaily from its brake, 
The blithesome bat’s a-wing. 
Come, soar to yonder silent clouds ; 
The ether teems with peopled shrouds : 
We'll fly the lightsome spectre crowds, 
Thou cloudy, clammy thing ! 


Though there are others, spectre mine, 
With eyes as hollow, quite, as thine, 
That thrill me from above— 
Whose lips are quite as deathly pale, 
Whose voices rival thine in wail 
When, riding on the joyous gale, 
They breathe sepulchral love. 


Still, there’s a modest charm in thee, 
That causes thee to seem to be 
More pure than others are— 
Though rich in calico and bone, 
Thou art not beautiful alone— 
For thou art also good, my own! 
And that is better, far. 


United, we'll defy alarms: 
A death-time in each other's arms 
We'll pass—and fear no dearth 
Of jollity: when Morpheus flits 
O’er mortal eyes, we'll whet our wits, 
And frighten people into fits 
Who did us harm on earth! 


Come, essence of a slumb’ring soul, 
Throw off thy maidenly control 
Un-shroud thy ghastly face! 
Give me thy foggy lips divine, 
And let me press my mist to thine, 
And fold thy nothingness in mine 
In one long damp embrace. 


A Rod in Pickle. 


CZAREVITCH 
Deserves the switch. 





Su 


pologise. 


THE GHOST TO HIS LADYE LOVE. 


[ She does. 


Tue Russian Grand Duke is said to have driven a Colonel in the 
Russian army to commit suicide, by grossly insultin 
refusing even at the Emperor’s command to a 
licked cub is scarcely deserving of a nursery rhyme even, or we would 
immortalise him in the couplet— 


Tus Right direction for Coox’s Excursions :—Turkey and grease. 
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PiIC-NICS A LA PARISIE:s. NE. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


Srr,—It's all very well for your correspondent Firz-Prennrz Pencyi 
to find fault with our taking our fashions from the antique. I object 
to our taking our habits from the French—and bad French, too, like 
that of “Stratford atte Bowe.” 

I was taking a stroll in the country the other day and came upon a 
pic-nic party, ones themselves on the green. They belonged to 
what the Social Historian designates ‘‘the upper middle class’’— and 
they were performing a quadrille in which they out-Schneidered 
SCHNEIDER. 

Surely the ruff of our ancestors is preferable to the roué of our lively 
neighbours. I took the antics down on my thumb-nail and transfer 
the more decorous to paper for your edification. There seems to me 
less fear of our institutions being Americanised than Parisianised. If 
our manners, dances, and dresses are to be Frenchified, sir, I shall 
emigrate—there! Trusting this threat may prove effectual, 

1 am, sir, yours disgustedly, 
Joun Butt, Jun. 


Cameronian Simplicity. 
Tuis is a comical bit of news :— 


A person in Calcutta named Cameron writes to the press seriously proposing a | / 


scientific «xpedition to Borneo in search of tailed men and women, who, he is 
inclined to think, are to be found war dering in the forests there. 
Mr. Cameron has not read Macavutay or he would know that such 
people were to be foundin Italy. Vide the Lays of Ancient Rome, 
which report — 
** And now hath every ci-y 
Sent up her tale of men!” 

One thing seems clear at any rate, that in this instance “‘ the March 

of the Cameron Men”’ is not exactly the March of Intellect. 


And Elcho answers, Where P 


Ir is right it should be known that although “ a light pull” dis- 
qualified some competitors at the late Wimbledon meeting, many more 
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IN TOWN, AND OUT OF TOWN. 


I’m tied to my desk and my papers, 
A captive unwilling in town ; 

While others are cutting their capers 
In ocean, on sands, and on down. 

The effect on my brain’s truly scathing, 
I haven't the spirit to joke. 

While they in the briny are bathing, 
I’m getting the vapours from smoke. 


My neighbours, unmannerly cusses, 
Are off in their yachts for a sail. 

Qn the knife-boards of twopenny "buses 
I ride, or go third-class by rail. 

The air they drink sparkles as clearly 
As Moet’s champagne, freshly poured. 

If J get change of air it is merely 
What Underground tunnels afford. 


Oh, work, cruel work! You forbid man’s 
Enjoyment of brine and of breeze. 

My ocean’s a tub with my Tipman’s— 
My zephyr’s so smoky, I wheeze. 

For I’m tied to my desk and my duties, 
And twenty-four hours are the most 

I can steal for a glimpse at the beauties 
That dwell on—or visit—the coast. 


Well, a holiday better for lack o’, 
A tooth-brush, a collar, a comb, 
In a bag with a pipe and tobacco 
I'll pack, and be off to the foam. 
’T will at least prove a little diversion, 
Of a day my life’s dullness ’twill rob. 
So here goes for a Sunday excursion— 
“To Ocean and back for three bob!”’ 
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COMFORTING COUNSEL FOR THE (JOLLY) DOG-DAYs. 
Pace a temptation in no man’s way: if you chance to have a bottle 
of wine by you, put it out of sight. 


quitted the Camp without finding any “ pull’’ whatever in it. 


A Drericutt Sone to Catcu.—“ The Flying Dutchman.”’ 
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BETTER 2MANAGEMENT. 


VRANCE ’— Zhe Sentimen- 
tal Journey opens— | 
“They manage these 
things better.”’ That’s | 
to say, 
‘Vide the last elections 
there) that no pens 
May wag against the 
wise Imperial sway, 
‘zlse, crammed in prisons, 
thick as pigs show- 








pens, 
The wielders of the 

quills will have to 
‘ay 

For liking such a liberty 
as that, 

By losing freedom—which 
is tit for tat! 


Look at the case of the 


Not Gortrue’sfriend, the 
author of TheRodters, 


But one of the Parisian printing-jobbers, 
Who has been mulcted in no end of “siller ”’ 
(Thousands of francs’ fine, not mere forty-bobbers) 
He first was fined for printing the Rappel, 
Then, for xot printing it, was fined as well! 


Of Wallenstein, and Tell, the tyrant killer, 


‘‘They manage these things better, sir, in France ’’— 
And sooth to say, if this is a fair specimen 
They are on points of justice in advance, 
Just as-on points of fashion, too, their dressy men 
And ladies finely-clad lead Fod/et’s dance, — 
Though it mayn’t please your Agincourt and Creci men 
To own that by the Frenchmen we are beaten 
In all that’s dressed to be admired—or eaten ! 


“In France ’’—as I have twice already quoted— 
“They manage these things better.’”’ So says STERNE ; 
And if election-dodgery he denoted, 
They’ve earned his praises by the ballot-urn 
Whereby that candidate was most promoted 
Whom Government was anxious to return ! 
But there’s one thing I trust they’ll never manage, 
To make this isle, to ruin and to rack sent, 
Of their dominion (please excuse the.accent, 
I am compelled to call it) —- an appdnage. 


Law or Justice P 


Tue Law Journal, commenting on recent police perjuries, says :— 


It is neither desirable nor possible to destroy that esprit de corps, which induces 
the members of the force to supp ort one another, without regard to the obligation 
to speak nothing but the truth. 


We certainly doubt the possibility, but we must be excused by the | 
Journal if we insist on the desirability, of getting rid of the cause of | 
such persistent perjuries. Such esprit de corps is likely to bring the 
corps into bad odour. 


———— 





A Female Duel. 


A pvet took place near Genoa the other day between two nuns. 
They exchanged pistol-shots, but of course were nun the worse. It | 
would have saved many a heartburn in the Sauri case if the nunnery 
had adopted the summary method. They would not have hurt one 
another half as much with pistols as with tongues. 


Diplomatic. 


Ir is rumoured that one of the conditions on which Mr. Mortey is 
instructed to insist with regard to the settlement of the Ala bama claims | 
is that we shall receive Gzorcr Francis Train in England — and keep | 
him here. The condition is a hard one, but then the Grea t Vance is | 
going to America, so that may be accounted to strike the ba lance. 


MUSICAL MEM. 


of our modern “songs” thoroughly deserve to be 


A GooD man 
y they put one out so terribly. 


called ‘‘ strains, 





Tue most Erricrent GOVERNMENT-INePEecTOR.—The Public. 


FUN. 


| of the metropolis. 


| Casual papers, and were prompted by something better, 
| the passing popularity of those articles. 


unhappy ScHILuER— | 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Inhis Seven Curses of London (Rivers) Mr. JAMEs GREENWOOD does 
worthy work. Without sensationalism, and with uncompromising 
courage, he lays bare the social ulcers which are spreading in the midst 
) Mr. Greenwoop’s acquaintance with, and study of 
from a far earlier period than the Amateur 
therefore, than 
We cordially recommend 

this most interesting book to all thinking men, though we know that 
in so doing we are recommending what will cause many a kind heart 
!to ache. But such heart-aches are wholesome and beneficial. 


| “Mr. Warter THornsury’s Vicar's Courtship (Hurst AND BLACKETT) 
is a thrilling story, smartly told. Some of the characters are capitally 
drawn, and the descriptive portions abound in artistic touches. There 
| will be noted a regrettable looseness and carelessness here and there, 
which though ‘they donot-mar the story, do Mr. THornauRy’s powers 
an injustice. There‘is‘much freshness in some of the figures he dashes 
| in on his eanvas, and:even those of less unfamiliar type have a life 
‘about them. ‘We «must-confess, however, that we like Julia Beau- 
flower ‘better than ‘the ‘heroine, who like most heroines is too clever 


these important topics, date 


and good. The Vicar is*well-drawn, and so is the Major. We shall 
‘not spoil our readers’ ‘pleasure by giving any hint of the story, which 
‘they better read for themselves. 


Nonsense Rhymes. 


Lines that halt, 

As if they’re knock-kneed, 
Owe their fault 

To rhyming Cockney’ d. 


And so—although belles 
Should never show legs— 

It seems that Bow bells 
Occasion Bow legs, 





Clubbable Ladies. 


THERE has been so much talk about Clubs for ladies, that we must 
cut the following paragraph out of an American paper :— 
Julia Gibbs and Ellen Woodson, both c )loured, recently fought a duel with clubs, 


seconds being present, at Richmond, Virginia. The woman Ellen was so badly 
injured th:t she died on the field. Jealousy was the cause. 


We trust the story, like the ladies, is highly “coloured,” and will 
turn out to be merely a case of black-balling rather than black- 
mauling. 


‘‘THE WORLD WAS ALL BEFORE HIM, WHERE TO CHOOSE.” 


Wuat servant has the largest field for his labour ? One who has to 
mind the outside of his master’s shop. 





Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are aceom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


A. E. T. W.—Your general versification is so good, you ought to know 
that ‘‘carol’’ and “apparel ”’ are not rhymes. 
Tx author of “ ruminations of a doctor’s boy’’ must have been “ chew- 
mg Oe cud of sweet (nitre) and bitter (aloes).”’ 
. C, (Kensington). —We trust the r you sing has a clearer run than 
the verses. 
“MAkay come up!”’—not that we mean anything rude, but as your 
signature is illegible we must quote your title, 
. E. B.— . ites be seen to. 
RE B.—Thanks. I hall 
ASTONISHMENT. —We hope we didn’t frighten you out of your wits. 
LunatTic.—Well, you may be Your joke was cracked long since. 
Eaknest.—We sympathise with you—just sympathise with us, as a 


return. 

ALIqvUIs —Sup you supply us with some more of your aliquizzery. 

J.C.—We oak oe will seal the book you name. . 

S. H. (Kentish Town).—Answer awaits you at the office. 

WELL-WISHER. —Sorry we can’t satisfy you. 

L. 8. (Oxford-street).—You will see we have not let the subject drop. 
Onr spirits may be BruceD but not broken. 

Decli with thanks :—T. V., Cuddington ; Gilbert, Neweastle ; W. B.; 
G. §., Finsbury; T. W., Westbourne-park; A. L., Knightsbridge ; 
F. A. G., Lambeth; N. S., Weaste; J. S., Liverpool; L. E. R., Fahan ; 
S. W.; An Old Reader; Reporter; G. M. B., Wimbledon; E. W., 
Brighton; E. 8, Newbury; R. J. W., Granville-street ; B. B., Belfast ; 
R. Dalston ; 8. K., Leeds; T. W.; Civis Romanus; B. 8., C street ; 
Longeevus; A Merry Cuss; M. J. B.; Vis Comica; Nepenthe; T. J., 
Brighton ; B., Salisbury; Ga!lery’un; Frenchy; Nobiscum; M., South 
Molton-street; G. B., er X. X.; F. S., Walton-on-Thames; 
Utrumque ; Leitrim (Signature Illegible) ; M. N. S.; J. C. M., Dublin> 
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APPL OR POOR 


| TOLLED YOU SO! 


Jocose Velocipedestrian :—“ WuHAt’s To PAY, Guy’NoR!”’ 
Matter-of-fact Pikeman :—“ Cann’? YER READ—‘ ANYTHING HAVING TWO WHEELS, DRAWN BY A HORSE oO” an ass... 3d.’—TAKE IT 


THROUGH, AND DOWN WITH THE THRUPPENCB!”’ 


A SNEER NOT A SMILE. 
We extract the following paragraph from the Pali Mall :— 


We are becoming almost surfeited with surgical luxuries. Not content with 
chloroform, science has produced a knife which cuts so rapidly that the person 
operated upon feels no pain. The method was fully explained the other day to the 
British Medical Association by Dr. Richardson, the inventor, who also has written 
to the 7imes contra.icting a statement which appeared in the papers to the effect 
that a rabbit was ea ing its dinner in front, while it was being cut to ribbons in the 
rear by the instrument in question. Dr. Richardson tells us this wasnot the case, 
no animal whatever was allowed the privilege of being subjected to experiment, but 
he was anxious to make an experiment by way of illustration,on his own body. Un- 
fortunately ‘*‘ he was prevented at the last moment, by an accidental breakage of the 
instrument, from carrying out the demonstration.” It must have been a sad disap- 

intment, but it is satisfactory to feel that the knife can be mended, and that the 
Cornea doctor is ready. he assures us, to repeat experiments on his own body, which 
he has already tried with success. We hope next time there will be no contretemps, 
and that he will find no reason to regret the confidence he evidently reposes in his 


new knife. 
Had that appeared in Fun, we hope it would have been called a brutal 
jest on an inappropriate subject— for those who laugh best are the kind- 
earted ; and no kind-hearted man can read that without disgust. Dr. 
Ricuwarpson, the inventor of Local Anesthesia, has been an immense 
benefactor to suffering human-kind, and it is characteristic of him that 
he should not have tortured an innocent and harmless animul, as it is 
characteristic that he should have the confidence, courage, and self- 
sacrifice to make personal experience of his new boon to his fellow- 


creatures. Bearing in mind how greatly he has alleviated the suffer- 
ings of the finely-strung and delicately-constituted, a comic paper 
refuses to echo in the spirit in which it was written the last sentence 
of Gentility Press-onified. But we wish Dr. Ricuarpson success in 
his humane undertaking, and applaud his courageous devotion to the 


good of others. 


Dinner and Dynasty. 
However much people may accuse the present Ministry of revolu- 
tionary and republican tendencies, it is pretty plain from the hotel se- 
lected for the whitebait dinner, that they are loyal to the House of 


*“ Brunswick.”’ 


Great Guns. 

Tue cest of the Naval Review at Spithead, given in honour of the 
Sultan the year before last, was nearly nine thousand pounds. The 
Sultan could hardly have been aware when he heard the salute which 
was fired that it came practically from a nine thousand pounder. 


Foreign Intelligence. 


Tue Grand Duke of Baden is seriously ill. A pair of slippers has 
been ordered for the army, that it may not disturb the invalid, while 


it is on guard. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO.. 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESCIMATES, 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public 
List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, 
e), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 


Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


FOURTEEN-ROUMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordin Catalo 
various Rooms, and enabling Seiending J 
whole house. 


nerally for a Catalogue, or Price 
TEN and 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 
Printed by JUDD & GLABS, Phoonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Angust 14. 1360. 
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PETSE LIER S FOS Y: 
Y Fairy Estrabagunce, 


CHAPTER VI.—(Continvzp.) 


dw this particular morning the Archduke had been less ferocious 
than usual. He only threw his slippers at her, because his 
boots had not yet been brought up-stairs. His flinging the 
toast rack at her because his third cup of coffee was rather 
cold was so slight an attention it could Sendly be considered any- 
thing. When, however, he roared aloud for his boots, openly de- 
claring that he wanted them in order that he might at once set out to 
seize on Aphania, the Princess gave a little shriek. 

“‘' What, invade Aphania, Fizpororr! No such thing!” 

“No such thing, indeed! How dare you interfere, Miss?” 
bellowed His Grace, snatching up a plate of buttered toast and launch- 
ing it at his sister’s head. The Princess, who had had some practice 
dodged the missile adroitly. 

“‘ You can’t invade my kingdom—you shan’t—it’s mine! ”’ 

“Yours! Pshaw! 





phasised the “‘ you”’ by discharging the sugar basin at his sister. 


‘Monster! ’’ screamed the lady, rising defiantly above the hailstorm | 


of sugar nobs, ‘“ monster—you know that is untrue, and that he may 
be restored at any moment to wed me, and then I will be avenged.’ 
“Humph!”’ said the Duke, “if he was fool enough to propose to 


marry you then, he certainly would know better than to think of it | 


now, when you're as old and as ugly as his great grandmother! ”’ 

“T’ll appeal to the husbands of my sisters!’ said the Princess, 
with dignity. 

This was an unpleasant threat—out of sixteen brothers-in-law he 
might well expect to meet with some who would oppose his unprin- 
cipled scheme of aggrandisement. The Archduke scowled, and 
stretched out his hand for the poker, which seemed the only logic left 
him to close the argument. But all of a sudden the gloomy expres- 
sion changed for one of pleasure. He burst into a loud guffaw. 

“Look here, you old cat! Am I not the most affectionate brother 
in the world? I’m going to invade Aphania because I consider that 
you are its rightful sovereign. There, what do you say to that ?”’ 

“‘T don’t believe a word of it,’’ said his sister frankly. 

“‘T don’t care whether you do or not—other people will.” 

“But you can’t conquer Aphania! They would beat you disgrace- 
fully, as you deserve!’’ 

‘“* No they won’t, because they are in a state of open rebellion almost, 
being discontented with their present ruler, and my offer to place the 
wife of their beloved Rumri1 on the throne would ensure my success.” 

“Then I'll have my ever-lamented Rumt1 restored to life if you do,” 
said the lady spitefully. 

‘No you won’t, for first of all I shall break the old image up to 
mend the roads with, and have another made like it, and then all the 
honest men in the world may touch it till their fingers are sore !’’ 

And I regret to say that his Serene Highness the Archduke was so 
delighted with this idea that he put his hands on his knees like Clown 
in the pantomime, and waggled his head and said “ Yah!”’ 





Now if there was one thing more than another which exasperated 
the generally amiable Princess NINNIASTERAFINA, it was her brother's 
performance of the pantomimic feat just recorded and his utterance of 
that irritating monosyllable “ Yah.” She could not bear it, so without 
more ado she threw the coffee pot at him. He retaliated with the 
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FUN. 


! Why don’t you know that some kind fairy | 
changed old Ruri into a stone figure in order to save him from the | 
misery of marrying you, you old fright?’’ and the Archduke em- | 
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kettle, and a battle royal ensued. The noise became so loud that 
it reached the kitchen where the Archducal footmen were. Those 
gallant fellows knew what the uproar meant. 

“‘ There's their R’y'l Ighnesses hat it agin. Let’s go andclear up!” 

Whereupon they went up in a body, and at once removed every- 
thing from the room. The Archduke and the Princess having then 
no missiles left to throw, left off throwing, and peace was restored. 

“Send me the Chief Secretary,” said the Archduke to the head 
footman ; ‘tell him to bring pens, ink, and paper —and, here, stop, tell 
him I shall want some ‘declaration-of-war’ forms—he can get them at 
the nearest stationer’s, and ’’—his Serene Highness added after a pause 
—‘ Tomkins, you'd better order in a new breakfast service.” 








CHAPTER VII. 


REMSKY IN RAPTURES. 


TueEre dwelt in Aphania at this time a rag-gatherer whose name 
was Raccatti, and who had an only son called Remsxy, apprenticed 
to a market-gardener whose garden was without the city gates. 

The market-gardener was employed to supply peas to the palace 
for the Royal pigeons, and the youthful Remsxy was entrusted with 
the task of conveying the peas every week to the Lord High Pigeoner. 

You must not fora moment suppose that there were any Royal 
ros No such thing! There had been once upon a time, but so 

ong ago that the very pigeon-cotes had tumbled into decay and gone 
the way of all firewood. Inthe reign of Gororivs, who was a great 

ourmand, and in fact died of a oan produced by an overfeast of 
arks’ tongues stewed in truffles, the whole of Aphania was over-run, or 
I should perhaps say overflown, with pigeons. That dainty monarch 
considered that pigeons were made only to lie with their feet sticking 
out through pie crust—and he adored pigeon pie. So he kept a 
multitude of pigeons, and appointed a Lord Pigeoner to look after them. 
In order to restrain the birds from injuring the crops of his subjects, the 
King commanded the Lord Pigeoner to supply them with fifty bushels 
of peas daily, to be thrown down in the palace courtyard. After the 
death of Goraivs, his son and successor, having become rather bored 
with pigeon-pie, which he had had every day for dinner since he was a 
boy, allowed the birds to be killed, and eaten by his subjects. The 
Lord High Pigeoner, however, was a man of great influence, so the 
young King did not dare to interfere with his perquisites and dignity. 
So the Lord Pigeoner continued—long after the last pigeon had made 
its acquaintance with pie-crust—to order in the fifty bushels of peas, 
daily. For the market-gardener who supplied the for which the 
Privy Purse paid, supplied the Lord Pigeoner with fruit and vege- 
tables all the year round gratis. Of course his lordship did not care 
to relinquish this profit, and the peas were sent in every day. 

It was the etiquette of the Court of Aphania—as, I have read, it is 
also of every other Court—never to notice anything. Wherefore the 
peas were allowed to accumulate—to the no small inconvenience of 
those about the court—and nobody said a word about them, until the 
King one morning going out to cross the courtyard was nearly 
knocked down by a rush of peas directly he opened his private door. 
The new monarch was young and inexperienced, so without calling his 
Ministers together, he ordered the peas to be instantly removed. He 
was obeyed. But before long he found that he had been guilty of a 
crime against the constitution. 

The Lord Chamberlain explained to His youthful Majesty that his 
interference with the peas precedent was dangerous and most uncon- 
stitutional—that monarchs had lost their crowns, and heads too some- 
times, for less. But he proposed a way out of the difficulty. Of 
course the Lord High Pigeoner must still order in the and the 
oe must still be delivered in the courtyard as heretofore; but His 

acred Majesty might appoint a Lord Comptroller of the Peas who 
would have those vegetabies conveyed from the courtyard to a con- 
venient and capacious warehouse in which they could be stored, to be 
dispensed gratuitously to the poor in the form of pea-soup. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 18th, 1869. 


WJ E have often deplored the state of the Poor Law, and urged the 
necessity of amendment. The Poor Law Board is not perfect 


by any means, and has most deservedly been condemned more 

than once. But it is at least under better Government than 
the Board of Guardians. Intelligent people belong to it, and do their 
best to realize the intention of the Poor Law; whereas the Guardians 
are not selected from a class remarkable for brilliancy, and their object 
is to keep down the rates—except for their own little feeds. 

Under these circumstances, the Poor Law Board must be supported 
against the St. Pancras Board. ‘Of two evils choose the least,’ and 
when we find the Board supporting an officer whom the Guardians are 
suspending for what looks like consideration for the pauper, we shall 
back the Poor Law Board. 

And the Nation will do the same.’ Brrirannta, looking on the strug- 
gling poor, flung into the cruel ‘waves of the devouring sea of 
Pauperism, by the wreck of Trade, and the badness of the times, is 
glad to think they have so poor a plank to cling to as the Poor Law 
Board. Better that, than they should be flung defenceless on the 
“mercy ”’ of the Guardians. 





Tue Saturday Review has taken up the case of the Home Secretary 
and the Police, in its usual spirit. Like the Advocatus Diaboli, it 
prefers singularity, and will argue against common sense and the 
opinions of the majority and the well-informed, rather than seem to go 
with the herd. 

Unfortunately this desire leads it into blunders. It states that — 

Mr. Knox in the exercise of his discretion—and he is anything but an indiscreet 
person—thought the balance of evidence was against the police, and said so. He 
said that he did not believe their story; but did believe the story of the accused. 
He did not say the police were perju’ed ruffians ; nor did he use the word perjury at 
all. Only he could not see his way to accept their account of the row, and he re- 
jected their evidence. 

Now what does “disbelieving their story,” ‘not accepting their 
account,”’ or “ rejecting their evidence’’ mean, if it does not mean that 
the magistrate thought the police had on oath given false witness — had, 
in short, committed “the act of wilfully making a false oath when 
lawfully administered’’? If that is not perjury perhaps the Saturday 
Review will define what perjury is. It would seem to have odd notions 
on the subject, for it says of this case in which the witnesses flatly con- 
tradicted cach other, that it is not necessarily a matter of perjury on 
one side or the other! It may perhaps divide such offences into 
“taradiddles,”’ “ fibs,”’ ‘ white lies,’’ and so on, in a sliding scale, or 
think there is a form of peeler’s as of “lover's perjuries’’’ at which 
Jove laughs. If this lax morality does not cause the Saturday’s special 
pleading, we have only one other solution of the puzzle it presents of 
taking up a bad cause with its eyes open. That solution is not a 
pleasant one, but the prominence given in the article to the name of 
*« CnHarues Bovrett, M.A., Oxon,” the father of one of the bank-clerks, 
suggests it. Mr. Bovrgit may have given offence on other grounds, to 
some member of that clerical element, which divides (if we may apply 
the term to such congenial co-operation) the sway of the Saturday 
with the feminine element. A generous adversary would have spared 


a man in such a trouble, but a writer, who fancies a man can be for- | 


sworn without committing perjury, and prefers to fly in the teeth of the 
magistrate who tried the case, the witnesses who were present, and the 
deliberate opinion of the general public, must be strangely constituted. 
We wish him no worse fate than that he should fall into the hands of 


his pet police, and discover by experience the real meaning of perjury. | hibition of the arms of 


The Old Hundredth. 
Tue Chester Chronicle says that a woman by,name ELizaneTru 
Howe tt, residing at Ridley, has just entered her hundredth year. 
How-well she has worn! 


Belle Ringers. 


Ong hundred women are stated to have been present recently at 
a prize fight in Massachusetts. We fear the marriageable men in those 
party must be very slow to take a hint, or the women would never have 
Ring 


The Fashionable Tie. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 128. 


BENEATH the ocean, ’tis a fearsome thought, 
Will many merry tourists there be sought, 
When this thing is accomplished, to a town 
’T will go that fronts a tall cliff and a down. 


1. You'll taste it in curry, and ever ’tis blest 
By the chemists, we know, as an alkali test. 


2. Ah, me! how sweet by some fair stream, 
To read the poet’s wondrous dream, 
And know how in that golden age 
The name that graced the pleasant page, 
Was dear in great Ex1za’s time, 
Enshrined in that immortal rhyme, 


3. If you hold in proper awe 
All the mandates of the law; 
You will, like a lad at school, 
Recognise this; done by rule. 


4. A title we know in the lands Oriental, 
Remember’d especially as his who sentall 
His wretches to prey on our soldiers, unruly 
They wax'd in the end, and we wallop’d them duly. 


5. Weary of the summer sun 
Though the day has just begun ; 
Weary of the sky and sea, 

All things ‘weary are to me; 
So this word will well express 
All my utter weariness. 


6. They hang very often where grasses are rank, 
Beneath the fair alders that shadow the bank ; 
All over the map of our England they’re clear, 
And, lastly, you see them spread out for you here. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 126.—Practice, Dartmoor: Pad, Riga, 
Arbour, Cut, Term, Idro, Coo, Err. 


SoLuTIons OF Acrostic No. 126, REckIvED August 11.—None correct. 
_—<——— 


Wanted—very much. 


We are glad to conclude from an advertisement in a. contemporary 
that domestic service has its prizes and rewards. 
WANTED, a steady, aged, industrious GENERAL SERVANT in‘a family of four 

who can undertuke plain cooking. Wages £12. All found:—Apply &c., &c. 

It is comforting to think that steadiness and industry may in old 
age find such a sinecure as the post of cook and maid-of-all-work 
to -— four people, with the splendid remuneration of a pound a 
month ! 


A Pointed Allusion. 


IMPERIAL favours are cheap. The French Emperor gives his 
subjects six points as a boon ;—it needs more than sixty and six points 
to become the fortunate possessor of our beloved Queen’s Prize. 


Not Forgetting the Kingfisher. 


As fashion leads, the fair sex are readily drawn; let us, however, 
hope that, now the Sea Birds’ Preservation Bill has passed into law, 
they will show that they are not of so dvc-tile a nature as to counte- 
nance any future attempt to “ bonnet-up”’ the plumes of aquatic birds. 





Bow Wow. 
Our worthy contemporary The Architect finds fault with the ex- 
rleans, surmounted by a royal crown, over the 
entrance to a canine repository in Seven Dials, as an intimation of the 
patronage of a member of the House in question. Our contemporary 
surely needs not to be surprised or aggrieved to find that the Orleans 
Dynasty has “ gone to the dogs.’’ 


A New Move. 


Tue Westminster Papers-are professedly devoted to the interests of 
chess, but they contain some very outspoken dramatic criticism, which 


| seems intended to give “check” to little games on other “boards” 
_ than chequered ones. 


driven to demonstrate in such a way how they are wedded to the | 


Le Boxe. 


Ir is to be feared that pugilism, happily well-nigh stamped out in 
England, is finding favour in France. Every reader of newspapers 


Tuere is no foundation for the rumour that_the Siamese Twins shot | must have observed that certain members of the French Legislature 


off their tie at Wimbledon. 


have lately shown themselves very “ handy with The Left.” 
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A SUMMER PASTORAL. ~ <a 
CorYDON AND PHYLLIS. 

Corydon. 
| 











Now roses bloom anew, love, 
Now Summer's on her throne, 
How thrilling sweet with you, love, 
To wander forth alone. 
PhyVis. 
Thanks! still to other modes, sir, 
Of bliss, I'd rather trust ; 
I know these country roads, sir, 
Are ankle-deep with dust. 

Corydon. | 
Then to your arbour come, love, | 
There flowers in myriads gleam, 

| 


A A LTT 


There bees with drowsy hum, love 
Will prompt the waking dream. 
Phyliis. 
True, sleep would from us fly, sir, 
A swarm of wasps is there ; 
I'd scream—faint—almost die, sir, 
If one buzzed in my hair. 


? 


Corydon. 
Then by yon crystal brook, love, 
That purls through walls of flowers ; 
In cool and mossy nook, love, 
We'll pass some golden hours. 
Phyjilis. 
For such a quiet place, sir, 
I own my spirit pants ; 











But then I dare not face, sir, | ‘ . \; , 
A host of gnats and ants. wR 7 , 
Corydon. | | xg ree 
Then name some haunt of thine, love, | ‘ 
Some calm, delicious shade ; * —_ 
Thy choice will, too, be mine, love, en al nar = 
k and be obeyed. 
ee DOWN ON HIM. 
y ° 
I will; but then despair, sir Sally (to Sympathising Curaté) :-— WEAK OR WICKED, SIR? We tt, I CAN'T 
To onnahs tad charming spot ; say. I THINK THE POOR CRITTUR’S TROUBLED WI’ LIGHTNESS IN THE HEAD.” 
For ’tis—I heed not where, sir— Curate :—*“ Dorsn’T LooK 80, SALLy.”’ 
Some place where you are not. Sally :—‘*‘ MAYBE NOT, SIR, BUT YE KNOW— 
—_—_—_—_—_ ‘We mustn't take things by their looks, 
Tue Frrst Rose or Summer.— Hedge -rows. Nor the parson by his books!’ ”’ 
Buoys versus Man. ON A TEAR. 
Tue following extract is from the letter of an officer of H.M.S. 


| 

‘Miaieaers (Suzgested by Rocens’s very beautiful lines on a “ Tear.’’) | 
The man’s name who a overboard and was drowned en our passage to Bio de Ou, that the tailor’s modish art | 

Janeiro was William Higgins. The ship was only going seven knots an hour at | i our asure 

the time, and although the service buwy at present in use in the Royal Navy was Ss Could — Grousers to — . 

let go immediately, and the man was seen by some on buard actually to reach and ecure and strong in every part, 


get hold of the buoy, yet when the boat got up to the buoy the unfortunate sailor | A source of inexpensive pleasure! 
could r.ot be found, and was never seen afterwards. There can be no doubt that . ‘ 
had the buoy been a proper one, this man would have been saved, and I believe it | I little thought, mistrustless swell, 


is pretty generally acknowledged throughout the service that the useless thing that 


Whose garments Snip AnD Sugars supp'y, 
has been for so many years supplied to the Navy, has been the means of drowning 


That trousers were but made—to sell — 


many more men than it has ever saved, and the sooner it is knocked out of the 


service for something more efficient the better for Jack. | The test of gullibility ! 

This is somewhat strong confirmation of Mr. Baxrter’s statement | Yet, though these hands had scarce arrayed 
that the Admiralty has been doing business with firms that were In tourist togs my ugly body, 
“simply not respectable,’ and that some of the officials were not The fabric frail my trust betrayed, 


guiltless in the matter. Meanwhile, until we can purge the Admiralty | 
and make its tradespeople honest, why does not the National. Life Boat | 
Society, or the Sailors’ Home Committee, act on our suggestion, thrown 
out long since—and collect the corks at hotels, &c., to make life-belts, | 
to be given to poor Jack P 


I thought it cloth, but found it shoddy. 


What power malignant sent thee here, 
Vile rent, my piece of mind to rob, 

To prove these flimsy bags were dear, 
Though bought for only sixteen bob ? 

















: Here must I, sorrowing, wait repairs, 
Good Foundations. And moralize the mournful scene, 
Mr. Jostan Mason, of Birmingham, has rivalled the great Pgzanopy. My sad refrain, “ ‘Tears, hideous tears, 
He has given Two hundred and sixty thousand pounds to the local poor, | I know; confound them, what they mean?” 
in the form of Almshouses and Schools. All honourtohim! But less | C J with silver finger-sheath 
wealthy people should not be discouraged by the magnitude of such wi ste thie 2 eeu seen heal- my: woes ' 
munificence. 7 an all be Moots, oe the foundations of such C ; armed like Gunrrvs to the teeth; 1 
structures unaided, but.we may be brick-layers, and each.contribute | as . ' 
our brick to the building. And bid-the' yawning chaarrto: clove! 
“ Tue Ciry Press.’’—Outside the Fun-office on Wednesday. | Surraste Spot ror a Brass Bann Conrest.—Tooting Common. 
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UNDER THE CLIFFS. 


I pon’t agree, Sir Editor, 
With your remark—you said it, or 
You wrote it—that contributors should never take a holiday. 
For where, pray, had your outline been, 
Had I not in the scout-line been, 
Enjoying with your artist by the sea a very jolly day ? 


Beneath the cliff, the dears, they sat— 
Just as the sketch appears they sat— 
And swells were all meandering, and ogling the delightful ones. 
(Of all the youths that e’er I saw, 
The very strangest there I saw— 
A few of them were oddities, and most of them were frightful ones.) 


The children gaily skipping were, 
On heaps of sand, or dipping were 
Where at its furthest limit broke the tide-line effervescently 
(Your artist, sir, he spoke upon 
The way the water broke upon 
The shore,—he said ’twas soda-water opening incessantly). 


We wished that you were there with us, 
Our holiday to share with us— 
Provided you abstained from talk of early blocks, and copy, sir. 
We wished no power despotic in 
A scene with such narcotic in 
Its atmosphere— we seemed to breathe the odour of the poppy, sir. 


So down he sat and drew the block— 
I wrote the verse unto the block— 
And then we sent it off to Town and sauntered by the sea again. 
But writing up to blocks like that, 
While sitting on the rocks like that, 
I fancy, Mr. Editor, you scarcely will catch me again! 


For while I sat a-scribbling on, 
(The stream of verse but dribbling on) 
The darlings wandered oy me— fair enough to tempt St. Antony. 
(You know how Beauty painted is, 
Who leaning o’er The Sainted is— 
I can’t resist her witchery, and ask myself “ how can Tony ?’’) 








ae 


| 





So if I have not writ enough, 
Or if I give not wit enough 
To make the verses fit enough—(I labour double “ if”’s under) 
Please score it to the tresses, and 
The dresses, and caresses, and 
The Lizzies Annies, Bessies, and the other dears the Cliffs under ! 


A Testimonial. 


Nor very long since our amusing friend the French correspondent 
of the Daily Telegraph, was detected in the slight blunder of describing 
a féte at St. Cloud asa splendid moonlight effect, when unluckily it 
took place on a night when there was no moon. A few days ago he 
went into a rhapsody about “ the ceaseless singing of the nightingales 
in the Bois de Boulogne ’’—and this in July! His employers should 
really open their hearts and their purse-strings, and present him witha 
few handbooks. Failing their generosity, we venture to hope the 
public, to whom this imaginative writer has given so much delight, 
may be induced to open a penny subscription to present him with an 
Almanac, and Mawnders’s Treasury of Natural Histery. 





Dickery, Dickery, Dock. 

A TELEGRAM has been received, stating that “The Bermuda Dock 
hove-to off Bermuda, on the 28th July. Weather fine.” We are 
glad to learn that “the still vexed Bermoothes”’ were less vexed than 
still on so important an occasion. 





Strange if True. 
A conTeMPoRARY states that Esrner Lyons, the young Jewess, 


| whose kidnapping by a Dissenting Minister has created such a scandal, 





is about to go upon the stage. We hope her pious kidnappers are 
satisfied with the result of their efforts! 


Historical. 
Tue Principal of St. Mark’s College, Chelsea, has applied for an in- 
junction against the Captive Balloon. History repeats itself—here’s 
another CRoMWELL saying “take away that bubble! 


(Avavsr 21, 1869. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
Mr. Bovcicavutt is not the father of sensational drama, indeed the 


relations seem rather the reverse. But at any rate it has been the only | 
field in which his success is undoubted, and we are therefore the more | 


surprised to see him apparently trying to give it its deathblow at 


Drury Lane, in Formosa. That such a piece should be licensed for the | ss ; 


stage says volumes for the Lord Chamberlain, who can write letters 
about the length of ballet girls’ skirts, over which he has no juris- 
diction, but allows the representation of a piece, to which we are 


compelled to warn gentlemen from taking their wives, their sisters, or | 


their sons. The heroine ofthe piece is Anomyma or Skittles— Formosa 
for the nonee, which Mr. Bovucicavit (whose knowledge of Latin 


seems on a par with his acquaintance with the Universities) translates | 
as “the most beautiful.’’ When we have said that her villaat Fulham | 


and its boudoir are the principal scenes of the piece, we have said all 
we are able to recommend it to Paterfamilias. 

The piece is a combination of On the Cards, and Flying Scud, with 
the morality by Dumas junior. If it has anything to recommend it, it 
is the absurdity of everything in it which touches on Oxford life. Mr. 
Bovcicautr depicting the manners and customs of gentlemen at the 
University is very much in the position of the shoeblack who gave a 
description of the habits of the aristocracy. University men will be 
amused to learn that the Oxford eight is more than six months in 
training under a pugilist !—that its stroke (who while “in residence”’ 
lives with a College tutor at the latter’s vicarage somewhere near 
Tffley !) has chambers in the Albany, and is sotaken upwith the vicious 

easures of town, that he never goes out with the eight during 
its last weeks of traiming, and is only induced to consider his position 
and his duty by the fact that book-makers have money on the boat; 
not that the honour of the University depends on him :—and these 

iderations are urged by the coxswain—an earl! 

They will also learn for the first time, that both the crews habitually 
run about town in a flannel costume, which partakes as. much of cricket- 
ing as of boating, and that College tutors (with vicarages near Iffley) 
allow undergraduates the closest intimacy with their nieces and wards, 
and adopt the daughters of convicts. 

The piece is written for the last scene— intended for Barnes bridge, 
and not ‘so very unlike it (though it ¢s brick instead of iron) considering 
that it has been evolved from inner consciousness, and has a City Barge 
moored in one of its arches. The race is represented by moving figures 
for which we can at least say that they do not row worse, and do keep 
better time than the eight on the stage, whom Mr. Bovctcautt puts 
through their style in the first scene. 

If impossibility, impropriety, and a dubious moral constitute sensa- 
tion drama, Mr. Bovcicavtr is to be congratulated. 

As for the acting, it was better than the piece deserved, and the 
performers did their best with dialogue much below Mr. Bovctcautt's 
standard. Muxs. Biniinctron was admirable, Mr. Rouse was good, and 
Mr. Howarp made a creditable debit. Mr. Brirrarn Wricut will be 
capital when he has toned down. Muss Brennan was excellent, and 
Miss Datton was pleasing. Muss Ropeers did her best with .a diffi- 
cult part, varying between Vice and a gold wig and Virtue with raven 
braids. Mr. Fisner was gentlemanly and p!easantly wicked, and Mr. 
Ikvinc made a capital villain, but Compton Kerr being described as a 
gentleman, failed in quite realising his characteristics. 

Of course the piece is a success, and will draw crowded houses — more 
credit to the Lord Chamberlain, and Mr. Bovcitcautt! But we cannot 
but think it will injure the interests of the stage and do irreparable 
damage to sensation plays, among those whose opinion is of more 
importance to the drama than crowded houses and noisy audiences. 


A Poser—and a Proposer. 


We honestly admit the following advertisement puzzles us :— 
LADY of experience seeks a comfortable HOME in the neighbourhood of 
London. Duties not menial. Would not object to tuition for a few hours 
daily, where the children are young. She cffers a small salary.—Address D., &c. 
The advertiser offers to teach children for some hours a day—and 
pay their parents a salzry for allowing her to do so. She objects to 
‘menial duties,”’ we see ; but if she did not, we suppose she would offer 
her employers “ liberal wages.” We should think she was not long in 


finding a place. 





Going Out of Bloom. 


Mrs. Boomer has abandoned the style of dress which she invented, 
and to which she gave her name. Will her followers follow ‘her ex- 
ample in this? Or will some of the strong-minded outs hold out like 
“the last rose of summer, left Bloomering alone ?”’ 


A Be-knighted Being. 
Mr. W. Wricut, chairman of the Hull Dock Company, has been 
knighted, as another instance of the Wright man in the right place, we 
presume. 7 








| humour”’ does not make a man awit, any more than 


THE BARD AND THE BABOON. 
AR off in tropic climes, where broad 


lagoons 

Sleep in the sunlight, dwell the blest 
baboons ; 

There happy monkeys swing from tree 
to tree, 

From clothes enfranchised and from 
trouble free. 

Care for the morrow never wrings their 
souls, 

Nor thought of butcher's bill, or price 
of coals. 


No daily paper for their breakfast 
waits ; 
To darken morning with the night's 


debates. 
No last new novel e’er their peace 
assails, 


Not called upon to read—e’en their own tales ! 
Oh, blest baboons, too blest, if they but knew, 
Their joys how many,.and their cares how few. 


Thus far the bard had sung the theme he chose, 
When, ’neath his casement sudden sounds arose— 
A grunting, squeaking and discordant strain, 

And still repeated o'er and o’er again. 

In vain upon such discord words to vent— 

In wild despair he to the window went. 

And lo! an organ, an Italian ground, 

Gave forth that long-drawn and lugubrious sound. 
But oh, what made the bard his pen let drop — 
There was a monkey sitting on the top, 

Tricked out in mimicry of human guise, 

But with a look of sorrow in his eyes 

That spoke a mind constrained o’er ills to brood, 
O’er task severe, lost freedom, and small food. 
The poet reads the lesson opportune, 

And ne’er again will wish him a baboon. 








Wolf! 

A LicutHovse has been erected on the dangerous Wolf rock at the 
entrance of ‘the channel off the Cornish ‘coast. We trust that this will 
save many a “ship” (in the dialect of the Western agriculturist) from 
the jaws of the wolf. 


' Turn it Up! 
WE have heard of joints being “‘ahive,’’ but a housewife sets rather 
too severe a strain on our credulity when she asks us to believe that on 
her way home from market a quarter of lamb “turned.” 





Auswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 

MEPHISTOPHELES.— The deuce you are! We always thought he was 
a wit. 

An Owl was never meant tu-whoo the Muses. 

A. W. M. (Holloway).—Was done long ago. 

R. C. (Dublin). A residence *‘ among people proverbial for wit and 
is being born ina 
stable would constitute him a horse. 

O. P. H.—Be oph! 

Amicus (Manchester).— Thanks for the paper. But we can’t waste time 
and space in trying to educate incompetents and idiots. The poor fellow 
has been to a Greek lexicon for ‘“ sciamachy.’’ There’s no such word in 
English, but an obscure poet Cowley uses “sciomachy.”” Consider- 
ing that the aspirate reflects in Greek (e.g., xara become xa@ before an 
aspirate) we should say Greek was rather strong in the letter H. Poor 
fellow, we're sorry he’s so hurt. 

M. M.—The M.S. was declined long since. You have overlooked the 
answer. 

F. D. (Birmingham).—The annonncement on the board was word for 
word the same—a singular coincidence ! 

Declined with thanks.—D. D., Cambridge-street ; G. R. N., Hackney ; 
B. T.; W.'S., Kirkdale ; M. W., Sheffield ; W. H. S., Threadneedle-street ; 
R. T. W.; W. A. M., Sutherland-square; T. C, So perce wd J.G.H., 
Margate; E. H. L.; Froghan, Dablin; Puzzled ; B. R., Hackney ; Tootle- 
ton; 8., Leeds; J. W. L.; Nem. Con ; A., Henfield; Placens Uxor; B. ; 
Pepper ; Old Lignum; P. 8, Birmingham; Tin Tack; L, B. M.; Ghost, 
Manchester; Ernedale; S., Dulwich;‘V. C.; Poor Pauper; W. J.; 
Bobby’s Victim; T., Dalston; R. N., Liverpool ; P., Liverpool; S.; Amicus 
Curie ; Tomkin. 
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Mamma :—“ Wuy, WILLte DBAR, WHAT A DIRTY PINAFORE YOU HAVE ON!” 
Willie :— Weu., MA, IT ISN'T MY FAULT—I’VE TURNED IT THREE TIMES THIS MORNING.” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
AUGUST, 

The St. James's is a good number, thought it lacks verse, and the in- 
stalment of “ A Life’s Assize ”’ is missing. The series of “ Cabinet 
Photographs” is so honestly and fairly written that it is refreshing 
reading, and atones for the portraits. ‘The Two Magistrates’’ is an 
amusing paper, and “Bisset’s Youth ’’ is welcome. As regards illus- 
trations, we were about to praise the cut of the “ patent circular front 
cooking range’’ as an improvement, when we chanced to turn it over 
and find “the usual” behind an interpolated advertisement page. 
As a work of art, the range has the best of it. 

London Society is a pleasant readable number, opening propitiously 
with a graceful picture of the Row. The art is good this month, and 
tho literature is fight and sparkling. 

The Sunday Magazine is as good as usual. The illustrations are 

lentiful and excellent. Perhaps the gem of the number is the story 
of “ Widow Mullins’s Mangle.”’ 

In Our Young Folks the “Story of a Bad Boy”’ moves along with in- 
terest. Why doesn’t one of our magazines reproduce it—if only as a 
model to our writers for youth? ‘Carysfort Reef’ is charming, and 
the number altogether is capital. 

Ke'tiedrum—we beg pardon—Now-a-days is true to its beat, and 
watches over the interests of Woman. It continues to improve in both 
literature and art. 

The Atlantie Monthly has an article on Fsecutgr by CHARLES 





GOODE, GAINSFORD, & 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 








DICKENS. 
an article. There is alsoa poem by George Exiot. “ Before the 
Gate”’ is singularly bad, for this Magazine’s verse is generally ex- 
cellent. The other contents are up to the usual mark. 

We have also received Scientific Opinion, Le Follet, the Young Ladies 
ment the Gardener's Magazine, and the Machanic ; all good average 
numbers. 


Post Prandial Prattle. 
Turrites are a difficult set to “reckon up’’—constantly on the 
look-out with feverish anxiety for the latest scrap of information, yet 
they have not the slightest desire to be ‘‘ posted.”’ 


A Crammer. 
Ir we may credit a country correspondent, this season's wheat 
harvest has already passed from the farmer and miller to the consumer. 
He wrote us some weeks since “ wheat is filling rapidly.’’ 


A Short Courtship. 
Tue marriage of Minnrzg Warren and Commopore Nvtr is 
announced. It appears to have been a very long engagement, con- 
sidering the shortness of the contracting parties. 





A Wetcoms Gugst THIs Warm Sgason.—The “ fizz’’-ician. 


CO., 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 

















We endorse much that he says, but doubt the policy of such 
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FURNISHING ESTIMATES, | 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price | 
List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


ery THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: August 2], 1869. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
QB Fxiry Extrabagauce. 





eTPy CHAPTER VII.—(Continvep.) 
-XY/OUNG Remsxy, as I have said, brought the peas to the Royal 
Qf? Palace every day. It was hardly possible that he should per- 
AD) form this daily duty very long without catching sight of the 
2 Princess. It was quite impossible that he should see her with- 
out falling in love with her. 

Remsky was a very handsome lad. He was tall and well propor- 
tioned. His long hair fell in dark ringlets on his shoulders, and his 
eyes were piercing black. A downy moustache shaded his upper lip, 
and his complexion was of an olive colour. 

One morning when this goodly youth was superintending the usual 
uncarting of the peas for the figurative Royal pigeons, he happened 
to cast a glance up to one of the galleries which ran round the court- 
yard, and he beheld one of the loveliest visions that he had—I won’t 
say ever seen—but ever dreamt of ! 

A beautiful girl, with long golden tresses, and the most exquisite 
complexion, clad in a simple white robe, edged with what fashion books 
would call a ruching of pale blue ribbon, was passing along the gallery. 
She was petting a lovely little green parroquet which she carried on 
her finger, and the silvery tones of her voice as she spoke to it, en- 
larged to hopeless dimensions the hole which her bright eyes made in 
the susceptible heart of the young market-gardener. 

It was the Princess PeTSETILUA. 

How intensely poor Remsky wished he was that green parroquet! 
He couldn’t have pecked at her lovely finger, as the emanate’ bird did 
after the fashion of its un- 
amiable species. He 
wouldn’t have called him- 
self “pretty Polly ’’ in the 
presence of such unrivalled 
beauty, as the pert creature 
did, after the manner of 
such conceited birds. 

What would he not have 
given to exchange his 
monotonous task of provid- 
ing peas for imaginary 
pigeons, for the delightful 
duty of feeding the green 
parroquet which he so en- 
vied! That was a duty, by 
the way, which three pages 
were appointed to perform. 
They were young noblemen, 
of course, varying in age 
from eight to thirteen, and 
they liked to play at leap- 
frog and hop-scotch better 
than to feed the Princess's 
bird; so the “ Pages of the 
Parroquet”’ had an easy 
time of it, like many other 
officers about the Court, and 
Princess PersEtiuua, as she 
did not wish to see her pet 
starved, had to feed it her- 
self, and a pretty penny it 
cost her out of her moderate 
weekly allowance to kee 
it in finger-biscuits, for the dainty little wretch would eat 
nothing else. 

From that fatal morning poor Remsxy could think of nothing but 
the beautiful Princess—for he soon learnt that the lovely being who 
had made so deep an impression on his heart was the Crown Princess. 

He became quite an altered young man. He grew pensive and 
studious. He lost all his interest in horticultural pursuits, and gave 
his mind up to growing capital ‘‘ P’’s in mustard and cress all over his 
master’s garden, until that exemplary nurseryman feeling sure that 
the popular taste for cress and mustard was not extensive enough to 
make this lavish sowing remunerative, put a stop to it. 

The only resource the poor lad had was to fling himself with greater 
ardour than ever into the cultivation of peas for the Royal pigeons. 
He solaced himself with the knowledge—a knowledge which he owed 
to his zealous attention to his lessons at school—that “ P” stood for 
PETSETILLA as well as for Pigeons and Peas. 

The attention which he bestowed upon the peas was not at first very 
pleasing to his employer, who thought that quite inferior peas would 
answer admirably to feed imaginary pigeons or make sou 
people. But his apprentice grew such remarkable peas t 
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- na cons, they offered the gardener large sums of money per 
Plt Reefer f Because, you see, there wore plenty of persons who 
eit in a sort of way «wat they were dining with Royalty, if they could 
only have a dish of the ».¥4) peas. 

Of course when he went how, ¢ night, poor Remsky could grow 
capital “P’’s in mustard and cress & -nych as ho liked, and he did so 
in every available spot. Now as you cu. erow mustard and cress 
in a saucer, on a basket, and on a bit of flannel or « nj htcap, you will 
easily guess what a large field the young market-gardener had for the 
horticultural expression of his passion. 
devotedly fond of him, and rather than interfere with his pursuits, put 
up with a great deal of inconvenience. But when his mustard-and- 
cress mania had been carried so far that they all three had to eat off 
one plate, and take tea off one saucer, and Racaatri’s last nightcap 
was engaged in rearing a promising crop of green stuff, it was 
necessary for the parents of the misguided boy to question him as to 
the meaning of his eccentric gardening. 

His mother unfortunately had not been to school, and she described 
his efforts at vegetable caligraphy as “ growing soup-ladles in mustard 
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and cress.” His father, however, was well educated, and deciphered his 
green efforts. ‘They pressed him closely for an explanation, and he 
loved them too well to withhold it. 

“Tam,” he said, “ es a poor gardener’s boy, and I can only ex- 

ress my feelings in the language and in the manner to which I have 
Son accustomed all my life. If I were a poet, I would sing the name 
of the lady I love in such exquisite verse that all the world should stand 
still te listen. If I were a painter, I would depict her with such noble 
skill that everybody should lose their hearts to the canvas as I had lost 
mine to the reality. If I were a mariner, I would sail the world round 
till I discovered some new paradise in the sea, which I might name 
after her. If I were a soldier, I would carry her favour in my helmet 
through all opposition and over every obstacle, and compel all whom 
I conquered to confess her the Queen of Beauty. If I were any of 
these, I would do what each might and should do. But I am only 
a poor gardener’s-boy—and so all I can do is to grow the initial of her 
Scand name in mustard and cress!’’ 

‘‘You’re in love then ?’’ said his mother. 

‘¢ And her name begins with a ‘P!’”’ said his father. 

‘“‘T can’t bear the name of Polly,’ said the mother. 

‘‘ Peggy is worse, I think,’’ said the father. 

‘Patty isn’t nice!’’ said she. 

‘Nor Prue, either, for that matter!”’ said he. 

“But isn’t Persetirra a beautiful name ?’’ cried the unhappy 
Remsky, forgetting what a confession he was making. 

The two old people were struck dumb for a time. 

‘‘Princess PetseTitita!”’ they both gasped out at last. 

And then Raaeatti began to shake his head, and went on shaking 
it for quite three quarters of an hour and four minutes, while the 
mother covered her head with her apron and sobbed audibly. 

When they had quite exhausted their grief, Remsxy told them how 
and where he had first seen the Princess, and confessed that he was 
deeply, madly, desperately in love with her; but his was a happy 
disposition, he said, and a contented mind. He loved her, but his love 
did not make him miserable. He would go on loving patiently and 
sincerely, and he felt somehow that some day he might have a chance 
of proving his devotion. If not, he should die satisfied with the 
knowledge that he had loved the loveliest of princeases. 

ds a dame as there was nothing better to be done, they went 
to ; 
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His father and mother were ' 
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AS LUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 25th, 1869. 
N OW that the Session is over, everybody will be glad to have a 
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{ brief respite from politics. No doubt the Premier as he gazes 
from Walmer Castle over the tossing waves of the Channel dis- 
misses for a time the cares of State. The President of the 

Board of Trade, as he lounges on;the deck of his yacht, does not 
allow his mind to puzzle itself with the question of “ Lights and 
Buoys,’’ except as pleasant objects: in the sea-scape. The Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer forgets his skill in surprises, and longs for 
nothing more sensational than sea-air and quiet. 

All along the coast from Scarborough to Ramsgate, from Harwich to 
Bude, folks are taking their holiday by the sea. It is the season of 
wooden spades, and straw hats, of fresh prawns, and hair all down 
your back. The time of sea-sickness, sea-bathing, and other maritime 
joys has arrived. We will eschew polities and go in for the briny. 

Accordingly when Fwen’s artist wished instructions as to the cartoon, 
Fun, turning lazily over as he basked on the beach, said, “ Oh, bother 

\ politics, draw this!’”’ And he did it. 















































Mr. Lowe is too clever. He is too fond of surprises, invented by 
his ingenious mind, and let off with a loud report when least expected. 
His Budget (with which people are not so well satisfied now the first 

| effects of the explosion are over) was an instance of this; but the latest 

| development is to be found in the policy he adopts touching Epping 
Forest. The temptation of “ selling’ the deputation by beating tuem 

| with their own weapons. “What! prevent oppression and extortion ? 

| —of course he would: ”—and so he would net be a party to keeping 
up the eld Forest-Rights of the Crown. We fear this line of conduct 
will damage the Ministry to which he belongs, if steps are not taken 
to atome for the injustice into which Mx. Lowe's cleverness has 
betrayed him. 

The people see more and more every day the stern necessity for 
clinging to the open spaces round London—the only breathing spaces 
for the toilers. ‘They will not appreciate Mr. Lowe’s smartness, and 
will insist on Government taking steps to convert the Forest-Rights of 


the Crown into the Free-air Rights of the people. 








IDYLL OF THE IDLE ONE. 
» AUNTERING slowly along his beat, 


The Peeler chaunted in accents sweet, 

‘Oh, soon will my pleasantest task begin, 

When tops go out, and when hoops come 
in!” 


All through the summer he roved for- 
lorn— 

No law dog’s-muzzle had bid be worn. 

So no wonder he warbled with weary grin, 

“Oh, won't it be jolly when hoops come 
in |” 

Oh, oft had the hoop-loving urchins jeered 

The growing grace of his manly-beard ; 

So he chuckled, wagging his well-fringed 
chin, 

“Oh, won’t it be jolly when hoops come 
in!”’ 

Garotters and burglars were not, I ween, 

The quarters whence honour he wished to glean. 

For capturing hoops he fame would win, 

And the time is approaching when hoops come in ! 
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Sauntering slowly along his beat, 

He sang to himself in accents sweet— 

“I’m a gallant protector of toe and shin, 

And my duty begins when the hoops come in !’’ 












The False Accusation by the Police. 

Tue Home Secretary was very far indeed from hitting the 
“right vai/’’ on the head in his injudicious reply to the honourable 
member for Windsor as to the conduct of the police in the extremely 
hard case of the three banker's clerks. Odds-bod-Eykyns! Fun 
could not help exclaiming, are these the words of Mr, Bruce or 
Mr. Brusque ¢ 












Regent’s Canal. 


offence to no one, and the fine which was inflicted was needless. 
police should compel bathers to act in uniformity with the laws of pro- 
priety, but should show no inclination themselves to fine clothes, as in 


this instance. 


of Mr. Peanopy as they have done! 
is actually turning his back upon “The Amicable.”’ 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 129. 


CuILpREN dabbling in the tide, 
Build sand-castles by the side 
Of the ocean, vast and wide, 
Merry, free from care. 
Would the busy workers might 
To the coast-line take a flight— 
Spend a few hours there! 


1. How it graced 
My darling’s waist, 
Where I wished my arm was placed! 


2. Of this gossipy maid 
You need ne’er be afraid, 
l‘or that she will cause scandal there’s nobody fears, 
Although she repeats every word that she hears! 


3. Sometimes he commands a fleet— 
Sometimes o'er the blossoms sweet 
Hangs upon a velvet wing, 

This great naval swell I sing. 


4, Rare gems of art 
From Venice mart 
The old collectors knew. 
Such now you meet 
St. James’s street 
While you are strolling through. 


5. A poem schoolboys don’t respect, 
It is so rich in dialect. 


6. Prythee, why be on 
The hapless Act.20N 
So hard? And why yield 
When Enpymion appealed, 
Save to announce yourself as fickle, 
Goddess of the silver sitkle ? 


7. This is a term which men apply 
To leases when at length they die. 


Sotvutron or Acrostic No. 127.—LZavender, Autumnal: Lea, Adieu. 
Velvet, Emu, Nostrum, Demon, Enna, Rigol. 

Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 127, necervep Aveust {8th.—D. E. H. ; 
Ruby’s Ghost; Bosh Barnacles; Tomand Jim; Slodger and Tiney; Flora Bobtails; 
Maria and Frank; W. J. P.; Old Twopenny. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

In Modern Dentistry (SturpKin AND MarsHALL) Mr. A. Eske.i, whose 
name is well known, advises us how to be happy “in spite of our 
teeth.” There is no doubt that we can all of us enjoy health if — as the 
sailor said— we chews; for imperfect mastication is the root of 
many evils. Yet ourivories may not be played upon, like the_keys 
of a piano, by any beginner; and a treatise which warns, advises, and 
teaches, is invaluable, when we consider how very widespread an 
infliction toothache really is. 

It is a pleasant sign of the times that a grave body like the British 
Association, which is about to meet at Exeter, has sufficient merriment 
in its constitution to demand an outlet in Exeter Change (PARDON AND 
Son). The little brochure is smartly written, and contains some 
amusing occasional verses. A rap at the Cole-ism of South Kensington 


is one of the best things in the publication. 


Fine Clothes. 
A Pource Report the other day stated that— 


At Clerkenwell several boys were charged with bathing in various parts of the 
All of them were decently dressed. 


Surely if they were decently dressed their bathing could haye given 
The 


—— 


A Queer Fix. 


Wuart could the City authorities have been about to place the figure 
The distinguished philanthropist 


A PEACEFUL SOLUTION. 
Tus Best Lock for Fire-arms :—The one that will lock them all away 
for ever. 
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A PLEASANT | 


Artist:—“ WHAT SHALL OUR POLITI—~” | 
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T CHANGE. 


Fun :—“ OH, HANG POLITICS! DRAW THIS!” 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 
No. 72.-PRINCE IL BALEINE. 





HEN Autumn boat and train 
Bore London folk to pleasure, 
The good Prince ri BALEINB 


He sought, across the main, 
Amusement for his leisure. 


A dusty time, and long, 
He’d had at balls and races, 
At crowded levée throng, 
At Play and Concert song, 
And various other places. 


But, ah! the British Snob 
Besieged that Prinee, in plenty - 
The Snob adores a Nob, 
And follows him, to rob 
His dolce far niente ! 


And finding that the Prince 
Much eagerness to know them 
Did not at once evince, 
They did not matters mince, 
But begged himself he’d show them. 


‘‘ Our wishes do not baulk, 

Throw off this English shyness— 
And show us how you walk, 
And let us hear you talk 

Now do, your Royal Highness ! 


‘*You’re too reserved, by half : 
Begin perambulating ; 

We've paid to see you laugh— 

We've paid to hear you chaff 
Four gentlemen in waiting. 


‘‘Come sit and eat an ice, 

Or drain a bumping measure ; 
We've practised much device, 
And paid a heavy price, 

To see you take your leisure.” 


[It grieved that Prince BALEInE— 
Most sensitive of fishes — 

It always gives him pain 

When people can’t obtain 
The fulness of their wishes. 


But Doctors grave had said, 

“* Hang up your stick and beaver ; 
You must have rest and shade, 
Or you will soon be laid 

Upon your back with fever.’ } 


No morning when he woke 

But British Snobs addressed him ; 
His peace of mind they broke, 
So up he rose, and spoke 

These words to those who pressed him. 


‘“* Oh, over-loyal throng, 
Be guided, pray, by reason: 
You may encore a song 
(Though that, I think, is wrong), 
But not a London Season ! 


—_*w, 





bu, 


Men 


‘* I’m told to lie me down 
And rest me at my leisure ; 

But here's my valet, Brown, 

H{o’s not much worked in town, 
He'll take my place with pleasure ! 


“T am his special care; 

He brushes, combs, and laves me, 
He parts my chesnut hair— 
He folds the coats I wear— 

And strops the blade that shaves me. 


“Oh, my!” the people cried, 


*“*To Mister Brown I'll bow me 
Oh, ain’t he dignified, 
Yet not a spark of pride! 

Oh, Mister Brown, allow me! 


“ He knows my little ways 
And, though it’s not expected, 

He'll watch my Royal blaze, 

Yet, basking in my rays, 

He'll shine with light reflected.”’ 





“ And so you wash the Prinee, 

And pack his clothes for starting, 
You scent with jasmine leaf 
His pocket-handkerchief, 

And regulate his parting ! 


‘‘ And that, I understand, 

Is your department, is it ? 
And this then is the hand 
That combs at his command ? 

Oh, please, do let me kiss it! 


‘‘ Ts this (oh treat of treats!) 

The bedroom that you sleep in ? 
When cloyed with Royal sweets, 
Are these the very sheets 

Which every night you creep in > 





“« And in this bath you tub, 

Ere out of doors you sally ? 
And do these flesh gloves scrub— 
These dainty towels rub— 

The Prince’s happy valet ?”’ 


The Snobs, with joy insane, 
Kotoo’d to Brown, unseemly ; 

And Brown does not complain, 

While good Prince 1 Baerne 
Enjoys his rest extremely. 








UP TO THEIR Work.—CoxwELL and GLAISHER. 
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THE DISCONSOLATE PEOPLE LEFT IN TOWN. 
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who cannot see any one ‘ihe Actor who cannot get a Sea- 
e enough to ‘f run in.” Side engagement. 






Firz Dawn, who has not sold his picuure at the | The Iansom Cab Driver deserted by The Bobb 
Academy. | his Swells. reopeatal 
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** The Intelligent ’Ack’’ of a Scrious The Work-Girl who cannotafford to The Keeper cf the Lions at Regent’s- Your Artist, for although his means are co- 
Periodical. go away. park. lossal, still his duties are imperative! ! 





YWHERE. several were elbowed into your mouth, the crowd was so great. The 
HERE, THERE, AND EVER seem, however, to have takenthe husband’s boat back to town for ner 
TO THE EDITOR. all disappeared on the Monday. j 
Sir,—I have at times been—I may even go so far as tosay,Iam/ I went to Ramsgate, where I walked on the pier, and pushed my 
now—“here.”” Occasionally I have been “there.” But until recently | way along the sands. I went to Broadstairs and smoked a comfortable 
I have not been “everywhere ’—“ everywhere” I take it, being the | pipe on the sands, and went “a-sailing out into the west” (by kind 
place where everybody is. That lace just now is the seaside. So permission of the Rev. C. KINGSLEY) on board The Little Nelly. Did 
{ went there. I was not long in choosing the exact J«cale—the strip you ever run over to the Goodwins, or the Light-ship? It's a deal 
of Kentish coast (or should I say coast of Kent ?) whereon congregate | more interesting than an Editor-ship, I can tell you. . 
Ramsgate, proper but prosaic, Margate, the unaffected but somewhat Last I went to Margate, and did the jetty. In the evening I went 
unlicked (not in the sense of the county motto invicta), and Broadstairs, | to the Hall-by-the Sea, which has been this year decorated in the most 
the composed andthe cosy. It isthe land the Londoner loves—So I | admirable taste. Its colours are a sermon on harmony of tone, which 
went there, taking a passage on board the <Aldert Victor, the most should do the Margate visitors immense good, and for which Messrs. 
leasant and comfortable boat on the line, and the best provisioned. | Sriers AND Ponp should therefore get the thanks of the community. 
‘There was a capital concert, with Miss Hottanp and Mr. Epwarp 


‘he only drawback I found was that I nevercould be sure whether 
she was the Albert Victor or the Victor Alsert till I wrote a little poom: | Murray and a host of talent, conducted by Mr. WinTERBOTHAM. 


| And then there was dancing which you could heartily enjoy even if 





a oor you didn’t dance. Steps! Style! Bless you, there was every variety 
| from the stately slider through the figure, to the careful caperer of 


A fine day and a pleasant breeze made me glad to appease the nore- | |, ry : . lish take thei 
: Se ee ; ; ; | every step. .The foreign party, who said the English take their 
ff’ meant to land at Margate, Lut at the last moment I could not face | Pleasures sadly, must by the way have seen them dancing a quadrillo. 
the refined chaff of the jetty, so I went on to Ramsgate, which is too | 1 have only just scribbled 04 os or - ys y it ape A 
raspectable to jeer. mete or meee a ner ome “v : ag ar wt =* = 2 Om 

The evening was spent in an exciting hunt for lodgings. Every at large)— ship yoursell en bos ot os 6 E 7 
place is crowded ; the people are as thick as—lady birds. No! not Your ee re 
quite, for they have been like Dr. Wartrs’s emmets, so plentiful that we 











trod them to dust in millions. The sight was marvellous; they were Ship Shape and Bristol Fashion. 
in every place, so much so, that if you said ‘‘oh” in astonishment, Tue Sea Birds Preservation Bill is working admirably. Its good 
* Don't show this epic to any of your young bards, be will be sure to find faxit | Points may be seen at a glance, but we may be sure that no gull will 


with it, like a- like a bard. take a bird-sigh view of it. 
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O R Mi OSA . ACT II.—Formosa's Villa at Fulham. (Beautiful scene; but, Mr. 
F ? BEveRLy, you had no right to spoil it by rushing-en’to bow.) 
OR, THE RAILROAD TO RUIN. Tom and other old gentlemen discovered playing deeply. 


ae | ; Masor (te Comrron Kerr).—The plot works bravély! 
ACT I. Scenz 1.—TZihe Old Swan Boat-house, near [iffley. | Tom (to Masor).—Iend me some more millions. y 


Enter Compton Kerr and Masor Jorcm. | Masor.—Certainly. [ Lends then. 
Kerr.—Here we are at Iffley. Enter Lonp Even. 
Masor.—Such is life. Lorp Eprn.—Nay, Thomas, be warned. You are supposed to be in 
Enter Sam Boxer, @ Retired Prizefighter,selected on that account to Coach | training for to-morrow's race—if no considerations of morality restrain 
the Oxford Bight. you, remember'the betting is six to four on us. 


Boxer (Coaching the Eight who must be several miles off).—That’s it, Tom.—Oh, come, look here, you've no right here, yourself, if it 
gentlemen, strike out well from the shoulder. Bravo, No. 3! well | comes to that. : 





~— ge middle of No. 4’sback! meted | eo: ae Lorp Epen.—Nay, Thomas [Phey bonnet him. 
say die! Yah! No. 6 down again! Never mind, pick yourself up , . _ 

and come upsmiling ! Starboard, coxen! Hullo, boat upset ? Never i — a wane, Lome Enangeep-et. a 
mind—it was my fault. Get in again. Now, then, gentlemen, all at | ACT ILI.—Jnterior of Formosa 8 Villa, with famous domeil ceilin7 
once, if possible. Hit out well with your left—that’s it. Take your from “ Great City.”” Tom discovered astesp. 


time from stréke, gentlemen—it’s a capital rule—pull in time if you Formosa (date Jenny Boxer).—He sleeps! ‘To#morrowtthe race is 
pe can—if not, mever mind. Thos, then, one more round— | cowed—to-night he will be arrested. [ Exit. 
Vhat, upset.again ? ‘Never mind, get in—that’s it—Lord love you, Enter Newvy (now a bootbinder) and Mr. antl Mins. Boner. 
. ee . careers Set ro ay Sera, ae meas will die Ne.iy.—This is a house to an I was to bring these charming 
wr ¢ aes rene ee gentlemen. boots (shows a pair of green satin boots, with red heels, yellow toes, and 
—" H h , EE gold laces —she sees Tom.) Tom! 
: eae ; . : Tom (awakes).— You here! 
[dixeunt all but Lorp Even (aged nine) and Tom Bumnovcus (aged : 
Hty-siz), the Coxwain and Btroke of Oxford Light. a I have brought some boots to the great and good lady 
Tost-—Daéh it, that was warm work. Tou.—She is great, but she is not good. Ah, behold her. 
Loup Epen:—Nay, Thomas, leave such language to cads—rememiber En it “aa ee oi. with steal ly 


that youare.a gentleman, and comport yourself accordingly. | Afine, Domam «i.e fils sey Seuns ['Serenme. 


Tom.—By child, you are right. | ew allmaiadant 
Jexnx:—Tom'! ep cheantinitaea ie aiapmlaes Mrs. Boxer.—Away ! Take back all ‘the gifts you gave us—tho 
periwinkle pincushion,the trifle from Margate, the cow witn the tree on 


Tom.—¥Jenny, I love you! E : 
L Even.— Nay, Th enga Miss Ell its back, the barometrical cottage—they are the produce of your shame ! 
oe ra enane ey ene ae eee Mr. Boxer.—And here’s the bootjack, and the paper of snuff, and 


Doremus, the supposed niece of your'tutor, Doctor Doremus. : 
Tom (sternly)-—Juord Eden, you are spoiling sport. ‘Take care lest I | the bad-money tester, and the velocipede you have heaped upon me— 
whip ‘you. take them all back—all! all! all! : [ Faints. 
Lonp Epzx.—Nay, Thomas, the old man that whips the child who JeNNY.—Not so. I willleavethis dreadful life and turn respectable. 

; : Come—I have several millions’ worth of jewelry on my person—let us 


tried ‘to bring his agedsteps back tothe paths of rectitude is no friend x 1 c 
of Viscount Sader pe P gonow. Never mind the bills or the servants’ wages —let me go and 
[Poor old Tom tatters.off conscience stricken. Lorp EDEN trots of lead a virtuous life. 
with an air of conscious rectitude, like a good little boy as he is. Mrs. Boxer (examining the diamonds).—There spoke my own Jenny ! 
Enter Sam Boxer and Mrs. Boker. Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Boxer, and Jenny, reformed. At that moment 
5 Tom is arrested for debt. TABLEAL. 


Boxer.—My Jenny! The most virtuous gal in Oxfordsheer! 
JeNNY.—Such it is and ever will be, my proudest boast to be! ACT IV.—Jnterior of Sponging-house, Tom Burrovens dise rere’. 
Mrs. Boxer.—Bless her sweet face, how she does involve her | ‘o.4,—In two hours the race is to be rowed, and I, the only member 
sentences. - [ Kisses her. | of the crew who can feather, am locked up. Dam! 
Enter Compton Kerr and Magsor. Ener Lornp EpEN. 


Boru.—Ha! that face! It is Formosa! Lorp Eprex.—Nay, Thomas— 
JenNY.— Hush! My parents know nothing. _ Tomu.—Oh, bother, have you got the money 
_Botu.—Are you not Formosa (kindly transiating), the Most Beau- Lorp Epen.— Nay, Thomas— 
tiful ? hs we | Tom.—Then, get out. 

JENNY.—No; that would be Formosissima. Lorp Epren.— Nay, Thomas— [| Exit Lonp Even. 

Boru.—True! (Aside) Balked! and by s gyurl! Scene 2.—Exterior of Sponging-house. Cambridge Crew (who go about 

JENNY.—S h; l F ‘et. SCEN —L ’ -h \ w , 
ee wear Gah yen Were werdsy my seeee London the night before the race in boating dress) bring ladders to 


Botu.—On one condition. We have backed Cambridge to win— 
Oxford’s hopes rest on that poor old gentleman you were flirting with attack Sponging-house, while the Oxford Crew are, very properly, at 
just now, for he is the only member of the crew who can feather. Putney learning to feather. Two mysterious soldiers in tunics, shakos, 
; and without waistbelts, cheer them on to inereased exertions, three 


elp us to ruin him, so that he may be locked up for debt on the — eal hats h Io 

night before the race, and your secret is safe. phenomenal sailors express approval by emphatic gesture. Other piople, 

Jenny.—Certainly, I shall be delighted. who look more like theatrical aupers than anything else, express “ We 
will !”’ in dumb show. Tom oppears at window, 


Scene 2.—Docror Doremus’ Study. Enter Tom and Miss Doremvs, Saved !!! 
followed by Lornp Even. Ati.— Saved!!! , 
Tom.— Nelly, I love you. Lorp Bons. Thomas, you openld z t the capias under 
L EpEen.—Nay, T a . leis ‘4. | Which (before judgment) you were taken. Nobody had the smallest 
oRD Epen.—Nay, ‘homas—you love Jenny Boker, the barmaid right to t “you, but still you should wait for a convenient oppor- 


Be just, Thomas, or you are no friend for Lord Eden. tunity to make good your case. 


Docror.—Agony! She is mot my niece. I adopted her when she 
was a baby, and, being a bachelor, I remember I was chaffed.a good : 
deal about it at the time. Here is her father—he has come to | Curtain. 
claim her. OvnseLves.—Very absurd and impossible story, from a common- 

Doc Fancrer.—Hall right (ch) guv-(ch)-nor! I'm (eh) her (ch) | sense point of view; but very effective in a dramatic sense. Mur. 
father ! Bovcicautt's want of familiarity with the habits of the demi mande is 


Aut..— Hurrah ! 


ro a pag 7 ees Seem ee on [ Zzeunt all but Lonp Even. Lorp Even prays. Tubleau. 
‘ 'Tom.—Then be the other-thinged—only do go. |Scene THe Last.—Barnes Bridge. A crowd partly human, but chiefly 
Loxp Eprn.—Nay, Thomas— profile. 
Tom.—Oh, get out. [ Shoves himout.| Arit.—They come! 
Enter Doctor Doremvs and a Doc FANCIER. | So they do—Ozford rowing in Boxenr’s best style. Cambridge (having, 
Tom.—Doctor, I love your niece. | perhaps, been coached by a serjeant-inajor of drag.ons) is a length 
| behind Ozford. 


— 


ee 


ee 


| 
| 


Tom (odly).—Then I'll resign all pretension to her hand. highly creditable to him as a practical moralist. The piece is well‘ | 
Lorp Even (who has entered).— Nay, Thomas—— acted by Mr. Fisner, Mr. J. B. Howarp, Mr. Rovsr, Miss Brexnan, | 
A.t.—Oh, you get out. [He gets.out. | Mus. Bruuinctoy, and Miss Ropcers. Mr. Bairrais Wriour is | 

TABLEAU. much too prenoncé even for Drury Lane. 
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THE RULING PASSION. 


Racing Card :—“*I want, AW, TO LOOK AT SOME SCARVES! ”’ 


Assistant :—“‘ Yessir! ONCE OR TWICE ROUND, SIR?” 


R. C. (instinetively) :—“ Ou, TWICE ROUND—AND A DISTANCE!” 


TO A PRAWN. 


Crisp Crustacean, hail to thee, 
Relished by the sunny sea, 

When we spend beside the foam, 
Holidays away from home! 
Where can such a dainty be, 

For our breakfast and our tea ? 
Would that some inventive mind, 
Would an easy method find, 

To divest thee of thy mail 

And pluck off thy head and tail,— 
For though I love like any brick thee 
I own that it’s a bore to pick thee! 


‘*The Three Black Crows” again. 
Romovurs of an alarming nature as to a shock of earthquake were 
recently current. Traced to their source, we found that they owed 
their origin to the “‘ opening ’’ of Finsbury Park. 


Tale Quale. 


Quvarts are reported to be very numerous this year. In former 
seasons quails have been no great shakes. 


Gushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


Haro.p.—Such sketches would be useless, however sent. 

SARACEN.— We have had a joke on that head already. 

JACKDAW.— Your borrowed plumes are evidently goose-quills. 

MERTHYR TYDFIL.—The paper did not reach us. 

A. E. T. W. (Regent’s-park).— Better suited for a magazine. 

Joun O'GroAT.— Won't get a sixpence from us. 

P. R.—Thanks. 

E. G. B. (Wakefield).—Our waste paper basket must be the Wicker of 
Wakefield. 

J. R.S. (Lewisham).—A plagiarism—and not a week old! For shame. 

C. H. (Caledonian-road).—The idea is capital; would the execution had 
been better ! 

Declined with thanks :—E. E. S., Croydon; R. 8. A., Brixton; Batche- 
lor; A. J., Harewood-street: F. J. R.; H. J. C., Camden-road; Never 
say die, etc.; B. R N.; Gilbert, Newcastle; Oscar; First Attempt; W., 
Sheffield; A. H. S.; W. D., Battersea ; Jenkins ; B., Liverpool ; 8. T. W., 
Dalston ; Try Again; N. M.; Crescit sub — virtus; T. H., Lass- 
wade; Fust Rate; S., Leeds; A. S.; Nulli Secundus; B.; Yankee Jake ; 
W. T., York; J. J. B.; L. T., Chelsea ; Nemo’s Brother; F., Manchester ; 
J. V.; Pepperpot ; Anybody Else. 











GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOODE, GATINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care aad supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATE3 for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cest of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


wiivle house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S5.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: August 23, 1969. 
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OPEN TO AN ENGAGEMENT. 





A POWERFUL REASON. 


RCLES VANE 
Was as strong again 
As the strongest man e’er known ; 
He'd carry a sack, 
Or a pack, on his back 
Of several hundred stone. 





Ercies VANE 

Did not want a crane 
Such a weight as that to raise. 

At the notion he sniffed, 

And made shift to uplift 
His burden in various ways. 


Ercies VANE 
Contrived to sustain 





Great weights, as the reader 
sees. 
7 He could carry three men— 


Or ten—yes, but then 
You will see that he bore them with “E's.” 


qouneunetnelnnsanasnaenensssnnsssanesesnenesdaenenenenamnnsmemsnemaan 
A Draw. 


We lately heard of two rival tooth-drawers who arrived at a country 
fair, and opened their opposition booths alongside of each other. 
One of them put up a large placard bearing the words—‘ Facile 
Princeps.”” His neighbeur immediately wrote up “ Facile Forceps.” 
Weshould think he * got the pull,” at any rate. 





Wuy should the country police be instructed to pounce on those 
pests to the farmer, rabbits, on every opportunity P—Because they eat 
well in a—— We beg pardon—because they're rabbit-ual criminals. 


VOL. Ix. 


ENGAGED. 








Lert Brokgen-HEAuKTED. 





— a 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are aecom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss.J 

A CORRESPONDENT (Hitchin) writes such a scratchy hand, neither the 
postman nor we could make him out. 

CouNTAYMAN.— We have asked your question (** What does theannounce- 
ment ‘gardens laid out’ mean?’’) of our own horticulturist, and he says 
it alludes to their beds being cemetery-cally designed. 

Essex GIpsigs ought to know the fortune that awaits Double Acrostics 
when sent to us. 

H. V. (Camden Town).— Thanks. 

PAROCHIAL CuaiTic.—We were not aware that Britannia was a “ god- 
dess.’”” Try perspective. 

J. W.5S. cae nd very vile copy of verses. Our sympathies are 
with the Vicar, for we think the “‘ceremony’’ was the quintessence of 
blackguardism. 

C. F. M. (Euston-road).— We cannot judge without seeing them. 

Lecuvuza.—Much obliged ; we had noted it. 

A Visitorn.—We fear few would appreciate your Jew d’esprit about 
Margate. 

XENOCRATES has our thanks. 

BruM.—We think we can make something of it, 

PuppLe.—Thanks for your (Liver)pool-ite suggestion. 

S. (York).—Had you enclosed your name and address we would have 
given you the requisite lesson in parsing. We cannot spare space for your 
education here. 

F. F. S.— Under consideration. 

Declined with thanks.—Theo; E. W.S., Carrickfergus; A. C. I., Jersey ; 
W.M.; W. C. F., Northumberland-street ; H. C. B.; D. W., Edinburgh ; 
X. M. S.; A. M., Dunfermline ; J. B. T., Brixton; Joe; A Reader, Wood- 
bridge; Fly-Blow; R. B. 8.; A. F. §&.,-Fleet-street; W. A. N., Bath; 
Bisco; T. T., Liverpool; N. 8. W.; Macgregor; Nim; P. R., Manchester ; 
Tittlebat ; Down-East Rhymer; Too-too; B., Dalston; Meatgomery : 
J.M., Surbiton; F. W., Mildmay Park; M. 8S. B., Chelsea; W.; T. N., 
Islington; Mig, Blackfriars-road; Sat-on; Blue Bottle; A Constant Sub- 
scriber ; H. B.: Chanticleer; 8., Leeds; M. P.; Juba; J. D, Manchester; 
Eliza B.; W., Reading; A. E. T. W.; W. J.C. R.; W. W. 















FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 1st, 1869. 


people are thrown by the sight of @ poor creature picking up 

sticks, or pulling an odd turnip or so. “Thieves!” is the cry at 

once, and the rural policeman carries off the offender to gaol, 
and by and by a meeting of unpaid magistrates will condemn the un- 
happy being to paya fine, which means practically a severe imprison- 
ment. 

Of course, it is hard to suffer from depredations, but they seldom 
become a serious annoyance—much less a loss. But the “gentleman ”’ 
to whom the grounds belong, might,reflect on what the punishment 
means to the prisoner. It means the first step over the border of re- 
spectability—the last struggle to hold on to honest life. It means an 
apprenticeship to the trade of vice—a session in the school of wicked- 
ness. 

Be merciful—be wise, gentlemen of England, and suffer the needy 
to take a few fallen sticks to boil the kettle that is never too full. You 
will save an honest creature—you will not aid in the creation of a felon. 
Don't be so ready so cry out “ Police!—Thieves!’’ And don’t so 
severely “teach poor people not to pick up sticks in a gentleman’s 
park again !” ; 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 130. 


Bane and pop, 
Never stop; 
Since to-day 
They blaze away! 
1. In well-regulated diction 
This would be described as fiction. 
2. This in Latin would declare, 
As in slang, that it’s all “ there.’’ 
3. In waterworks 
Its meaning lurks. 
4. Endive, and lettuce, and onion, and cole ; 
Dry ’em and mix’em and serve in a bowl. 
5. The puzzle’s not subtle, 
But easy to render ; 
It helps to the scuttle, 
It stands by the fender. 
SotuTion or Acrostic, No. 128.—TZunnel, Calais: Turmeric, Una, 
Normal, Nana, Ennui, Lines. 


Cereect SoLutions oF Acrostic No. 128, necxivep August 25.—Haphagard; 
G. P.8.; Scarr Wheel; Con.; 2 Clapham Contortionists; B. P. R.; J. O. P.; 
Sapientes ; Bosh Barnacles; Ruby’s Ghost; Biddy; D. E. H. 


——C—— eee 
Locked-up. 


Tue following paragraph appears in a contemporary :— 


The marriage of a Hindoo widow, belonging to the classes by whom widow 
marriages are not permitted, was publicly celebrated in Bombay last week, and at- 
tracted much notice. The bride and the bridegroom are both Brahmins. 

We suppose we are to conclude from this that in India second 
wedlock is not a Brahma lock. 


Roses and Nettles. 
A LetTerR in the Lancet the other day was headed “ Netley appoint- 
ments.’’ It would seem that a Netley berth is anything but a bed of 
roses. 


Hard Lines. 
Satmo Saran, Esa., is a Geoply persecuted gentleman. Living, he is 
taken by a cast, and—teste Mr. Franx Bucxranp—a cast is often 
taken of him when dead. 








Whack fal-lal-de-lal ! 


Fw people, comparatively speaking, will ever ha¥e oceasion to send 
a telegram per cable, but we know a good many to whom a ropes- 
(s)ending would prove of infinite service. 






Tue Man to Show of a Horse in the Hunting-field :—A bad rider. 
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T is not easy to understand the frame of mind into which some 
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EFLECTION. 


Fall the vainest of the vain 

The vainest still was Rocer Bang, 
Who looked with terrible disdain 

On those who lacked perfection. 
An empty-headed fool was he— 
Though when he thought himself to be 
The handsomest of men, you see, 

He acted on reflection. 


He thought himself the handsomest 
Of creatures that the earth possessed ; 
Like any cook his hair he dressed 
By Guassr’s clear direction. 
You must not call him silly elf, 
For though he spent a lot of pelf 
In the adornment of himself, 
He acted on reflection. 


A damsel did his heart bewitch, _ 

Who was young, beautiful, and rich ; 

But in his suit there was a hitch— 
It met with flat rejection. 

For she perceived the brainless ass 

Was so enamoured of his glass, 

That she a thus it came to pass) 
Refused him—on reflection. 


Mora. 


A moral here I mean to add, 
Because my story would be bad 
And purposeless unless it had 
A moral in connection. 
Give ear, then, all folks high and low, 
While I the application show, 
Of this brief history: Yet, no! 
I won’t—upon reflection. 
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Lumber. 

We read that twelvé lumbermen in Maine, U.S., were killed the 
other day by drinking tea in which a lizard had been boiled. We 
confess our sympathy is with the lizard, for if he was boiled he died a 
very unpleasant death; whereas we doubt if the decoction would hav» 
hurt the lumbermen. 


A Good Layer. 


An enthusiastic Poultry-keeper writes to suggest that The Great 
Eastern should be now called The Great Hen, because it has laid so 
many cables, and brought up some of them, too! 





Sold again ! 
Pusticans are not compelled toserve a drunken man. Stop a bit— 
they may very properly refuse to draw him anything and show him 
the door, but, by so doing, don’t they serve him right ? 


Sharp’s the Word! 


In most districts there is a prospect of a fair average harvest— let 
the able-bodied unemployed in our large towns “ take their hook” and 


cut it. 





Going to the Bad ? or to Baden P 


We won't pretend to say ;—all we know is that just now many 
people find London “too hot to hold them.” 


Tastes Differ. 


A Spanis# proverb runs—*“See Seville and die! "—a0 Englishman 
would be more likely to exclaim—‘ Navarre—say die! 





The Straight Tip. 


Ler Velocipedists take heart of grace: they area long way from 
being the only class who fail most lamentably to “ go straight. 





Wurcu is the nolaiest pier on the Thames? All Hatlo’s. 
New Inrantry “Drrz.”—The employment of soldiers in agrieul- 
tural labour. 


Whuy would it be —_ 
Public Schools’ Rifle 
the rod.” 


litic to make use of breech-loaders in the 
atch P—Because it would never do to “ spare 











See 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
BH Fairy Estrabagance, 


CHAPTER VIII. 
HOW THE POSY CHANGED HANDS. 


BEGAN the last chapter by telling you that Raccartr the 
rag-collector and his son lived in Aphania near one of the city 
gates, but I had so much to say about Remsxy and the way in 
which it came about that he fell in love with Persrtiiua that I 
was not able to give you much information about Raccartt. 

RaccatTti was the most industrious of all the rag-gatherers of 
Aphania. He was the earliest astir in the evening and the last to 
turn in of a morning, and he went over his ground so carefully that 
the man who aes to go rag-gathering in his wake didn’t get 
much for his trouble. He had a well-earned character for honesty, too. 
Of course the rag-gatherers were constantly picking up articles of 
value that had been dropt in the streets. Now, by the strict letter of 
the law, as laid down by an Act passed in the reign of Cacoranao, all 
articles so found became the 
property of the finder; 
‘for,’ said the learned 
legists who drew up that 
statute, “if the previous 
owner had valued the article 
he would have taken pains 
not to loseit.”” But as very 
often happens, public opinion 
in Aphania did not coincide 
with the ruling of the statute, 
and all honest people restored 
‘treasure trove’’ to its right- 
ful owner. Nevertheless the 
less scrupulous folk could 
lawfully appropriate what 
they found, and as a rule the 
rag-gatherers were not scru- 
pulous except as far as the 
rigid observancy of this one 
particular statute was con- 
cerned. But Racearri had 
never been known to avail 
himself of the law. He 
always took pains to find the 
owner of anything he picked 
up, and made it a point of 
honour to take no reward for 
his honesty, though at times 
he wanted money sorely 
enough. 

There were members of 
the rag-gathering profession 
who formed a society which 
they called ‘‘The Honesty 
League.”’ They pledged 
themselves always to restore 
all treasure trove, and never 
to take, keep, or hold, any- 
thing that did not belong to 
them. Those members who 
had never been found out in 
a breach of this pledge were 
crowned with wreaths of 
roses, and the society used to 
march in procession at times wearing these crowns and garlands, 
and blowing trumpets in their own honour. 

RaGGATTr would not join this society, or accept a wreath of roses, 
for he said that to be honest was only one among a dozen equally 
important duties, which every good citizen should perform. He did 
not see, he said, why he should be crowned for being honest any more 
than for being sober: that if a man was to be crowned for doing one 
duty he ought to be crowned for doing each of the others, and that if 
that were sothe longest-headed man in all Aphania would not have 
enough cranium to accommodate all the wreaths. 

This gave great offence to the Honesty League, and as Raaoatri 
often received presents from people who admired his character, the 
members of the society endeavoured to pass a law, which should make 
the receiving of presents a punishable offence. They argued that 
because people took what was given to them they became liable to take 
what was not given tothem—that in short the mere fact of taking was 
likely to tempt them to the crime of stealing. As, however, the only 
person they could prevail upon to bring this measure before His Majesty's 
Ministers was the First Noodle of State the bill never became law. 
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es being a very ——. creature went on his way 
very quietly, never supposing that a lot of clever le were tryin 
to crush him by Act of Parliament. He worked aed lat and aa 
and was grateful to all who aided him—not less grateful to those who only 
gavehimakindword. He continued to get his daily food, pay his rent, 
and what was more sent his boy to a good school and then apprenticed 
him to the Royal market-gardener. If he had been an Enyvlishman 
instead of an Aphanian he would probably when he was sixty years of 
age have received a pair of new corduroys and twenty shillings from 
an appreciative country , but as he was only an Aphanian he 
did not get even that. But he had the satisfaction of a clear conscience, 
a good appetite, and the knowledge that his son might do better than 
his father had done if he was only equally ready to make the most of 
his opportunities. 

I don’t fancy Raceart: thought that Remsxy had made the best of 
his opportunities when he discovered that the youth had fallen over 
head and ears in love with the Crown sees. But he felt that the 
lad could not help it, and he pitied him, for you see Raccartt, like most 
good men, had fallen epee in love with his wife before he 
married her (not that I mean he didn’t continue to love her after they 
were married), and so he 
could feel for his son and ap- 
preciate the love he bore for 
the Prurcess Petsetiiva. 

Very early one morning he 
was hard at work turning 
over a heap of dust close un- 


derneath alace walls. 
It was just daybreak, and 
the golden sunlight was 


streaming up the sky filling 
all the air with a gleaming 
haze of glory, in which the 
larks would have been lost 
but for their songs. For 
there were larks in Aphania 
because, by the great 

of Aphania, out of every ten 
acres included within the city 
wall two were bound to be 
left in a wild uncultivated 
state of heath as playground 
and “lungs” for the neigh- 
bourhood. 

The Princess Petsetiriia 
thought the song of a lark 
one of the sweetest things 
you could hear, and she al- 
ways rose early to listen to 
it. And it so happened that 
on this particular morni 
she opened her window an 
looked out just as old Raa- 
GATTI was below. 

The rag-gatherer heard 
the sound of the openin 
casement and looked up. It 
was the first time he had ever 
seen the princess, for he was 
not one to run after state 
processions, having business 
of his own to attend to. He 
knew from the description 
Remsky had given him that 
this must be Petsetiiua, and 
he felt that his son had shown remarkable taste in fixing his affec- 
tions on so lovely u being. 

So there stood Raccarrt looking up at Perserriia, and there stood 
PerseTiLua looking up at the larks. And there was one very big and 
very melodious lark soaring just over the palace—so big and so mele- 
dious that I think it must have been, as was afterwards reported, the 
Farry Feuicia in disguise. Prrsetrixa listened to it and watched it 
with the greatest delight, and in order to see it better as it soared still 
higher towards Heaven she leant far out of the window. In doing 
so, without notieing it, she pressed the spring of the locket she were 
round her neck against the window-sill. The locket opened—and a 
withered bunch of heart’s-ease fell out of it and dropt into the street. 

The little , insignificant looking bumeh of pansies fell at Rac- 
catti’s feet. He knew nothing of their history, and supposed they 
were only some dead flowers the princess was throwing away. 

“T’ll take them home to Remsxy,”’ said he, “ They will be a relie 
for the poor boy to keep. They have stood upon the Princess's table. 
and no doubt while they were fresh and bright she loved and admired 


| them, and so he will value them though they are withered.” 
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VERY OBLIGING. 


Doctor :—“ WiLL YoU PUT OUT YOUR TONGUE, MY LITTLE MAN ?”’ 
Child of Obliging Disposition :—‘“ YEs,—AND Do this, Too, IF YOU LIKE 


THE DRURY-LANE PLAY. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.”’ 


Sir,—I have seen in the daily papers three letters on this topic 
which are worth reading. Mr. Dion Bovcicavutr declares that his 
piece was written with a mora/ object; an Amateur Critic asserts that 
the piece is immoral; Mr. Cuatrerton, the lessee of Drury Lane, in- 
forms the world that Formosa draws money, and that the public is the 
best possible judge of what pleases it. 

Now Mr. Bovucicau.t wrote his piece with a pecuniary object, and is 
much too clever to suppose that it will exercise the slightest influence 
upon social ethics, either for good or evil. The Amateur Critic writes 
to the Zimes merely because the shower of ladybirds is not important 
enough to fill the spare columns of a paper in the morte saison. Why 
Mr. CHATTERTON writes, goodness only knows: but his letter though 
illogical, may teach a lesson to the upholders of the legitimate drama. 

The Daily Telegraph leader upon this useless and painful discussion 
is futile. If Suaxesprarg had written on the subject, says Caro, the 
Censorious, his heroine would have drowned the stage (in the last act, 
of course) in tears of contrite agony. This is unfair to Mr. Bovct- 
CAULT, whose heroine (even before the last act) weeps like a waterspout 
and repents with all her might. Caro quotes from SHAKESPEARE an 
awful instance of retribution on vice which is too gross for modern 
lady readers ; but is he ignorant that sinners can be reclaimed as well 
as punished ? 

The argument of crowded houses, on the other hand, is worth nothing. 
People who go just now to see Formosa go for the first time ;—not 
because they admire it, but because they wish to see whether they 
shali admire it. IfI were in Seville I should go to a bull-fight once, 
but I should come away poorly and go no more. Meanwhile I should 
form, in the managerial estimation, an item in the crowded and appre- 
ciative public of Seville. 

As a literary work Formosa is scarcely worth seeing : the pro and con 
of its morality gives it at this dull time of year an utterly undue 
interest. I am, sir, yours obediently, 

Bon GALurry. 
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Very Sieve-ere. 
Here we read of a clever invention. 


A private soldier in California has invented a new method of skimming milk. He 
fits a fine gauze sieve to a hoop of the size of the pan. The milk is then poured into 
the pan so as to a little more than cover the sieve. When the cream has risen the 
hoop is lifted, and the cream is thus completely removed. 


We fear the invention is notlikely to come into use in London. 


The sieve would have a sinecure, for to attempt to remove cream from 
London Milk would be like shaving a pig for wool—s/ear nonsense. 





March and Midsummer. 


Grimacine is, of course, strictly prohibited in the ranks. Neverthe- 
less, in one of the Indian Presidencies there is a station to which no 
regiment can march during the hot weather without a good deal of 
mopping and Mhow-ing. 





Never Toi-let to Mend. 


Oxe of the latest additions to the toilet-table, if we may credit an 
advertisement, possesses the admirable quality of “refreshing the 
memory ’’—no more suitable present could be made to young ladies— 
who bet. 


How’s that, Umpire P 
Wuar is the difference between the “habitual criminal” and an 
indifferent cricketer ? One is “run in,” the other “run out.” 


PREMATURE OLD AGE. 


Onty the first Session of the reformed Parliament has passed away — 
yet the Prorogation Speech was positively “ bald.” 





PEOPLE WHO BHOULD “ ACT ON THE 8QUARE.”’=The Cubcng, 
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THIEVES! 


The Offinded Majesty of the Law:—“’LL TEACH YOU TO PICK UP STICKS IN A GENTLEMAN’S WOOD!” 
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Answers to Correspondents, 13, 23, 33, 
43, 53, 63, 73, 83, 93, 103, 113, 125, 136, 
145, 155, 165, 175, 185, 195, 205, 215, 224, 


235, 245, 256, 257 


Antipodal Dinner (An), 11 


April Fancies, 43 
Afternoon Tea, 62 


ABC (By our Own Cynic), 73 
Ancient Gridiron (To the), 74 


After Dark, 81 


Accounts, 165 


Art Articles, 188 


Apropos of Mary Warner, 194 


Anacreontic (An), 196 


Advice, 206 


Bas Ballads (The) :— 


No. 64.—The Haughty Actor, 31 
», 65.—The Two Majors, 41 
», 66.—The Three Bohemian Ones, 51 
», 67.—The Policeman’s Beard, 75 
», 68.—The Bishop of Rum-ti-foo 


», 69.—A Worm Will Turn, 104 

», 70.—The Mystic Balvagee, 112 

» 71.—Emily, John, James, andI, 115 
72.—Prince il Baleine, 253 


Again, 85 


” 
Broken Toys, 53 
Black and White, 71 


Bluster, 111 


Brown's (Mrs.) Dinner Party, 123 
Balance of Nature (The), 196 


Baby Show (The), 204 
Bear Idea (The), 206 


Better Management, 235 


Buoys versus Man, 243 


Bard and the Babvon (The), 245 


Cuats on the Mags, 18, 24, 33, 53, 55, 65, 
93, 193, 106, 116, 146, 153, 164, 183, 193, 


205, 218, 228, 246 
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Cry from the Cam, 22 

Curious Experience, 22 

Caveat Venditor, 25 

Cracking up the Crack, 86 

Croydon Race (The), 105 

Courtesy, 136 

Clubs Lead, 154 

Caveat Tempter, 193 

Contingent Remainder (A), 208 

Cross Questions and Amiable Answers, 
228 

Cameronian Simplicity, 234 

Clubbable Ladies, .35 


Dovste Acrostic, 6, 23, 26, 42, 54, 56, 66, 
76, 86, 96, 106, 126, 128, 146, 148, 163, 
173, 183, 188, 198, 208, 218, 228, 238, 248, 
258 

Double Acrostic (Answers to), 6, 23, 26, 42, 
54, 56, 66, 76, 86, 96, 106, 126, 128, 146, 
148, 163, 173, 183, 188, 198,208, 218, 228, 
238, 248, 258 

Daisy, 16 

Defeat of Dyspepsia (The), 44 

Dust thou not Know, 44 

Dialogue (A), 113 

Derby Doll Ditty (The), 125 

Duel (The), 158 

Derby Course (The), 213 

Dark Saying (A), 44 

Drury-Lane Play (The), 260 


Ep1TorialL, 6, 16, 26, 36, 46, 5@, 66, 76, 86, 
96, 106, 118, 128, 138, 148, 158, 168, 178, 
188, 198, 208, 218, 228, 238, 248, 258 

Expostulation (An), 152 

Escaping from Town, 124 

Editing in Chester, 145 

Elegant Extracts, 208 

Epigram, 43 
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FRMALE Novelists, 45 
Folkestone and the Public Voiee, 72 


Favoured Few (The), 93 


Firefly, 135 
Foresters Good, 166 


Ferdinando, 205 


Fine Clothes, 248 
Formosa, 255 


Grrv’s Life (.\), 13 

Good King (The), 23 

Great Comique (The), 116 

Good Time Coming, 208 

Going Out of Town, 226 

Ghost to his Ladye Love (The), 233 


Here, There, and Everywhere, 12, 33, 
52, 62, 73,83, 93, 95, 113, 134, 143, 155, 
165, 175, 184, 196, 213, 223, 233, 245, 

254 


Have it Out, 153 

High Art, 165 

Harmony at the Horticultural, 194 
Hidden Grief (A), 213 
Happy-go-Lucea Lines, 228 


Ir’s the Early Bird, etc., 12 
Ideal Copyright, 42 
Invitation (An), 195 


In the Zoo, 218 
In Town and Out of Town, 23% 
Idyll of the Idle One (The), 248 


Kixe@ Jobbernowl, 133 
Know You, 175 


Lrrz in Lodgings—Lodgers, 32, 61, 101, 


133 


Life for Life, 21 
Look-out for Lords (A), 36 
Light as Air, 44 





Lay of the Ancient Bachelor (The), 91 
Literary and Scientific Meetings, 114 
Line upon Line, 138 

Look Out for Squalls, 143 

Lawn Lyric (A), 153 

Lament (A), 184 

Love Lyric (A), 195 

Law or Justice, 235 


MAKING History, 66 

Mildness ef the Season, 83 

Miss Minuet, 111 

Momus’s First-(St)rate T 118 

Mary Warner, 185 

Mind your Stops, 195 

Mixture to be Taken as Before (The), 
195 

More or Less So, 198 

Modern Man’s Millinery, 214 

Man of the Moon Struck (‘I'ne) 223 

My Darling, 224 


Noruino at All in the Papers To-day, 5 
New Clab, 46 

New Meat Market (The), 74 

New Market at Bethnal Green (The), 154 
Native Wit, 183 

New Reading (A), 203 

Not Quite, 215 

Nensense Rhymes, 235 


Or Certain Odd Fish, 15 

Opera Greetings, 34 

Only a Woman’s Hair, 55 

Our Military Correspondent, 73 
Our Poor Relations, 127 

Our Derby Tip, 136 

Old Stager’s Grow! (An), 155 
Odd Sounda, 203 

On the Tapis, 205 
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Brisnor of Rum-eti-foo Again (The), 85 Lirr in Lodgings—Lodgers, 32, 61, 101, 


Bobby and Beard, 94 133 

Broad Destruction, 136 Losus in Quo, 176 

Blunder (A), 146 Language of the Chignon (The), 257 
BytheSad3S Waves, 186 
Baby Show!(The), 204 


Old Score (An), CARTOONS. 


Odd Man Ont (An), 283 


On a Tear, 243 Another Bull’s Run, 103 


Ambuscade (The), 130 
Bumble’s Banishment, 88 
Bitter Dose (The), 210 
Chosen Champion (The), § 
Cork out, 98 
Four-Leaved Shamrock (The), 48 
Favorite (The), 120 
Good at Figuring, 68 
Hero's Return (The), 206 
Leap for Life (A), 79 
Modern Mrs. Partington (The), 38 
Move On, 189 Day in Derbyshire, 64 
New Boy in the Upper School (The), 159 Dressing the Ranks, 114 
a teeta Double Barrelled Event (4), 184 Nicholas’s Derby Hieroglyphic, 117 
oa : Down on Him, 243 New Meat Market at B>thnal Green, 154 
Olympus Out of Work, 28 ee i . : ; 
Poet Hull tn the Poctormance (A), 00 — People Left in Town (The), | Now street Industry (A), 183 
Peaee and Quietness, 220 
Pleasant Change, 250 
Save us From our Friends, 230 
Sea of Troubles (A), 240 
That is the Question—Weather, 190 
Thieves, 261 
Up in a Balloon, 138 
Will they Spoii the Child, 170 
j 


Prripatetic Papers, 35 

Parody (A), 43 

Poet’s Drawback (The), 7 

Prospective Trip to Bath (A), 83 

Petsetilla’s Posy, 147, 157, 167, 177, 187, 
197, 207, 217, 227, 237, 247, 259 

Patent Fact (A), 156 

Present and Future, 178 

Paper, 198 

Period (The), 214 

Pretty Moth, 223 

Pic-nics, A Ja Parisienne, 34 

Poser (A) 245 

Pleas the Pigs, 223 

Powerful Reason (A), 257 


Monpay Pop (The), 12 

Meditative Puff and a Meditative Blow 
(A), 44 

Murder Will Out, 84 

Mystic Salvagee (The), 112 

Man of Business (A), 134 

Modern Man’s Millinery, 214 






Cranae of Name (A), 55 

C’rect Card (The), 76 

Croydon Race (The), 105 
Conveyancing Barrister (A), 206 
Close Shave (A), 213 

Coolie Labour, 224 


Nor to be Done, 34 
New Meat Market (The), 74 
Not very Happy Pear (A), 95 


Rotten Row of the Coming Period (The), 
45 

R. A.’3 at Burlington House (The), 102 

Remance of the Prairie (A), 166 

Komance of the Row (A), 168 

Rose Show (The), 174 

Rifle Association (The), 193 

Rod in Pickle (A), 233 

Reflections, 253 


Or Certain Odd Fish, 15 

On the S.E.R., 42 

Old Trap (An), 125 

Our Poor Relations, 127 

One Good Turn deserves Anothe”, 246 


Emity, John, James, and I, 115 
Escaping from Town, 124 


FicurRATIVE Language, 156 
Fair Inference (A), 193 


Great Smoking-Carriage Question (The), | Pypyasanr Agricultural District (A), 24 
65 Peripatetic Papers, 35 

Great Comique (The), 116 Pleasant for Mr. Proboscis, 54 

Going Out of Town, 226 Pane and Grief, 62 


S1 J’¢tais Roi, 36 _— 

Slight Mistake (A), 63 Ghost to His Ladye Love (The), 233 Poet’s Drawbacks (The), 72 

Sailor's Home (The), 82 Policeman’s Beard (The), 75 
SEGRAVINOD Havouty Actor (The), 31 Petsctilla’s Posy, 147, 157, 167, 1:7, 187, 


Spring in London, 84 
Sterling Performance (A), 92 
Songs Without Words, 92 
Stanzas, 127 

Sweep, 134 

Swing, 143 

Saturday Maniac (A), 163 
St. James’s Park, 164 

Saints and Sinners, 183 


197, 207, 217, 227, 237, 247, 259 
Poor Fellows, 153 
Particular to a Hair, 163 
Plungers, 216 
Pic-nics, & la Parisienne, 234 
Prince il Baleine, 253 
Powerful Reason (A), 257 


Hint for Horticulturists (A), 137 


ANTIPODAL Dinner (An), 11 
| Harmony at the Horticultural, 194 


After Dark, 81 
After the Race, 116 
Anti-Malthusian, 173 ' I Totiep you so, 236 








Sun and Shower, 185 
Shop (The), 203 

Singing Swimmingly, 203 
Serenade, ‘213 

Bciomachy, 215 

Sneer not a Smile (A), 236 
Summer Pastoral (A), 243 


TuRNING over New Leaves, 14, 25, 43, 54, 
63, 73, 184, 96, 145,156, 166, 186, 203, 
216, 235, 348 

True Politeness, 64 

Tales of a Head (A), 91 

Table Tips, 111 

Twenty-Four Port, 138 

Tuppence no More, 176 

Taking a Rising out of Him, £05 

To Morpheus, 216 

Testimonial (A), 2 4 

To a Prawn, 256 


Unnecessary, 203 

Unknown Quantity of Nonsense (An), 
215 

Useful and the Brucefal (The), 218 

Under the Cliffs, 244 


Vicarious Poisoning, 56 








Quire Time, 22 


Rotten Row of the Coming Perio! (The), 
4 

R. A.’S at Burlington House (The), 102 

Retort Courteous (The), 126 

Rose Show (The), 174 

Rather Like It, 196 

Ruling Pa sion (The), 256 

Reflection, 2. $% 


Somexzopy or Nobody, l4 
Settler (A), 25 

Sailor’s Home (The), 82 
Stirling Performance (A), 92 
St. James’s Park, 164 


Two Majors (The), 41 

Three Bohemian Ones (The), 51 
Tis True ’Tis Pity, 52 

True and Tried, 158 

Thank you for The Next, 223 


Unpsr the Cliffs, 244 


Very Like—Very Like, 128 
Velocipede Derby (The), 144 


Velosipede, 65 Very Obliging, 260 


Velecipede (The), 103 
Velocipede Derby, 144 
Very Much Abroad, 174 
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3 — Well-meant, but Ambiguous, 203 


Wuar’s on the Walls, 72 
Work of the Session, 94 





Westry’d Interests, 173 — 
Wanted Very Much, 238 
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precise period for enjoying the Lady’s Mile and the ladies’ 
bows. Conscious, yet modestly conscious, that he would be 
greeted by the fair with the inclination of the heart as well as 
of the head, Fun strolled into the Park. A murmur of delight ran 
through the serried crowd of rank, wealth, and beauty, as soon as 
his presence was observed. Members of Parliament vied with 
one another to attract his notice, and obtain a recognition, the 
news of which telegraphed with all the promptitude that the General 
Post Office is capable of, would in the course of a few days, more or 
less, reach their constituents in the country, and send a thrill of 
mingled pride and joy through their breasts. 
= As he sauntered along leisurely, Cabinet Ministers did not 
————ees— scruple to push their way through the surrounding crowd in order 
——————_ to exehange a few words with him, and profit by the wisdom 
which he carelessly concealed beneath puns and bon mots. 
‘* Very good Land Bill that of yours,” he said approvingly to one 
—— - eminent member of the Government, ‘‘ but I am afraid even that 
= won't satisfy some of the Irish people. Where’s Bop? He seems 


e was the fashionable hour in the height of the season—the 
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SSS] ‘ == = keeping out of sight—a little nervous about that taxation experi- 
i ment of his ? Well, we will wait and see what his budget is like 
——— before we condemn him :—he succeeded to the muddles of a Chan- 


—— ee 


cellor of the Exchequer whose party’s idea of finance seems to be 


—x = limited to getting hopelessly in arrear. Tell Forster I think his 
: | Education Bill a one. I shoald like to have seen something 
Tn Mitt Tae - | =f more sweeping and decided, but of course everything is a matter of 
4 te ee =< “4 — compromise and this ought to pass without much of the meddling 

IG n* i \ 4 Yb _= — which mars so many good measures. Good day!” 
A little further on he encountered another Secretary of State 
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anxious to obtain a word or two from him. ‘‘ Well, my pattern of 
Pall Mall reformers,” he said, smilingly, ‘‘ I am glad you have 
kept your estimates down. That is as it should be. What is the 
: . latest news from Somerset House? I hope the President is 

better :—he is much missed. I don’t see hot the Irish Land Bill 


can be properly discussed in the absence of a statesman whose opinion is so highly esteomed in Ireland. Ah, there’s 
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Bruce—he pretends he doesn’t see me! He’s not quite easy in his mind about his attempt to legislate for our cabs. But he 
means well, so 1 shouldn’t be hard upon him. Tell him so. It will relieve his mind. Aw revoir!” 

Before he had gone a dozen paces, he was again accosted by one of the Ministry. " 

‘“‘ Well, my worthy friend,” said he, shaking the new comer warmly by the hand, ‘‘I am glad to see you are doing so much 
at the Poor Law Board. But you andI are thoroughly aware that the whole Poor Law-system is rotten, and must eventually 
be remodelled entirely. Still you deserve great credit for making the best of it. I'll tell you what, if Her Gracious Majesty— 
as she laughingly proposed when I dined with her at Windsor the other day—should confer the sovereign power on me for 
twenty four hours, one of the first things I should do, would be to send you an order to hang a few St. Pancras Guardians !” 

" Conduies them to the scaffold instead of their BerE—if I may jest in your presenco,” said the other, with diffidence. 

‘‘ You are forgiven,” was the answer, as F'un continued his promenade, meeting in a few minutes yet another Minister. 

‘‘ Ahoy, messmate, what cheer?” asked Fun, playfully going through a little pantomime, illustrative of the action of 
hitching up unbraced nether-garments with tarry hands. 

‘Come aboard, yer honour!” answered the First Lord. ‘‘ Fleet in capital order, and expenditure considerably reduced. 
Shall we enter it as a su reform at the Admiralty ? ” 

‘‘ Make it so!” said the Admiral of the universal’ Read. 

But at this t a handsome carriage and pair came towards the place where Fon was standing, and ata sign from tho 
lady who gt it, drew uj oy the railings. She was attired richly, but not extravagantly, in fabrics of English manufacture, 
Fun hastened to the side of © barouche, and was welcomed with a sunny smile. 

My dearest friend and councillor,” said Brrrannia, shaking him warmly by the hand, “I am giad indeed to see you. 
Thanks to your advice, my Ministers seem likely to carry cn the Government in a highly satisfactory manner, and the session 
promises to pass over nit any of the bitterness of party squabbles for place. I am glad to hear, too, that there a pears to be 

some bape better times for Trade and Commerce, and I trust that the Ministry are considering your suggostious for relieving 
the terrible distress among the | 





»” 
ts but you will have to keep them to the point by frequent enquiries as to their progress.” 
us Maj i) QuBEW, will do the same.” : , 


, the 
was wi deep raat ts I she had been suffering from neuralgia. Unfortunately the only remedy 


. Bid : 
“Tug to have known that without asking, Ah, my excellent friend, how can I thank you sufficiently for 
ce me, the bene ee eich you ee me, a, there no Way in which I can show my gratitude ? ” 
offering, presenting his new yolume. ! 
layin at ode. f is foe end Clakeally Sokte to Un ‘i 
a the carriage, and playfully insisted upon F'un’s accompanying them 
an rion Pes tore himself seer Rae, the fair dame to whose service 
cushifons, happy-in the perusal of— 
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THE BUD. 
ELLOW - GARTERED 


GuUNDRED 
Was a man of might; 
Vassals twice two-hundred 
Followed him to fight. 
Medizeval manners 


NIPT IN 


GuNDRED’s were, of 
course : 

And he marched with 
banners, 


And a troop of horse, 
To invade his neighbours, 
And of fruits despoil 
Of their life-long labours, 

Profits of their toil. 
And he England swore 
Solemnly to vanquish 
(Did he for the store 
Locked-up in the Bank 
wish ?) 
And no doubt his name 
Would reflect eclét back 
In the scroll of Fame. 
But for one slight draw- 


back: 
That one day the foe 
Chanced his brains to 
scatter— 
Which, of course, you know, 
Modified the matter. 








os And no Wonder. 
-~ We leara with unmitigated satisfaction that as a sporting exquisite 
was exhibiting his pigeon-slaying prowess before a “ select company 


Saar dies” (save the mark!) his gun—doubtless in disgust—“ re- 





Wuo should be appointed Sculptor to the Society of Friends ?— 
Theed (oblige by pronouncing the Mi th’’ as in “ then’). vai 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 


In the Cornhill Mr. CHartes Reape out-London-Journals the 
London Journal in startling interest, in the “ Just at this moment —to be 
continued in our next”’ style. Altogether the number is a good one. 

Belgravia contains several readable papers this month, and a 
violently sensational story. Mr. Srmngy Biancuarp figures as “a 
gentleman in a red coat’’ as successf"'v as if he were a gallant officer 
of militia. The illustrations are neitue: better nor worse than usual. 

London Society is a capital seasonable number. Especially good is 
the view of the Row “At Albert Gate: ’’—so few artists give us the 
real swells! 

The Sunday Magazine is excellent as usual. The illustrations of 
“The Crust and the Cake,” “Forgotten by the World,” and 
‘‘Samson,” are alone worth double the price of the number. The 
“City Man” is good as ever. 

In Good Words we have pleasant reading, and plenty of pictures. 
But what was Mr. GERALD uae about, to begin with—and every- 
body else, for that matter—to make such a blunder about carmina 
nuptiale # A singular adjective and a plural noun—it's the reverse of 
Owen MEREDITH’s curious bungle of Serbski Pesme! Why wi// people 
meddle with languages they don’t understand? English would 
enone the purpose very well, and it’s no sin to be ignorant of the 
classics. 

Good Words for the Young is brimful of geod reading, thanks to Dr. 
GILBERT, the two Krincsiteys, Ggorcz Macponatp, and Mr. Howe. 
The pictures—with the exception of those to “ Margot ’’—are capital. 
‘“‘ Miss Hooper” is “ real jolly.” 


To the point. 

Tue new bayonet is to combine the properties of a cleaver and a saw. 
It will in the first-named form be first chop, and in the latter case it 
will be an unpleasant means of evi-serrating an enemy, should the 
point ever have to be discussed. 





The Right Man. 

WE are glad to see that the statue of Oxiver Cromwe rt for the 
Manchester Town-hall is to be by Mr. Nosiz. “Shall Cromwetr 
have a statue?” is an old question, and is best answered by this proof 
that he was one of Nature’s Nose —men. 


| 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 8th, 1869. 


<I J E have not yet recovered from the paralysis consequent on thé 
/ collapse of the “ Great Corner House,” when a fresh calamity 
al creates a panic in a new and hitherto unsuspected quarter. 
There was a sort of instinctive belief that if a man insured 
his life, and paid his premium regularly, he was safe. An Insurance 
Company seemed som thing as solid as the Bank of England. 
But the bubble has burst, and the general security is sorely shaken. 
The calamities produced by the failures of banks are bad enough, but 
from the very nature of its professions, a bankrupt Insurance Office 
spreads even worse disaster. The savings of a lifetime, the struggling 
toiler’s provision for his children, the professional man’s store for his 
old age, the provision for the widow and the orphan—all these are lost 
in the wreck ! ‘ 
The reflection is a sad one: but when we learn how the wreck is 
accomplished the sadness gives|place to anger and astonishment. 
Recklessness and folly, gambling and financing, agents’ fees and com- 
sation—the old story! Of a truth the company that can play 
- and drakes with such money, and then calmly closes its hous 
and suspends payment, deserves the name of Assurance | 
Mrs. Beecuer Stowe made her first success by ane ne ee 
lack. She is now trying to revive an expiring popularity by 
ing a white. Her dstal Mery ” of Lapy “Denow's life is about as true 
as the “proofs” she adduced to vouch for the truth of Uncle Tom's 
Cabin. As in that instance, so in this, she is detected in the most reel 
less assertions, and the gravest blunders. 

We need not examine Mrs. Srowe’s “story ’’ very minutély. The 
quotation of one passage will be sufficient to expose the fallacy :— 

At the altar she did not know that she was a sacrifice ; buat before sunset of that 
winter day she knew it, if a judgment may be formed of her face and attitude of 
despair, when she alighted from the carriaze on the afternoon of her marriage day. 
It was not the traces of tears which won the sympathy of the old butler who stood 
at the open deor. The bridegroori jumped out of the carriage and walked away. 
The bride ted and came up the steps alone; with a countenance and frame 
agonived and listless from evident horror and despair. 

Mrs. Stowe professes to have received the account of Lapy Byron’s 
life from Lapy Brron’s own lips: Did her ladyship deal in this 
“ fancy a ?”’ ‘The account is that of an eye-witness. If Mrs. 
Srowe did not receive it from Lapy Byron, and as she was not 

resent herself, there is but one conclusion to draw: that she has 
hashed uP this description—a purely sensational bit of fiction—like a 
vulgar Macavutay in petticoats. This is not history, it is tall writing. 
We decline to accept Mrs. Stowe’s statements, and wait for Dr. 
Lusutneron to break silence, preferring the explanation of an educated 
judicial mind to the gushing of a professional sensation-monger. 





A Lesson in Spouting. 
Wuewn the poet commences his Autumnal Ode with the line 


“ Lone blossom of the waning fields,” 
does he mean by “loan blossom’’ to indicate the pop-py ? 





A Chisel. 


Way is a sculptor at work on a marble bust of the authoress of 
Lost and Saved like «a corporate town in Oxfordshire? Because he's 
Chipping Norton. 





The Cattle Plague. 
We have got tired of Mr. Sipney Coorer’s everlastingly repeated 
cattle pieces. There is no question about their— Yes, there is 
though! Cvuyr-bdono ? 


A SWINDLE. 
Tus number of we have seen this “ rar 
To pone season “done brown” is 


Ir a monkey had the gift of speech, how would it commence ? 
Be jabers ! 
eae own Patent.—The best Printing Machine Feeder.—The 
Marerramiiss, sorely against her will, has allowed Master 
follow his bent and has sent him to sea ;—what London Howtairne fe 





he represent? The Mother Shipt’un. 


from a Vienna touching and 
a certain tenor “drinks the brown juice of the gambrinus.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. ISI. 


Wrew Harry and Jack, at the birds for a crack 
Together tramped the stubble ; 
Though there fell to Jacx’s gun full many a one, 
Yet the bag of friend Harry scored double. 
For why? Because he had this, don’t you see, 
And it saved him a vast deal of trouble! 
1. On festive board, in cricket field, 
What various delight twill yield. 
When in this style Hunt sang erewhile 
What reader could resist him ? 
The lines I pitch upon, in whieh 
He tells you “ Jenny kist him.” 
. At CEpipvs she gravely winks— 
And “Give it up ?”’ remarks the Sphinx. 
. If you've got the beginning and middle, 
You'll find this concluding the riddle. 
. Beside the waves Brirann1A‘s said to rule, 
As & fetreat you'll find it snug and cool. 
6. This you'll find in a drama, which certainly goes a 
Great matty Miles in advance of Formosa. 
Sotution or Acnostio No. 129.— Seaside Holiday: Sash, Echo, 
Admiral, Salviatl, Diad, Diana, Expiry. 


2. 


Conkkc? Sonvtions oF A co Né. 129, atozrven Sar. {6t —Haphazard; 
ros; Timothy a##d Co.; D. E. H.; Ruaby’s Ghost; Gray's Gallivanting 
Shakes and Snuffers; Da'siel Cottage ; J. A. H.; tin Town; Brixton 


i 


; Lechusa; 8. L. H.; Twopenny; Old John; A. H. F.; Wellesley; J. H. L. 


MAKING GAME-BRINUS. 

TO THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” F 
Sin, The Puli Mali Gasette the other translated a paragraph 
paper, eir voices. It says that | 
What | 
the juice is that ? Ihave heardof a certain legendary swell, GamBrinvus, 
king of Brabant, who is traditionally called the inventor of beer. I 
think he is mentioned in Hans Breitmann. Is it possible that the 


P. M. G. has not hit on the right tap? Yours, 
HIGH-BEERY-’UN. 








Wheezy does it. 


Ir is difficult to estimate the full extent of the suffering caused by 
our variable climate.— Harvest reports state that in some parts of the 


country even the wheat is “husky.” 


Le eee - 


*Hap—he’s Right. 
Ovr timid contributor, taking a tour through Wales, never attempts 
to pronounce the names he meets with—fearing an attack of <Ap- 


Poe ers 


perplex-ye. 


Shakesperian Conundrum. 
Wuy should mercy be ever a benefit to the light-fingered gentry >— ' 
Because it blesses “him that takes.” 


A-weel ! 
We are not quite sure whether the best term to apply to those who 
have run mad on the subject of velocipedes, is not “cranky.” 


Maxim for the Million. | 
Action should follow thought. No farmer can plough a field by 
turning it over in his mind. 
A LESSON FOR THE LAZY. 


None but the wilfully blind can deny that even that scourge—“ the 
bottle ’—does its work. 
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Growrnc Parvs.—Cucumber frames. 

Fre Siuptz.—The money which is soon parted from the fool who 
goes to a quack. 

Wuenrs the “Half-guinea ’’ Trousers might possibly be appreciated : 
In Af-ghani-stan. wf ne ee 

How “See the Conquering Hero comes” should be played: Ona | 
Corno- Pean. 

Divers Ovur.—City clerks who ‘believe in public companies v. 
private enterprise. 

Desmraste Strate or Desrirvrion.Having nothing to reproach | 
one’s self with. . . 7 

TT. 
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PETSETILLA’S. POSY: 


GB §aity ECxtrabagance, 





CHAPTER VIII[.—(Conrinvsp.) 


S for Persetrixa she did not see the locket open and did not 
notice the fall of the posy. I very much doubt, if she had seen 
it fall, whether she would have thought anything about it. 
For, you see, she was told that the locket was the charm—that 

her happiness and welfare depended on that gold and jewelled orna- 
ment, and had never heard a word about its contents. 

But somehow just as Raccatti picked up the posy Perserimua felt 
that the morning was rather chilly. She gave a little shiver, and 
thought to herself how silly it was to get up at that early hour just to 
hear a little bird chirp. Her tirewoman was sound asleep, for the 
princess never used to wake her to dress her at such an early hour. 
But she felt this morning that it was very lazy of her attendant to 
sleep on so soundly. She shut the window down with a bang and 
suddenly determined to undress and get into bed again. But she 
could not get to sleep again. She wis restless and unsettled, and 
tossed and tumbled and never clovsd an eye until nearly nine o'clock, 
so that she had just got ito a nice doze when her tirewoman brought 
her her early cup of tea. But Prrsetiria didn’t want the tea and 
didn’t like being disturbed, and so for the first time in her life she 
spoke crossly to the poor girl. And then when she had done it 
she was angry with herself, so she vented her dissatisfaction by finding 
fault with the tea, and at last turned over in a pet and tried to go to 
sleep aguin. But she didn’t get her nap until she cried herself to 
sleep over the thought that she was very naughty and fretful. 

But she never guessed the real cause of the change, and as for the 
locket that had snapt to again, so that she would have no reason to 
suspect its contents were gone even had she known that it ever had 
anything inside it. 

Raceatti had not had a very profitable night’s work, but as soon as 
he picked up the posy he turned his steps homeward. 

“‘T’ve been very lucky,” said he to himself, “‘ very lucky indeed, for 
besides the rags I’ve gathered—and I might not have found any at 
all!—I’ve seen the princess and I’ve got a keepsake for Remsxy.” 

So he hurried homeward singing cheerily all the way, and so happy 
and contented that he quite forgot he had had nothing to eat all night 
until he saw the breakfast that his good wife had prepared for him. 
And then he sat down and ate with a relish, and never seemed to know 
that the bacon was a little rancid and that there were too many horse- 
beans in the coffee. 

He had not sat down many minutes before Remsxy made his appear- 
ance. RaGGarti would not tell his son about the posy till the lad had 
finished his breakfast, for fear pleasure should spoil his appetite. But 
when Remsky was just ready to go, the old man told him of his 
morning’s adventure, and at 
last produced the little 
withered bunch of flowers. 

Remsky seized the poor 
posy and kissed it reverently. 
Then he folded it up in a 
clean kerchief, and buttoned 
it up beneath his jerkin over 
his heart. And after that, as 
it was time for him to go to 
his work, he took leave of his 
a parents and hastened away to 
it | | the garden. 

“Poor boy!” said Raa- 

Gatti, “I’m glad I was able 

: to bring it to him—though to 
x be sure I wasted some time 
4) about it. I haven’t collected 
half as many rags as I ought 
to have done—I’ve not donea 
good night’s work. But, my dear,” said he, turning suddenly to his 
wife, ‘“‘what’s the matter with the bacon? I didn’t notice it till this 
minute, but it tastes very odd! what can it be f—it isn’t the coffee 
is it? ‘That doesn’t seem as good as it should be.”’ 

You see Raccartti had parted with the posy now, and that made a 
difference in him. 

And what alteration did it make in Remsky? why, none at all! He 
was happy and contented already, and all the fairy posies in the world 
couldn’t improve his disposition in that respect. 

But as Fexicra’s gift was thus entirely lost on the gardener’s boy, I 
can’t help thinking what a pity it was that PerseTiiia didn’t get it 
back at once, for she was fretful and peevish now, and all her at- 
tendants suffered for it, and suffered the more because they had never 
known her to be anything but good and kind and considerate before. 

‘‘ Lawk bless us!’ said one of the waiting women to another as they 
stood behind the Princess’s chair while her hair was being done, 
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' but it seemed to her there had 
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during which eperation the 
Gold Brush and Comb in Waiting 
caught it rather severely, “ Lawk 
bless us, anyone would think she'd 
lost the fairy locket, only you can 
see it’s there round her neck! ”’ 

“What is all that noise?’ 
asked the Princess presently. 

“Ifyou please, your Highness, 
it’s the peas being brought in 
for the pigeons !” said the First 
Lady in Waiting. 

Now the Princess had seen the 
peas brought in often and often, 


never been so much fuss and noise 
about it, so she looked out to see 
howit was that it annoyed herso. 

She saw Remsxy superintending the unloading of the carts. 

“ Dear me! what a handsome young man,” said she ; “ it’s a pity he’s 
not good and happy and contented, which he is not, for he hag no gold 
or jewels about him — not so much as a stud or sleeve-link!”’ 

And Remsxy leoking up said to himself: “ Fairest of Princesses, what 
bliss it is only tolook upon you. Iam too blest to have the privilege 
of being so near you!” 

And then he went back to the garden and sowed a very large letter 
P in mustard and cress. 





CHAPTER IX. 
WAR DECLARED. 


THERE was some consternation, I can tell you, in Aphania when the 
Envoy of his Serene Mightiness Fizpororr Archduke of Nexdorea, rode 
into the market place ; for it was evident from his wearing his helmet 
wrong side foremost that he was bound on a warlike mission. 

The Archduke’s Herald, by name BraManrTIP, was a person of com- 
manding appearance. He rode on a splendid black charger and bore 
a huge silver 
clarion. His 
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a long white * 
ostrich plume > \4 Lis 
adorned his | 
helm. 

The arms of 
Nexdorea were 
blazoned on 
the Herald's 
tabard and on 
the banner at- 
tached to his 
clarion. The 
arms of Nex- 
dorea, I ought 
to tell you, 
were —accord- 
ing to the 
Herald’s Col- 
lege — “ gules, 
on a bend, or, 
a goose and six 
gooselets wad- 
dlant, in their 
pride, proper: 
crest, a blue- 
nosed baboon, 
proper, snorant 
In an arm- 
chair, argent: 
supporters, two 
hen'seggs, oo 
per, cracked, 
sable :— Motto, ‘ Poached or Pickled.’’’* These armorial bearings, as 
you may suppose, looked very noble when embroidered in gold, silver, 
and bright silks. 

BraMantTIP reined up his charger in the centre of the market-place, 
and blew a single blast on his silverclarion. Thereupon D1samis and 
Dusaris, the Heralds of Kixe Bunco, who had been duly informed 
by post of the proposed visit of Bramantip, took up their place on the 
steps of the town hall, and despatched their pages Banoxo and Bokarpo 
to ask the stranger's mission and conduct him to the Royal Heralds. 


* The chief produce of Nexdorea consisted in hen’s eggs, which were exported to 
all the surrounding countries. Hence the allusions to poultry in the arms. 
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A FEW JOTTINGS AT THE BOAT RACE. 


By ove Srsecirat Commissioner. 
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With as much sucoees as littie 
Dottie by Bus. 








McAxax attempts to go by Train. 


Pa 


Desperate struggle for liquid refresh- Fizzea complai ned that when you 
ment at Barnes. did get a bottle of ar C 


people s 





Hail Columbia !’’ 


Some for reasons would So many rode “‘Shank’s ‘‘ Confound the River Police,’’ said 
not go by Cab. Mare.”’ 


Some fellows are deuced lucky in 
getting good places. 


SS — 


“ Put down that umbrella,” cried the crowd. Beprene, ? Cheapside, shricks, “ — for Ox- Realizing his position: Barnes 
0: = 
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Boxes, ‘I won’t upset the crews!’’ 
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Jonxs thinks his wife will be glad 
Come —Suiient, and to hear Oxfurd won. . 


tainly,”’ say both Nationalities. clear 


I ave seen contests rafts on the Neva. I have watched 
the rivalry between the iers of the Venetian lagoons. I have 
noted the aaas between the swarthy eenos of the Manzanares. 
I have the strife of the swarring skippers of the Mississippi. 
I have beheld the contention of the caiquemutgars of the Golden Horn. 
It only remained for me to view the brotherly agonism of the American 
and the Oxonian, ifically pitted against each other at Putney. 
The day was one which the Puerta del Sol might have been proud to 
own, or the Nevskoi Perspektif might have envied. It a have 
warmed the heart of a Saturday Reviewer even. I hope it did, for I 
always love my enemies. Did I not give tobacco to the tawny 
Algerine, who was calling me an infidel, and uttering canine curses on 
the tombs of my ancestors, and who thought the poor Frank couldn’t 
understand him? Did I not put outside some real Bourbon the gentle- 
man from Chicago, who wanted to bowie-knife me for a difference of 
esto? te the merits of English and American oysters ? Why 

I grudge a little sunshine to the liver of my friend the bitter 
critic? He was there; I saw him; he wore a white hat. All great 


men, except some, have worn white hats from the time of Cwsar 
downwards. Czsar wore a laurel wreath round his, instead of a band. 

I have been in crowds a little at odd times. I have been carried off 
my legs on the Boulevard, in the days of barricades. I have been 
within an ace of a ducking in the fountains of Madrid, when there 
was such a scrouging to catch a glimpse of Prim. I have been pretty 
well rumpled at a big reception at the White House. I have had my 
toes trodden on by the heavy boots of the Russian peasant, my ribs 
compressed by the elbows of Neapolitan lazzaroni. But the sen- 
sation of the mobbing along the riverside on the day of the Inter- 
national Boat Race, did not—strange to say—recall any previous ex- 
perience. As for the race I did not see it, for a stout gentleman, 
whose professional services were, I think, devoted to the slaughter of 
fat oxen, was planted in front of me. I wassupported on my left by 
a Transatlantic youth, and on my right by an enthusiastic Oxonian. 
Bebind me was the million. I couldn’t turn right or left, and I 
couldn’t see over the stout party’s head, . Under'these circumstances I 
need say no more. 
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| He muttered the errand on which he’d come, 
Then, only chuckled and bit his thumb 

And simpered, simpered shyly. 

“No,” said the maiden, “go your way, 

You dare but think what a man would say, 
Yet dare to come a-suing ! 

I've time to lose and power to choose, 

Tis not so much the gallant who woos 
As the gallant’s way of wooing!” 


A third rode up at a startling pace 
A suitor poor, with a homely face, 
No doubts appeared to bind him. 
He kissed her lips, and he pressed her waist, | 
And off he rode with the maiden, placed | 
On a pillion safe behind him. | 
And jasmine leaves to And she heard the suitor bold confide 
frame her. | This golden hint to the priest who tied 
And why she sat there | The knot there’s no undoing, 
nobody knows, «With pretty young maidens who can choose, 
But thus she sang as she | ’Tis not so much the gallant who woos | 
plucked a rose, | As the gallant’s way of wooing!” | 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 
No. 73.—THE WAY OF WOOING. 
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The leaves around her | 
strewing : 
“T’ve time to lose and | 
power to choose, 
"Tis not so much the | 
gallant who woos 





As the gallant’s way of wooing!” 
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Drawing an Inference. 
| Ie there is anything wrong with your mouth you should not go to | 
| a dentist, but to a chemist and druggist, because he can sell gums as 





| well as draw teeth. 


| Barbaric Thought. 

| Cura is at length to experience the blessings (?) of the railway at 
the hands of the Barbarians. Will the sleepers on the lines be of the 
“ willow pattern’? Of course the p/aze-laycrs will be natives. 
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Gushers to Correspondents, 








A lover came riding by a-while, 
A wealthy lover was he, whose smile 
Some maids would value greatly. 
A formal lover, who bowed and bent 
With many a high-flown compliment, 
And cold demeanour stately : 
*¢ You’ ve still,’’ said she, to her suitor stern, 
“The ’prentice work of your craft to learn, 
If thus you come a-cooing. 
T’ve time to lose and power to choose, 
’*Tis not so much the gallant who woos 
As the gallant’s way of wooing!” 





A second lover came ambling by, 
A timid lad with a frightened eye 
And a colour mantiling highly. 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


P 
responsible for loss. | 
V. J. E. H. (Glasgow).— Comic writing is clearly not your vocation— be 


warned in time! 
‘‘ A LITTLE brother and sister’’ should be good children, and curb their 


destructive propensities, by not cracking a joke even. ; 
Captain W. (Wells-street).— You seem to have been mistaking memory 


for imagination. 
Homo (Weardale).—Your “ category of cats’’ is not to the purr-puss. 
| W.C. (Kingskerswell).—You should distinguish between the local and 
| the jocal! 
| W. (Lincoln).— Your magpie joke is as old as the opera—indeed we think 
it was made on the magpie before “‘ the maid and the magpie.”’ 
| Box.—A farthing would more than equal such a Bob’s worth! 


| GrLpert (Newcastle).— Thanks. 
G. M. C. (Gravesend).—Don’t be absurd. 
J. T. (Kentish Town).—You could not have ‘come to us with a werse 


recommendation. 
E. H. (Dublin).—Thank you. : 
H. R. E. (Stockwell).—We trust the “ Harvard harf-’ard’’ joke will not 


run as long as the head-scenter! eo 
A Sunscrrper from the Commencement.—Sorry the rejection of your 


MS. has hurt your feelings. With regard to the order, we need name and 
address. ; 

Deelined with thanks :—The Modern Shylock ; C. C., Hawarden; G. G., 
Louth ; A Boating Lunatic; J..R.; J. J., Manchester ; J. A. P., Sunder- 
land; Doggie; Ridiculus; F. R., Mortimer-road; Haphazard; Theo ; 
C. K. x. Wehan: J. L., Liverpool; C, R., Leeds; Nemo; M., Paris; 
C. E. G., Mark-lane; H. H., Bristol; Formosa-Jane; N. B. ; H. L. &., 
Glasgow ; Dexter; G. F. 8. ; Volunteer ; B. F., Leicester; Miss M., Wake- 
field ; Murshroom ; Lord H.; C, A. K., Chester; E. E. S., Selhurst. 





NOTICE.—Now ready, the Sixteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 


THE NINTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta oloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 18. 6d. cach. 


-—— J 
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‘| story it is hoped will be full of interest for the 
rev kWe TL | hour to all 8 read it or witness its produc- 
tn ie tion.” Forthe hour! It isa joy for ever! 
. | {1 | We won’t spoil the reader’s enjoyment by re- 
ae es ag | Ri) oe Oy HH 1) || | vealing the plot, but we will quote a couple 
Ay ae : . | x TI of songs, and the stage directions, in hopes 








‘tial. | that the Oxford eight at Drury Lane will lose 
| no time in learning them—it will beamore dif- 
ficult task than feathering, we canassure them. 


Kidnapper’s Song. 


PHN TY ' | Chorus :—White slave! t, t, t!® 
PUL th | Black lord! Kih, kib, klh !* 
| AL Ha, ba, ba! 
MWY | Tia, tla, tla, tla 't 
1:4 . Ho, ho, bo! 
Pht Klh, kih!* 
PW) 74 Hark to the tide! 
t anib | Ksh, wsh, wrh, wl !t¢ 
Wit dpi Steady, stand still! 
itil | ’ Tsb, tsh, tsh !3 
Parts ter Soon as the wave returns, 
Wye Wh, weh, wrb, wsh, ksh !¢ 
1 Run with a will. 
Pht te Rrrrrh !¢ 
My Where the whites lie asleep, 
Mei | There on them noiseless coum [Snore.] | 
a » web, wrh, wsh, ksh !¢ 
Web, wrh, wih, weh !¢ [Suore.] } 


ty lll thier yl Startle their dreams away! 
tipi nT vi Shout the alarm ! 
WATT TTE Tben like a lightning-flash, 
Ru Snatch at each arm! 
aay iat Chorus :—W hite slave! t, t, t!* 
it | Black lord! klh, klh, klh!* 
Ha, ha, ba! 
Tila, tla, tla, tla !+ 
Ho, ho ho! 
Kih, kih! 
* Sounds marked * are clicks or suctions; t* from 
the point, klh® from the side of the tongue. 
+ The sound tla+ is a loud fap caused by sucking 
the front of the tongue from the back of the mouth. 
| $¢The sounds marked ¢ are prolonged tibilations 
| with no vocal sound. Their effect is highly imitative. 
|| The snore is to be snored, not spoken. 
¢ With very soft and slow staccato utterance. 


{ 
| Overseer’ 3° Whip-Song. 










Tit for tat! 
Whit, F,* oh! 
He, ho! 
Whit, lh,* ah, oh! 
Whit, lh,* ee! 
Retribution is our law, 
We have felt the cruel claw. 
Strike again! 
Whit, F,* ah! 
Ha, ha! 
Are we men? 
Whit, F,* oh! 
ho! 
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You have taught us what we do, 
See our former selves in you! 


* The sounds marked * are inspirations expressive 
sa = = Hen of pain. The word “whit” is pronounced without 
U JALEY, voice, and accompanied by the action of striking. 


LES EXTREMES SE TOUCHENT. all these directions, We iin _— 
Curious Similarity of Fashion in the char-woman and the charming woman. __ | out how “wh,” “rrrrh”’ can be “sibilations”’ 


—with or without vocal sound; but then we 





== | have had no opportunity of judging of their 


A VERY SENSATIONAL DRAMA. Sr Sane See Senin, we 
more unders ow ro- 
ah nase found a treasure! Let Mr. Bovercavit look to his laurels and his profits; | nounce “ whit” without voice ! 
2 fermnre e 2 once purchase of Mussrs. Siurxin anp Manrsuauu a copy of We trust Mr. Cuatrerton will lose no time 
Colour ; or, sland 3 umanity ; a drama in three acts. Its object is “to make the | in securing this extraordinary effort of genius, 
] ope sabi ae ae sparse ggg and romantic incidents subservient to a moral end; | and let us have the joy of “witnessing its 
| taltonis may lead some minds to wholesome reflection, while the production.” 


| GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 





FURNISHING ESTIMATES 
Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having aad numerous applications from their Customers and the Public qoneaaly for a Catalogue, or Price 


have compiled with considerable care a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 


List of mee supervision 
FOURTEEN-ROOM HOUSES ; > 
| | ae fin preference to publishing an ordinary e), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 





to see at onee the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLI ; 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.£. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pheonix Works, 8. Andrew’s Hill, Dectors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Sept. 11, 1869. 
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A GOOD REASON WHY. | 


You ask me why I cough and snceze, 
And how I manage to exist 
Where all I see is early mist, 

Or, early missed is all I seize ¢ 


It is a land of shop and till, | 
Where actresses affect trunk hose, | 
And ballets destitute of clothes | 


~ 
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The rampant cad with rapture fill ; 


A land where futile Government 

Let loose a mob upon the town 

To pull the Hyde-park railings down, | 
With Beaues, M.A., for president. 


Where beer is drawn with foaming head, 
And Art’s prolonged to make life short, | 
Where logwood tints the crusted port, 

And bones and alum make the bread. | 


Should Barnpy’s Union institute 
Such changes as shall make it crime | 
To sing B flat and that sublime | 
| 


‘ 


Chest A of REEvEs be ever mute. 


ThoughPower’s Greek Slave,chained hand to hand» 
Should rank as sculpture really great, 
And though the Thames Embankment wait 
For streets to joint it with the Strand— 


I can’t join Coox’s Excursions South, 
To Palestine or Pompeii, 
A wife and children nine have I, 

And barely live from hand to mouth. 


Quite a New Move. | 
Fun, Otp Boy,—I went out on “the first’ to have a 
crack at the birds, expecting a good day's sport, but, | 
will you believe it? my gig-lamps went out too—conse- 
quently, it was all up with My-()ore. 
[Our correspondent’s experience with, or rather with- 
out, the partridges should have received earlier notice, 
but, strangely enough, it was pigeon-holed. | 
TD THEN ?”’ 
WE'LL NONE OF IT! 
In what part of Paris do they make the best Bi- 
cycles >—In the Two-wheel-eries. 


WEDDIN’, 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 
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Old Gentleman :—“Wuere poru 
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MOarBID. 


Aunt JENNY THINK HER’S GOIN’ 


Old Lady :—“Wuy, I be Gorn’ so FAR AS THE CHURCH, THERE’S A 


THEY TELL ME; AND SINCE THE HANGIN’ IN PUBLIC HAVE A-BIN 


DONE AWAY WI’, MARRYIN’S A’MOST THE ONLY AMUSEMENT O’THE SORT LEFT.” 





the verse—though that is not saying much for it—will compare with 
the average of magazine-poetry. 
We have also to acknowledge the receipt of The Young Ladies’ 


Tue new series of Once a Week is commenced with spirit and smart- | Journal ; Tne Naturalist’s Note-book; Scientific Opinion, and the 


ness. There can be no reason why it should not be a success if well 
carried on, and we shall be glad to see it prosper. Apropos of a little 
note in it;—‘‘a fiddlestick’s end”? having been described to mean 
“nothing ’”’ because old fiddlesticks ended in a point, the writer of the 
note asks “‘ How can a thing which ends in a point be said to terminate 
in nothing ?’”’ He has forgotten Euclid’s definition, “‘ A point is that 
which hath no magnitude.” | 

§+. Paul's contains a very sensible paper on “ Burlesque,” with other | 
articles of the usual calibre in this best of magazines. ‘The State of | 
Parties” is a very clear and clever essay. 

The Argosy is welcome with Johnny Ludlow to the fore again. 

Tinsley’s Magazine has an interesting article on Croquet. Altogether | 
the number is a capita! one. 

Temple Bar is very readable this month, the padding being much | 
above the average of the magazine. 

The St. James’s is to be congratulated upon the decided improvement | 
in its illustration. Its literary contents are good, an article on “ Our | 
Minor Poets” being one of the most amusing papers we have read for 
some time. “A Life’s Assize”’ is welcome back again. 

Novadays is not to appear for sume months, its next number being 
announced for December. We trust it is a case of “vreeuler pour | 
inieux sauter,’” and that the suspension will not injure it. 

We giadly give a word of commendation to an unpretentious little 
magazine, entitled 5, Bow Churchyard, a periodical written and sup- 
ported by the members of the establishment of Mrssrs. CopesTAKE AND 
Co. While we see from the reports in the magazine that athletic 
sports are not overlooked, we are glad to find the employés exhibiting 
literary tastes, which cannot but raise them above the level of the 
music-hall and bar-parlour. The papers are unaffectedly written, and | 





VOL. X. B 


Carlow College and Gardener's Magazines. 








A Comical (l)attitudc. 


EvcEng, Oregon, has an ordinance for the punishment of any person 
“ lying drunk across the sidewalk.’’ A man recently arrested for that 
offence was discharged by the magistrate because the evidence proved 
him to be lying along the sidewalk “ in a longitudinal direction.” 
This calculation of longitudinal will allow the topers to take a con- 
siderable latitude. 


Pen-ny Wise. 

We see that “the reports of the Porcupine Expedition will bo 
published shortly.” We presume the expedition finds ita own quills. 
If not, we trust that the proper authorities will on this head-jog its 
memory. 


Sighed at the Seaside. 

Wuart is the use of blowing up a brass-band? Why even the 
fellow who comes to collect coppers is blest with so happy a disposition 
that when he hands round the hat, the more you pitch into it, the 
better he is pleased! 


A COCKNEY ONE. 
Wuicu of his relatives is a habitual criminal the last to desert ? 
His haunts. 


Apvice To Rivers or Bicycies.—Study tLe modus-upper-hand-i. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 15th, 1869. 


T is consoling to think that whatever may be the results of Mrs. | 
Bercugr Stowe’s Byronic revelations, her motives are beyond | 


the reach of suspicion, If she had published her defence of Lapy 

Byron immediately after the publication of the Gurccort book, if 
she had put it in the form of a letter to the papers, if she had confined 
herself to a concise statement of her story and a verbatim report of 
Lapy Byron's confidence, we might have pardoned indiscretion, im- 
becility, and injustice, for the sake of the generous friendship which 
led to them. But as she has allowed time to slip by until she could 
make profitable arrangements, as she has by simultaneous publication 
in American and English magazines made the best terms, and as by 
spinning out her materials into a sensation article (full of blunders 
which strict veracity would have oe to make the most of her 
bargain, there can be no two questions as to what prompted her. 

For the everlasting dollar, and to revive a most deservedly expiring 
fame, she has—under pretence of vindicating one who needed no 
vindication, least of all against a Guicco.tt—flung filth on two dead 
people who cannot defend themselves. 

Shame on such a craving for notoriety! Fie upon the woman who, in 


order to make herself conspicuous,’ is not above the indelicacy of | 


scrambling up the statue of departed genius, leaving her dirty marks 
as she goes ! ? 


We hope that all those interested in law-reform will note a sug- 
gestion for an amelioration of our statutes offered by the case of 
CLement Harwoop, brought before the Lord Mayor the other day, 
charged with robbing a firm (of which he was a clerk and his fathér a 
partner) of fifteen thousand pounds in a most deliberate and ingenious 
manner. 

The evidence was conclusive, but ere the trial was concluded the 
prosecutor abandoned the case, and the Lord Mayor allowed him to 
withdraw, feeling the “interests of justice were not endangered by 
such a course.’”’ In other words, a clever scamp is sufficiently punished 
if he be only threatened with prosecution. t us then as a proper 
measure of law-reform abolish all the expensive processes which follow 
on prosecution. Let it be sufficient henceforth to say to a criminal 
after the preliminaries, “consider yourself condemned ”’ (as useful a 
formula as “ consider yourself kicked ’’), and let him go and “ blot out 
the crime by a new and better career.”’ 

To be serious, the case is a blot on our legal system, and points 
strongly to the need of a Public Prosecutor. If, as the Lord Mayor 
said, it wasn to “‘institute the prosecution in the interests of 
the public,” it should have been pressed to its bitter end by a public 
official, not have been allowed to drop. 

We regret to think the case is another illustration of “one law for 
the rich, another for the r."’ If the prisoner instead of being 
Ciement Harwoop, son of oneof the firm, who by well-considered, 
craftily-managed, long-continued fraud, embezzled fifteen thousand, 
had been Britt Sarru, struggling clerk, overcome by sudden tempta- 
tion, taking fifteen pounds — aye, fifteen shillings! —that passed 
through his hands, would the Lord Mayor have considered that the 
leet of the prosecution did not “endangcr the interests of 
justice!” 

——oeeee—> 


Much Virtue in an ‘ Or.” 
Tux Pall Mali Gazette was to bring back the golden age of litera- 


ture. Well, it is certainly an “or” iferous journal, and frequently | 


deals in “ or ”’-true tales. Here’s one of them. 


A grouse moor ora deer forest have no more claim to be regarded as part of the 
national wealth because they produce a high rent, than a concert or play have tobe 
regarded in that light because people will pay large sums for a place at them. 

A classical friend shrieks at this “‘ parse-ye my-eye!’’ We should 
have said, “‘ a moor or deer-forest has,” and “a concert or play has’’— 
but then we do not write leading-articles for the P.M.G. To put it in 
Pallmallese, “ the Gazette or LinpLey Mvurray are wrong,” that is either 
the Gazette are wrong, or Lixptey Murray are wrong, but whether it 
are or he are we—well, we has our own opinions. 


A New Thoroughfare. 


We understand that it is in view to petition the Board of Works to 
alter the name of Holywell-street, and call it Boucicault’s Buildings. 
Of course London improvements must ere long com 
that thoroughfare altogether ; but pony that will be of the less con- 
sequence as the notoriety of the name will have expired by that time. 


_PUN: 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 132. 
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WE read a strange, sad tale of shame, 
That’s told to make a noble name 
Less dear to hearts that still believe 
In his great genius, yet we grieve 
The less, for from her lips the tale 

Of calumny will surely fail. 


1. He told the lovely lady just to put aside her hair, 
Lest the life-blood should bedew it as he fell before her there ; 
He knew his fate was certain as he hung upon her kiss, 
And the fatal Three surprised him, and the end of all was this. 


2, A grave man this, at least at school we knew 
His words read solemnly, his views were true ; 
And yet he made dry jokes, and many a one 
To this day lives, embalming oft a pun. 


3. A brilliant knight 
Went out to the fight, 
And over the foemen he roll'd, 
The surcoat he wore 
His cognisance bore, 
And the colour was gleaming with gold. 


4. The oldest of all olden stories, 
The fairest of all pretty tales, 
He tells, while her eyes’ azure glories 
Each tress of her auburn hair veils. 


5. Did the kiss, I wonder, wake him when he slept beneath the moon— 
Happy mortal, and a goddess came to gaze on him and “ spoon ?’”’ 
But ‘tis stranger still to see it as it now goes o’er the seas, 

Flying westward with the dolphins, and a cheery western breeze. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 130.—First Birds ; Fib, Ibi, Reservoir, 
Salad, Tongs. 

Corr«cr SotuTions oF Acrostic. No. 130, Recerrvep, 8th SepremBer:—Liver- 
pool; Bel'um; B. R.; Old Maid; Two Clapham Contortionisis; T. F. M.; 
Oid Mortality ; Egham ; Sapiented; Bis dat; Tiny Ditton; Nemo; Napier; Donkey 
Doddy ; 3 Carshalton Fools; Tom and Jem; Long-legged Louisa; Fylde; Gray’s 
Gallivanting Giants; Flora D.; Slodger and ‘Tiny; Old Barnacles; D. E. H.; 
Ceiriog and Llwynog; Thomas and Collings; W. J. P.; Old John; G.P.S.; 
Old Cider Eye; Tiglath Pileser. 


Free and Easy. 


Smatt blame to any man for according a cordial response, on a 
fitting occasion, to a convivial sentiment. But such tokens of good 
fellowship are clearly out of place in business hours. Taking a 
hurried luncheon at the S. and P. buffet on the Metropolitan Railway, 
the following, in staring letters, met our eyes, just as we were raising 
a glassto the lips, ‘-'To the City Trains.”” We declined ;—considering 
the proposition of such a toast at such a time to be a piece of the most 
unwarranted impertinence. 


From the Shires. 


Tue thorough Joun Butt sturdiness of character, inseparable from 
the well-to-do British farmer, is manifest in the following clipping 
from the Gloucester Journal: 

Hereby Caut‘on all Persons NOT TO TRESPASS on any LAND rented by me, in 

pursuit of Game, or otherwise, as I will not be trespassed upon. 

* * * * Upton St. Leonard’s, August, 1869. * 2-8 8 

How long will it be before the law of copyright is so far amended as 
to enable the pen to state as emphatically as the plough—“I will not 
be trespassed upon ”’ ? 


Smart. 


A scCHOOLMASTER the other day was explaining to his class the 
difference between the Latin pronouns iste and il’e. ‘ Jile means 
that yonder, iste this near,”’ said the pedagogue. Then turning to the 
sharp boy of the class, he said, as he pointed to a distant range, ‘‘ What 
is that?”’ “ Well,” said the boy, ‘I should call them misty, but I 
suppose they are ’illy.” 


Changing the Subject. 
Tue Penny Mechanie gives some instructive particulars concerning 
“The Tenacity of Fibres.’”” What an interesting article might be 
written on “The Tenacity of Fibbers’’—we fancy that we could 


5 oes ” some people whose whole lives have been one gigantic 


Prgorts who let the grass grow under their feet: Aeronauts. 
New and Improved Name for a Notorious Board of Guardians.— 


the abolition of | S’pankers. 


Tue first of Septembér and the first partridge legitimately dropped 
this season are much alike—both “ fell” on a Wednesday. 
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| BIOGRAPHIES OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST MEN. | THE PLEASURES OF AGE. 


| (Continued from our nect.) By a Yovrurvit Baro. 
j ! ° ° ae 
Part THE Last. ALL vainly have minstrels and pocts divine, 
° ‘ : ; With music mellifluous ceaselessly sung, 
| _ Tue world, it has been said, knows nothing of its greatest mer. | That lifo’s sweeten sete ave the nleasures that twinc 
Th ld k hi 'T v oo © a ° 1at lite’s sweetest sweets are the pleasures that twin 
T € worid knew em 0 1d’ iMoTHY Totrers. ‘Therefore Timotuy | Their tendrils to garland the path of the young ; 
. yé 2 wor os as ? . . : . 
"The oid te of the hin a sBCn. . | For wise to my sorrow, I ever shall hold, 
o wo new nothing of Timotuy Totrers. Nobody knew | The best of its treasures belong to the old. 


anything of Timotuy Torrers. He didn’t know much of himself; | 
others were obliged to teach him when he went to school. In early | 
life he and himself were not on speaking terms, and it was not until 
he was of mature age, that they had a bowing acquaintance in the 
looking-glass when he was shaving. 

TimotHy was a young man. Yet, though he was some years | 
younger than his father—or even his mother—he was not excessively | 


Oh, Youth is engirt with the fetters of care, 
Disheartening drawback, misjudgment, and slight, 
While Age, in each action as free as the air, 
Still moves in a world of untrammeled delight ; 
And youth's brightest pleasures seem cheerlessly cold, 
Compared with the comforts enjoyed by the old. 


young; at least not invariably. Asa rule he was no younger than ee oe ee oe a 
most lads of his age. It has been stated on good authority, that a ee ri he Pave . re 
before he was a young man - indeed almost before he was a boy—he ne snared 7 huntress oe io Sieneued 
was a child. He has in fact been heard to say that he began life as a | — ne an of en if used, Si tata 
baby; but even if this be true it is not such an original trait in his | To att take Gee pony eee F oo a 
character as to claim the title of genius or even eccentricity. | a bli aie a a ae ely mn r el 

We have ourselves heard from his own lips that he got his schooling | ES CERES: See aoe Se Vee Pen SF OO POURE. 
as a boy; but unluckily it did not occur to us at the time to ascertain To bask in the smiles of a bevy of dears, 
whether he went to school, or school came to him. In cither case, And be by the dainty ones coaxed and caressed, 
however, the result was the same. | To have wondrous secrets reserved for his ears, 

As he grew up he grew down, which compelled him in course of And sunny heads laid on the breadth of his breast, 
time to purchase arazor. ‘This is the only anecdote of his early career | Without a suspicion that Ma’er may scold — 
which has reached us. Are raptures that only exist for the old. 


He was about three and twenty when he became attached to a lady. | 
| | It was owing to the handle of his umbrella catching in her lace-shawl 
| at the Crystal Palace. But nothing came of it. Three years later he , 
met with an heiress. He had met with several—probably many—in | 
the interim, for he always walked to business, and lived at Brixton. 
| The name of the lady was Perry WinktE—and pin money was | 
| therefore no object. Nevertheless Timorny laid his hand and fortune 


To sacrifice comfort to Fashion's demands, 
And wear through the dog-days the hottest of clothes— 
A heat-soaking helmet, skin-tights on the hands, 
And corn-propagators to comfort the toes : 
To live in hot dread of the world’s wagging tongue, 
Are charming “ sensations’ enjoyed by the young. 


| 


_ ather feet. She told him he might keep the hand as it was of _— But through the hot summer to know the delight 
| to any but the owner. He asked her if she would bear his name. ee ee ue is a ey 
. bi ; 2 : “ ; Of gossamer garments conducive to case ; 
| She said she would if he did not mind carrying the thickest end. He on Ee ee ae he 
: ; 5 ; rhe soft, dimpled, sugar-loaf head-gear of white, 
| begged her to name the day. She said she thought it was the day And cool inexpressibles, bagged at the knees 
| after yesterday or the day before to-morrow, but could not be sure eer shy we fe dpe 
: : s Defying all tortures the fashions enfold, 
| _ which without consulting the almanac. He next entreated her to | Are joys that are claimed as the rights of the old 
| Share his lot. She said if he had a Lor already that would amount to | . : . rT 
| bigamy; but on his explaining his meaning she consented to littlemy. | To lack recognition of genius and worth, 
They were subsequently married. Both of them were. Each was ‘To have burning eloquence sect down for rant, 
married to the other, and both, in the words of the poet, were married | Profoundest philosophy burked at its birth, 
to the two, mutually. And beautiful sentiments snecred at as cant. 
They had afamily. It consisted of a husband, wife, unmarricd To see all one’s actions misjudged, are among 
sister, and a boy and girl. The first three took their first floor which | The special delights of the fortunate young. 
they let furnished. ‘The last two were born. So were the others | sa ere ae ae + a nj 
probably —at least there is no evidence to the contrary. But the last | ~ nga a = latit fea 1 morning till night, 
two were the children of Timorny and his wife. The others were , Vith ponderous platitu ft eh = oak 
their lodgers. oO passe on unceasing, anc 11h w 1 delgn Ri 
| _ Their lives were uneventful. Timorny was buried in the course of a eee swallow d en _ Wit 
time, and Woking cemetery. As his wife lived to be his widow she | Fo palm of old pewter on people for gold, 
; Are comforts that gladden the hearts of the old. 


my be said to have survived him, more especially as there is ground | 
—at Woking—for the belief that his decease preceded his funeral by 
several days. 


Oh, poets may warble whatever they will 
Of the joys that belong to the season of Youth, 











His relict behaved with spirit. Though she had lost a husband, | But wide to the breezes one minstrel shall still 
she did not put out handbills, but cried him herself. She did not Proclaim on the housetops the sorrowful truth, 
recover him. But she found another. That all its enjoyments are hueless and cold, 
We may add to this brief record of Timorny Torrers one little fact Compared with the raptures reserved for the old ! 
which speaks volumes for his kindly disposition and manly courage. 
| After he had turned sixty-five, although of considerable age, he never —— a 
one moment hesitated to grow older. Any Green in it? 
| With this touching tribute to his virtues, we must close our notice. , ; : 
A CONTEMPORARY sees in the Belfast election a sign of the benefit 
eee produced by the Irish Church Bill. It professes to see it in the fact 
that the electors instead of going in for the old colour of Orange have 
Played! elected the HucuH pE Gray—and Sgeymovr init. We trust this view 
“A matcH is about to be played,” says a contemporary, “on a novel | j, not tinged with couleur de rvse. 
principle by the North of Ireland Cricket Club. The contest is ” wee ee oot see 
“‘ Liberals v. Conservatives.’”’ We are glad to learn that there isa aid 


chance of any principle at all in such a political contest —its introduc- 
tion 1s certainly novel enough. Under the circumstances we presume 
the bowling will not be underhand. 


A report has crept into the papers that the Princess or WaALEs’s 
children at Wildbad “take to donkeys.’’ Scores of British snobs 
have at once left for Wildbad in the hopes of attracting the patronage 


of infantile royalty. 





Art Note. ana 

| _ Tue portrait of the present Lord Mayor has been painted by Mr. Fashionable Intelligence. 

| Epcar WItitAMs. The portrait of his Lordship’s successor will of Tue Earn and Countess or Warwick have left town ona visit to 
course be “after Lawrence.” the Eart or Wemyss. A wemyss-ical fellow of our acquaintance has 


| . 
written a pretty ode on their departure. It commences thus—“ Oh, 
Warwick, how We-myss you.” 


ee LD 





| “Tue Latest News.”’—Just published, a new volume of Icy. 
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1. Tus is the immaculate borough of Dilgewater. 

2. This is the energetic lawyer who was agent for the Tory party 
in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 

3. This is the promising young nobleman brought forward by the 
energetic lawyer, who was agent for the Tory party in the immaculate 
borough of Bilgewater. 

4. This is the wealthy merchant, who opposed the promising young 
nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer, who was agent for 
the Tory y inthe immaculate bor u sh of Bilgewater. 

5. This is the able attorney, agent for the Liberal party, who aeupeeten 
the wealthy merchant who opposed the promising young nobleman 
brought forward by the energetic lawyer, who was agent for the Tory 

in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 


| 





6. This is the patriotic publican, who attended to the voters in the | 


interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal party, who sup- 
ported the wealthy merchant, who opposed the promising young 
nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer who was agent for 
the Tory party in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 

7. This isthe man who came down from the moon to counteract 
the influence of the patriotic publican, who attended to the voters in | 


the interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal party, who sup- © 


| 


ported the wealtby merchant, who opposed the promising young | 
nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer, who was agent | 
for the Tory y in the immaculate borough of Bilgewa'er. 

8. This is the virtuous elector who resisted the overtures of the man 
who came down from the moon to counteract the influence of the | 
patriotic publican, who attended to the voters in the interest of the able | 
attorney, agent for the Liberal , who supported the wealthy | 
merchant, who opposed the promising young nobleman brought 
forward by the energetic lawyer, who was agent for the Tory party in | 
the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 

9. This is the reason that induced the virtuous elector to resist the 
overtures of the man who came down from the moon to counteract the 
influence of the patriotic publican, who attended to the voters in the 
interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal party, who sup- 
ported the wea!thy merchant who opposed the promising young 
nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer, who was agent for 
the Tory y in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 

10. This is the argument that overcame the reason that induced the 
virtuous elector to resist the overtures of the man who came down 
from the moon to counteract the influence of the ae publican, 
who attended to the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent 

for the Liberal party, who supported the wealthy merchant, who op- 
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sed the promising young nobleman brought forward by the energetic 
awyer, who was agent for the Tory party in the immaculate borough 
of Bilgewater. 
11. This is the ardent politician who undertook to make general use 
of the argument that overcame the reason that induced the virtuous 
elector to resist the overtures of the man who came down from the 
| moon to counteract the influence of the patriotic publican who attended 
to the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal 
party, who supported the wealthy merchant who opposed the promis- 
ing young nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer who was 
_agent for the Tory party in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 
12. This is the extensive employment by the ardent politician of 
the argument that overcame the reason that induced the virtuous 
| elector to resist the overtures of the man who came down from the 
/moon to counteract the influence of the patriotic publican, who at- 
| tended to the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent of the 
| Liberal party, who supported the wealthy merchant who opposed 
| the promising young nobleman brought forward by the energetic 
lawyer, who was agent for the Tory party in the immaculate borough 
of Bilgewater. 
13. These are the free and independent constituents who were dis- 
satisfied with the extensive employment by the ardent politician of the 
argument that overcame the reason that induced the virtuous elector 
to resist the overtures of the man who came down from the moon to 
counteract the influence of the patriotic publican, who attended to 
the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal 
party, who supported the wealthy merchant, who opposed the pro- 
mising young nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer, who 
was agent for the Tory party in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. 

14. This is the petition for bribery got up by the free and indepen- 
dent constituents who were dissatisfied with the extensive employment 
by the ardent politician of the argument that overcame the reason that 
induced the virtuous ‘elector to resist the overtures of the man who 
came down from the moon to counteract the influence of the patriotic 
publican, who attended to the voters in the interest of the able 
attorney, agent for the Liberal party, who supported the wealthy mer- 
chant who opposed the promising young nobleman brought forward by 
the energetic lawyer, who was agent for the Tory party in the immacu- 
late borough of Bilgewater. 

15. This is the Commission of Enquiry arising from the petition for 
bribery, got up by the free and independent constituents who were 
dissatisfied with the extensive employment by the ardent politician of 
the argument that overcame the reason that induced the virtuous 
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| 
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elector to resist the overtures of the man who came down from the TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES 





| 
| 





moon to counteract the influence of the patriotic publican who attended 


to the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal By his Medea (CHAPMAN AND Hatt) Mr. Bate Ricuarps proves 


himself a scholar and a thinker, if not a poet. His versification is 


h c . x = I 4 isl ha . . . 
Os Wee ee re ees ronant who opposed the promising polished and correct, a rare virtue in these days: but he has, to our | 


oung nobleman, brought forward by the energetic lawyer who was ad . a 

anak for the Tory po in the omairclate eaane of Bilgewater. thinking, spoilt the effect of his work by mingling the classical story 
16. This is the result of the Commission of Enquiry arising out of the of the Colchian maid with modern instances and illustrations. There 
petition for bribery got-up by the free and independent constituents who | 18 20 incongruity about this which reminds one of the pictures of the 
were dissatisfied with the extensive employment by the ardent politician old painters in which mythology was muddled-up with biblical 
of the argument that overcame the reason that induced the virtuous history, as for instance in the picture of the finding of Mosrs, wherein 
elector to resist the overtures of the man who came down from the PHARAOH'S daughter is receiving the babe from the hands of the river- 

moon to counteract the influence of the patriotic publican who attended xe is cium Die wiles 
to the voters in the interest of the able attorney, agent for the Liberal | ||, scish of Wx EEE a P, and = fr ee ae — 
party, who supported the wealthy merchant who opposed the promising | P"O*%0ST@P ad an, AES nee PICS OF ™ Recen, ate Hae peen 
young nobleman brought forward by the energetic lawyer who was 7. = admired and spoken of in connection with the Royal 

‘ > . icieianedte . " Academy. 

agent for the Tory party in the immaculate borough of Bilgewater. Mr. Mercer’s Under the Peak (Horten) is a pleasant enough little 
—— volume of vers d’occasion. The translations are very neat, and, to say 
nothing of the matter, the manner of the verse generally is correct, 


A TOAST ON AN OLD MODEL. musical, and agreeable. What Mr. Mekcer modestly calls his 
°_ denise es ie ; ‘‘ jottings in verse,” are much nearer poetry than much that is published 
ie - I | ‘ ERE'S to ~ ce with by self-styled poets. The book is turned out with an elegance worthy 
| . S Dalance | of its contents. 
F | hand— 
( ion AP. ! Here’s to the party . 
| g ; H | who's mitten Coming Events. 
Tlere’s to the friend Or the schemes Ireland's burdens to ease, 
who’s unable to Which comes next you'll at once understand. 
stand, Having settled the question of Sees 
And here’s to the We must turn to the question of Land. 
swell that will = 
dine us. ‘‘Oh, stay!” 


Let the toast gee— : : . 
Drink to him, he, By all means Mr. Moore! We repeat your adjuration to the ladies, 


I warrant, excuse for | “oh, stay!’’ and “ fly not yet.” It they don’t wish to depart alto- 

a bumper will be! | gether they will be careful how they “stay.” They should give heed 

to their stays—a Jaissez-aller especially a tight-lacey al/er policy will 

Ilere’s tothe swell with | not do. 


a landed estate, _ ran ene sete an 
Here’s to the chap Ruling the Waves. 
who has xi, sir, A memner of the Philomathic Society of Paris proposes to “ utilize 


Here's to the card who's | the force now expended uselessly by the waves of the sea.’”” We are 
presented with | inclined to think it will be supercrogatory to try to bind the tide. It 
plate, — of course remains to be proved whether watches could be supplied 

And to him who’s | with motive power by the Spring tide, or musical boxes be fitted with 
presented a bill, Neap-tunes, 





sir, 
7: \ = | Let the toast gee— Literary Mem. 
_ - Drink to him, he, A NEw volume of poems by Geratp Massey is announced under the 


I warrant, excuse for a bumper will be. 


Here's to the cove with the shirt-front of snow, 
Now to him who’s not even a dickey; 
Here’s to him on whom Fortune all gifts doth bestow, 
And to him now, with whom she is tricky. 
Let the toast gee — 
Drink to him, he, 
I warrant, excuse for the bumper will be. 


title of “ A Tale of Lternity.’”’ We suppose it is“ to be continued.”’ 











Auswers to Correspondents, 





{ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 

H. O. (Brixton Hill).—The only joke we can see in the sketch is your 


attempt to slip in an advertisement gratis. 
Hyperion.—There is Shaksperian authority for the distance you are 


For whether they're sinking, or whether they swim, 
Poor or wealthy, I care not a dump’s sum. 
Come fill up a bumper—nay, fill to the brim, tane tae 
And an to mankind as a lump sum. C. L. (Artichoke Club, Manchester) — Cannot’your friend apply himself * 
et the toast, pray, | A HuMAN-NATURALIST.—We could not flat-ter such a natural by de- 
‘ Pass, sir, for they aa oe _ scribing it as sharp. 
Will prove an excuse for our moistening the clay. | Jenny Joxes.— Your Pegasus would seem to be your native goat from 
| its extraordinary caperings. Next time please remember FUN is spelt with 
' one “‘n,’’ and its office is not in the Strand— do this to oblige the postman. 
Woman’s Work. | Hazatp (Southsea).— Your rhymes are too risky for us! 
‘ : ' Carsonic Acip.— Clearly not “ Laughing Gas,” 
WE hope that sensible men will do all they can to favour the schemes | Gratis.—Not for no price! 
for finding employment for women. We had far rather see them G. B. T. (Malvern).— We think we can lick it into shape. 


employed in sober business than devoted to tight-laceyness. T. S. (Coggleshall).— Thanks. 
coniapeneannamanetibiaiammapmiitpanaminies M. (Edenderry).—So funny that we cannot improve on it, and so must 


. regretfully leave it. Thanks. 
Cold-meat-eorological. C. F. M. (Stanhope-street).—Your letter is enigmatical. We cannot 


WE read that “ Dr. Carpenter is now at Stornaway preparing to | understand to what you refer. RK ae 
re-examine his ‘warm and cold areas.’”’ Is this the right man in the a ar! " not ne as Sormose is your theme | 
right place? We should have thought that a Constable would do the Deelined ah yt ie, i ee ee et Bk 
job better then Sespenter— but rhaps the Policeman is ont of his | palston; W. W.; F. C., Redhill: A. W. 'B ! Clifford’ s Inn; Tr eta; 
clement when he is (S)torn-away from his own peculiar haunts. H. K. G., Southsea; J. M. W., Sheffield; Trinobant; Toodles; M. 8. ; 
SS | i. dete aaron 5 2 | eighty python Gold 5 hae Bes nee 
. i. J. P.; E. and R. M — square; Mig: ston; J. , Liverpool; R., 
Shakespeare below Stairs. Kingsland-road ; Stieeiatie Boy ; ». . R.; F. F.; Nemo > ees a 
Our cook detected in the act of giving a joint or so of cold meat, | Cloud, Ormskirk; Astronomicus: Libbigee; B, Slough; E , Brooklard ; 
through the railings, to her Ropert, excused herself on the ground | J. M. R.; Sero sed Serio; Subscriber, Southwick; H. M, Rochford; 
that they were “airey nothings.” | Jeeroosalum Pony; Xenocrates; A. R. M., Swansea. 
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A HEALTHY VILLAGE. 


Visitors :—“ Dgar, DEAR! WHAT IS THE OLD MAN CRYING ABOUT?” 
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.: Olid Woman :—“ On, “B's A VERY NAUGHTY BOY—HE'S BEEN A-THROWIN’ STONES AT HIS GRANDFATHER !”’ 
. 
LADYBIRD, LADYBIRD, FLY AWAY HOME. ai A a — the Exchange Grasshopper. , 
“* Tue hops are in danger of peri-hing, and the ladybirds come to the rescue. — introduction eee me Loans into the market — = 
Millions of these red-cased, black-spotted insects have suddenly made their their present outlandish names was, to say the least, an ill-advised 
sppensanee in “ and een, ne — even meneenee _ = to me aes proceeding. 
ropolis..... ‘me: p! t i inle t ithout crushin ; ‘ ; Fi ai 
: a ess fs or names aa = ee 7 without cr & a Seven per Cents, 1862, 86 = Orel-Vitebsk Railway Loan, 8! 
Ditto Moscow Jaroslaw Railway, paid | Ditto Charkof-Azof, 83} to 3. 
I woutp I were a bird, up, 82} to 3. Ditto Charkow-Krementschug, 83 to }. 
A ladybird so wee! Ditto Four per Cents. (Nicolai Railway) | Ditto Tamboff-Kosloff, 76 to 77. 
No; I should look absurd 63 to 4. Sardinian Five per Ceuts , 72 to 74. 
Among all fowls that be! Even if they were “ going for a song”’ it would be simply impos- 
bial Now valet ta ‘velnt sible for an Englishman to join the Co- Russ. 
A transient frame to steal —as 
If doomed to die by dint The Common-huile. 
Of somo plebeian heel! Tue musical papers appear to be astonished that “ the first theatre 
No; in some other shape in the capital of Italy is not yet lighted with gas.” It is hardly to 
rule gain the public eye, be expected that Florence would give up its oil without a struggle. 
And while men, wondering, gape 
Through twenty columns fly : Gems or Oczan.—Whitby jet and Margate jetty. 
Oh, yes! I'll be a four- eae eee wadiet Tit jo 4d he Ok Fo Oty et. A 
Taneed chicken, two-legged flea, NOTICE.—Now ready, the Sixteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
Huge hailstone, mushroom, or THE NINTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Enormous gooseberry. Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 18. 6d. each, 
GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 
CABINET-MAKERS, AE Ee TERERS. AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
ISHING ESTIMATE3 
Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had licati ° ; 
List of their Furniture, they bave compiled with considerable care and eaperve.on. a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED OUSES in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalozue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Seton si nahe i in the 
various Rooms, and a ohine in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost o? Furnis iing the 
whole house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122,°123, BOROUGH, S.E. 
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CHAPTER IX.—(Continvep.) 





hall, 
holding 


luted the 
heralds by drop- 
ping the mouth- 
piece of his clarion 
towards the ground 
three times, he 
placed it to his lips 
and blew a chal- 
lenge. 
DIsAMIs 


ssribed form. 

‘“ How 
horses 
master got ?’’ ask- 
ed Disamis. 


cS 


BRAMANTIP In a 
defiant tone. 
“ What 
are they ?’’ asked 

DIMARIS. 
“Crimson, yel- 
low ochre, and ul- 
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| : | oe 
tramarine:’’ responded the Archducal Herald. 

‘“‘ Then turn round three times and state what your master’s instruc- 
tions have been,”’ was the answer. 

Then BramantiP doffed his helmet, and resting his reversed clarion 
on his knee made the following proclamation in a loud voice :— 
‘‘ Know all men by these presents ’’—here he tossed a handful of silver 
ones down for the Aphanian crowd to scramble for—“that we, 

izpoporr, Serene Mightiness, Electoral High Seignior, and Here- 
ditary Archduke of Nexdorea, do hereby proclaim and renounce, 
ceteris paribus, and if not, why not, and how otherwise, that we ruler 
by direct descent from Hoxr.azoys the First, do, in consideration of 
the affiancement, spoongelt, and betroth-splice of our august sister, the 
serene and lovely NINNIASTERAFINA, Princess of Nexdorea, with 
Rumrtivs Rex, lawful and only recognised monarch of Aphania, claim, 
demand, and of right intend for to make our own, the regency of the 
said kingdom of Aphania on behalf of the said Serene Loveliness 
and the said recognised sovereign. Wherefore, why, because and on 
which account we the already-enumerated Serenity do call upon Bunco, 
heir presumptive to the throne of Aphania and at present unlawful 
occupant of the said throne, to vacate the same here now and imme- 
diately, hei presto cockalorum ad libitum, and in twinkelinguio bed- 
postii—in proof whereof witness our hand and seal to counterfeit 
which is felony under Act of Parliament for the better registration of 
Trade Marks. And lastly, in conclusion, finally and to sum up the 
matter, our aforesaid Serenity doth hereby solemnly mention that sup- 
posing the recited Bunco do not vacate with promptitude we the 
heretofore-quoted Fizrpoporr do declare war, to the last drumstick, 
against him, and will prosecute our righteous and just conflict with him 
while a parchment remains unburst. And to prove our sincerity, there 
lies our glove, seven and three quarters long-fingers.”’ 

When Bramantir had concluded his harangue Disamis stept for- 
ward and said in a loud voice :— 


“Oh, yes! oh, yes! oh, yes!! Does not his Serene Mightiness the 


Archduke of Nexdorea and Electoral High Seignior of that province 
very much wish he may get it? We, the august and powerful Bunco 
by appointment Regent, and in presumptive right Monarch of all the 
Aphanias hereby accept the Archduke’s challenge, taking up his glove, | 
Whereto witness 


and defy him to combat to the last beat of drum. 
Kinc Bunco his mark. Hip! hip: hurrah!” 
Disamis picked up the glove which Bramantip had thrown down. 


Thereupon the Archducal Herald produced a long green silk purse 


(HE pages led 
BRAMANTIP 
to the town 
each 
one of 
his gilded reins. 
When he had sa- 
royal 


and 
Dimaris answered 
with a blast on 
their gold bugles, 
and then the parley 
began in the pre- 


many 
has your 


‘“‘Three,”’ replied 


colour 
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“We, the Serene Archduke, accept the defiance, and hereby to prove 
that we rely on the justice of our cause rather than our super-eminent 
resources and insuperable valour, we do present our heretofore friends 
and henceforth enemies with a largesse to enable them to buy muni- 
ments of war. Long live Fizpororr!” 

“‘ And now it’s all over,”’ said Disamts, at once laying aside all official 
hauteur, “ hadn't you better come in and have a stoup of something ?”’ 
For of course all heralds, like Freemasons, were brothers, and Disamis 
thought a good deal more of Bramantip, the enemy’s herald, than of 
the first general in Kixc Bunco’s army. The crowd had by this time 
dispersed, finding there was nothing to be got; for the money which 
the herald distributed was Nexdorean currency, and as the Nexdorean 
currency consisted of brass and german-silver, it was of no value in 
Aphania. The scattering of a largesse to enable your enemy to buy 
muniments of war was a ceremonial peculiar to the territory, and was 
rever neglected. Kinc BunGo, however, was so disgusted at the Arch- 
duke’s meanness in sending money, which was not exchangeable against 
Aphanian coins that he sewed it up in a sack, and returned it by 
BraMAnTip, with “his compliments, and he was too old to play at 
dumps, and these medals were of no use for any other purpose.” 

This terribly enraged the Archduke, as you can fancy, and he vowed 
that he would burst his biggest drum, but he would have his revenge 
for the insult. 

With this intention he enrolled three hundred of the bravest drum- 
mers in all his army into one regiment, and he had the returned 
largesse made into buttons which were sewn on the uniform —a pale 
green turned up with chocolate—which he selected for this picked 
corps. They were to lead the van of his invading forces, and the 
most powerful drums in his armouries were appropriated for their use. 
On the front of their shakos was the regimental motto, ‘ Pfitskyi chew 
diki,’’ which is the Nexdorean of “ for the honour of our halfpence.”’ 

Kive Bunco called his Privy Council together and announced that 
he was about to enter into a war against the Duke of Nexdorea, who 
wished to assume the rule of Aphania on the grounds of his sister's 
engagement to Rumtr. The elie were indignant at the insolence of 
this petty prince, and immediately offered their services to their King. 
Each promised to bring all h‘s vassals into the field, and engaged to 
send in within three days a muster-roll of the number of drums he 
could lead into the camp. It was determined to assemble the people 
the next day when the King should address them. It was felt that the 
threatened invasion of the Archduke would enrage the people against 
him, and restore them to their allegiance to the King. 

This was exactly the effect produced, which, as you know, was the 
very opposite of what Fizroporr had calculated upon. The populace 
cheered Kina Bunco loudly when he appeared in full armour on the 
balcony of the palace, and hundreds volunteered active service that 
very day. Popular excitement was at its height for the next few weeks. 
The papers teemed with articles breathing a warlike sprit, and the 
street bards chanted war-songs and played the national air of Aphania 
on their barrel organs. ‘‘ Bunco for ever,” “ Down with Fizpoporr,” 
were chalked on the walls, and a farce entitled “The Archduke’s 





Boots,’’ in which the Archduke was made up like the ruler of Nex- 
dorea, and was submitted to all sorts of indignities—was produced at 
the principal theatre and received with enthusiasm. ‘The satirical 


journals were very severe upon the invader, who was held up to 


ridicule in their columns as Squib-pop-bang, and depicted as an ex- 
ploding firework. 

In the meantime gigantic efforts were made to bring the army into 
an efficient state. The Most Honorable Body of Benchers of Justice, 
the very flower of the legal profession, voted seven thousand sheets of 

archment and two thousand of vellum for drumheads: and the 
in Binec1, who was the largest proprietor of timber planta- 
tions in all Aphania, gave free permission to the whole army of 
drummers to go into his forest and cut their sticks. A =o and 
ingenious civil engineer who invented a machine for making metal 
drums at the rate of four a minute was knighted on the spot and made 
Chief Inspector of Drummery. ; 

You will have noticed, I fancy, that I have spoken of nothing but 
drums in describing the warlike preparations of the Aphanians. The 


from the pocket of his tabard, and emptying the money it contained | reason is that they fought with drums, and I will tell you the how, why, 
| and wherefore of their so doing in the next chapter. 


into the streets, exclaimed :— 
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| public trusts he will. 


ER 


_ offering a solution. 
| if the Railway Com 


_ booking-clerks with an eye to 


praised for his poem “ We are seven!” 








FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 22nd, 1869. 
"ISTORY, if it does not exactly repeat itself, as some assert, has | 


funny echoes, imperfect though they be. as 
; We wonder whether it struck the Prime Minister lately when 
he was recruiting down at Walmer, that there was a sort of 
between him and a previous ruler, and that cach found his 
puzzlement on the same coast. ; 

The courtiers of CanuTE assured him — the seas would obey him. 
He tried the experiment, and failed si fe : 

The couitatinen 2 Gisedeaane declared. that he could abolish the 
Irish sees. It did not seem likely, but he tried—and succeeded. 

The question is now, whether he will be able to rule the Land as he 
has ruled the Sees! His subordinates think he will—the British 
He himself knows it is a big question to 
le, and is accordingly grave and reserved. We have not the least 
that he deeply sympathises with that early monarch, Canute, 
who had so much difficulty in ruling those waves, over which as 
Britannia’s deputy he should have borne undisputed sway. 


—— 





































An “ Irritated Traveller”’—and there are and must be lots of them 
—writes to the Times to complain of the delay in issuing tickets at 
the various railway stations. It is a well-known fact that at few sta- 
tions are they issued until it is impossible to take your place in the 
train without needless h ing and scrambling. Everyone seems 
puzzled to learn the reason of this policy. "We have much pleasure in 
We throw it out in an interrogative form :— What 

ies allow the booking-clerks to pocket any 

m over-payments for tickets? What if the 

t profit, find it convenient to give 
the public short change? What if with a view to preventing the 
public from discovering the mistake, the booking-clerks put off the 
issue of tickets till the last moment so that in the bustle and hurry 
people may pocket their change without examination? And what if 
this habit be so general that it has acquired the technical name of 


“ fluffing ?” 


Our able contemporary the Globe is always clever, but at times its 
cleverness takes an ironical turn, which we fear must puzzle its sober 
readers uncommonly. Here is an instance :— 


It was a constant grievance that between Orkney and the mainland there existed 
no means of communication but the steam-packet ; but it was not til! yesterday that 
the Orcadians, who suffered most from their isolation, and who were practically 
futher off than the Americans, were restored by the telegraph to their relative 

ximityto the ma‘niand, One cause of this long felt inconvenie: ce. was, it must 
said, political—ithe Liberal party in the island having the local influence pretty 
much in their own handr, and being unwilling 'o admit any other which might 
prove adverse at elections. Not only so, but they discouraged improvements of 
other kinds, and the resources not on!y of Orkney but of Shetland were allowed to 
languish without harbours. without commun:cation between the seaports and the 
inlend poms, leet _ comers might bring new ideas and disturb the ancient solitary 
ralism. 


extra cash arising 


There is something so gravely comic in describing the Orcadian 
ion. as Liberalism that it can only be equalled by the commentary 
of the French naturalist on the Academical definition of a 
lobster. The definition was that “alobster is a red insect that 
walks backwards.” The naturalist’s comment was that the definition 
was excellent with some exceptions—“ a lobster was not red,— it was 
not an insect,—and it did not walk backwards.”” The Globe's definition 
of Liberalism is almost as excellent as the Academy’s crustacean expo- 
sition. Only “Liberalism does not discourage improvements. It does 
not allow to languish for want of means of communication. It 
does not object to new ideas.” 





The Worth of Words. 


In a journal edited by Mr. Ansuwe Hovssay there is a critique on 


some by a German, Mr. Finotmy Warm, who is omeren 
It is pretty evident that this 


“Worm can turn ’’—Worpsworts into a German equivalent. 


Our Noble Selves. 


A parniotic Clerkenwellite, and follower of Brauzs, read the other 
day that “on Sunday next, there will be aeelebration at Prague in 
honour of the Reformer Hvss.” He at once exclaimed, “ Why 
shouldn’t there be one here for us reformers?” 


Tue next “ Marcw or Science.’’—From Exeter to Liverpool. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. (33. 


Ir does not need Sfellarum Voz 
To prophesy about this time— 
At the autumnal Equinox 
That these will be recorded “ prime.” 


1, An idle, careless, worthless loon, 
A thorough undeserving coon. 
This is a nice archaic name 
To use when such a chap you blame. 


2. Reader, if you love roast pig, 
You this writer’s name will twig. 
3. Some come at Christmas, and some come at spring, 
Some have leaves only, but others have blooms, 
Of a florist or bookseller ask for the thing, 
And each will supply what your want he assumes. 


4. Scribblers publish books by scores, 
“ Poems’”’ by A, B, or C! 
But you find them endless bores, 
All devoid of poesie— 
Poesie !—why, some are not 
Even this, as well I wot! 
5. A nation on Euphrates’ margin fixed, 
With a religion that is rather mixed. 
Not to be found through ordinary media— 
Perhaps though in the Penny. Cyclopedia. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 131.— Breech. Loader: Bowl, Rondo, 


Enigma, End, Cave, Header. 


Correct SoLutTions oF Acrostic No. 131, necxrvep September 15th.—J. O. P.; 


Pipkin. 
Our apologies are due to-Jer 2, Buds, Washington,.and Timothy and Co., 


for the accidental omission. of ir names from the list of correct solutions of 
Acrostic No. 130. 





CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 
Tue Atlantic Monthly contains Mrs. Beecuer Srowsn’s last fiction, 


plus a little extra sensational paragraph, that brands the authoress 


with if possible a plainer stamp of unsincerity. It is a bit of buncombe 
about the family reasons that keep Lapy Byron's English friends 
from speaking, and about Lapy Byron having an American name, 
with a little more higbfalutin about the national characteristics of the 
American. However, the American press, and.a member of Congress, 
in the Times, have shown us Mrs. Stowx’s real place in American 
literature. The other contents of the number are of a high order of 
merit, a paper on “ log-rolling”’ being particularly interesting. 

In Our Young Fe‘ks there is a most amusing chapter of Mr. 
Aupricn’s “ Bad Boy ’’—I hope the story will be separately published. 
The rest of the number is good as usual, and the illustrations above the 


average as a rule. 


Save me from my Friends. 

Prruaps the crowning injury inflicted on Byron’s memory by 
Mrs. Stowe’s libel—as it is proved to be by Lory Wentwortu—is 
that it has called forth in the poet’s defence GenERAL BENJAMIN 
Burusr, of New Orleans infamy. 





Shameless Beggars. 

We beg to call the attention of the officers of the Society for the 
Suppression of Mendicancy to the Saturday Review and other supporters 
of Mus. Bezcuer Stowr’s “Story.” They have been guilty of per- 
sistently begging— the question. 





Ne Sutor. 


Ir is reported that Tom Kre, the prize-fighter, has been converted, 
and has taken to ae We should tnink his arguments have 
scarcely as much of the “knock-down” character as formerly. 





A laughing-ass. 

Sovrn Bend, Indiana, has a “champion laugher,”’ who claims to 
laugh “louder, longer, heartier, and more scientifically than any other 
man, black or white, in Indiana.”’ Is his “ scientific” laugh produced 
by laughing gas? 





; ; A HANDY BOOK. 
Swell’s Guide off the Turf, a companion volume to Ruff’s Guide to 


the Turf. 


Wuere a certain i 
the En-Clumber-ed Estates 





aes affairs should be wound up. In 


EE RR TREE a 


et eee 











ett eetedineel 


Od Aad 


i f 
Ps 
<2 444 a 
lg oh 


— 
= 
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HE SE! IT’S THE MANAGEMENT OF THE LAND QUESTION THAT’S BOTHERING ME!” 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 
No. 74.—THE SCORNFUL COLONEL. 


HOUGH not, as com- 
| mon rumour says, 
temarkable in other 
ways, 
No haughty  supercilious 
4 vell 
Cour scorn so well 
COLONEL BEL. 


At sight of snobs his lip 
would curl— 

Lis lip would quiver, twist, 
and twirl 

In an astonishing degree— 

He often curled his lp at 
me. 





His men, to give them all 
their due, 

Were most accomplished sncerers, too : 

Their Colonel gave them, with a will, 

Six daily hours of sneering drill. 


‘‘ Now, by your right, prepare to ‘ Whish"! 
Come, all at once and smartly, ‘ Pish’! 

Prepare to ‘ Bah’! By sections, ‘ Phew.’ 

Good! At three hundred yards, ‘ Pooh-pooh!’’” 


And though (as I can prove too well) 
They could not sneer like Coronet Bett, 
Still, not to flatter them a jot, 

They were a supercilious lot. 


Some two-and-thirty years ago 

He sailed to fight the Paynim foe, 
lor then a dreadful war began 
*Tween England and the Ottoman. 


Once, going round his daily beats 
In Stamboul s uninviting streets, 
He heard these words, in accents clear, 
“Oh, Little Stranger, welcome here! ”’ 


The Colonel stopped —hk« had no choice, 
For, ah! it was a Woman’s voice! 

And through a window dark and grim 
Two eyes flashed, lightning-like, on him. 





Such eyes! So soft—so full of soul! 
Such silent pathos in their roll ! 

No deadlier weapon women wield: 

Au reste, her face was quite concealed. 


“Oh, sir,” the vision whispered, “though 
You're certainly our country’s foe 

Let's hail the emblematic dove 

As subjects of One Monarch—Love!”’ 


vet 


i 


He sought the Hareem’s portals wide, 
He sneered the sentinel aside, 

And when his scornful eyeballs flashed, 
The very guard fell back abashed! 


On cloth of gold in negligé, 

The Sultan’s former fancy lay ; 

He saw that once (in early life) 

She might have been his favourite wife. 


ZARLINE (her name) with one big bound, 
Threw CoLoneEt Be. her arms around, 
And danced her best, but truth to tell, 
She was a creaky, old gazelle. 


The Colonel gazed—then turned away ; 
Love ji-d, and Duty held its sway : 
That sterner stuff that, near and far, 
Makes British warriors what they are. 





“Oh, ma’am,” he said—I will not stay 
To tell you all he chose to say ; 

But all the workings of his brain 
Were in the same impassioned strain. 


‘Oh, sir,”’ the eyes replied, “I fear, 
You dare not penetrate up here— 
I’m no mere drab in humble life, 

I was the Sultan's favourite wife! ”’ 


“Oh, ma'am!!!" said he—suffice to add, 
The gallant Colonel, rapture-mad, 

This graceful sentiment displays 

In fifty-seven different ways. 


‘Why BE tt, my boy, come, come, what’s this ? 


Unmanned by thoughts of simple bliss ? 
Unsoldiered by a lovely girl? ”’ 
The warrior’s lip resumed its curl. 


But ah, too late. The Sultan’s ears 
Much sharpened by his jealous fears, 
Had overheard, behind a screen, 
The creakiness of fair ZARLINE! 





The Colonel soon was seized and bound; 
He struggled not, but looked around, 
Relying on the wide-spread fear 
Instilled by his notorious sneer. 


But ah! the move was ill-designed ; 
The Sultan he was old and blind, 
And all the Hareem’s soldiers then 
Were elderly, short-sighted men ! 


Those soldiers soon contrived to pack 
The gallant Colonel in a sack ; 

But, mindful of his scornful fame, 
LIEUTENANT-COLONEL Bgxu died game. 


The Bosphorus, with gloomy roll, 
Closed mournfully upon his soul ; 
Its billows sang the only knell 


That mourned LiguTENANT-CoLONEL Bett! ~ 








A Conrrapicrion iv Terms.—Racing Fixtures. 
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DINNER ON BOARD. Margate. As everybody knows the Downs are further on. But the 
i oat C ae Ups are here, and no mistake about it! 
+ oe Coe This for the present concludes my diary. I await further orders 
A ro.u for breakfast is an old institution. On board the Albert | and a cheque, before proceeding further. 
Victor you get a roll for dessert, for dinner is generally just about over P.S. I have left my Dictionary of Quotations behind me. Please 
when you ot the Nore. As my friend Tomxrns said—-and, thank | shake a few Latin extracts over the above, I am afraid to venture 
goodness, he suffered for the atrocity afterwards—‘“ it is well to | without the book, but there’s something, I know, about, “ Crass inge.s”’ 
appease the craving of the 7 before you get the Nore-ing in| and “whatyemaycallit mari magno”—look ’em up for us, there's a 
your stomach.” His vile jest disagreed with me, but I am profoundly | good fellow. 
leased to say it made him awfully ill. You never saw such faces as 
c made—it would have made the fortune of Mr. Cuartes WatTKINS : 
if he could have “ got his nob in Chancery ’—Lane. Mutato Nomine. 
We left the Swan pier at eleven, and were soon threading our way Tue papers inform us that an extraordinary outrage was committed 
through the Pool. f mean to go to the East for the opening of the | the other day at a place called Ruffec, in France. An insolvent banker, 
Suez al, and I shall publish my experiences in a book entitled from | when brought up for examination was fired at by one of his creditors. 
the Pool to the Pyramids. N.B. This effect is registered.] We passed | This is of course an inadmissible method of making a debtor pay his shot, / 
Greenwich which reminded me of Whitebait, and Crossness which | and we fancy the place where such an attempt was possible is in name 
brought reminiscences of Smelt. And we passed Woolwich which | like another place in France—Too-long (vide British tourist passim). 
was so deserted it seemed more like Dull-wich, and Greenend and | It ought to be minus the “ec.” 
aes oot — places about Pweg I am not quite so clear. 
ut I am ectly certain we dined. Considerably. Everythin Rs 
was so good, and there was such an extensive choice that — the see Salionis. ; . 
obliging purser asked me what I would take, I replied with a feeble We are glad to read that the whirligig of Time on the other side of 
smile, “ Wart, you please.” He gave me goose, I believe—if so it was the Atlantic can plead a set-off for the Albert Insurance Company. | 


a natural selection (vide Darwin). The San Francisco News Letter laconically put the news thus :— 
Well, sir, I ate - ate—ate—ate cetera. So did Tomxrys; but after Insurance Company robbed. Tit for Tat. 
the feed he was—I record it with pride—upset-era! It was rough, you $$ 
must remember—so rough that only the A. V. put to sea, so there is Sweets to the Suites! 
some excuse for Tomxrins, though he had professed himself to be a - : , 
capital sailor. All I can say is he didn’t “turn out” so! Reports say the Viceroy of Egypt has ordered a large quantity of 


e dinner was asight,sir! There was twice what the poet saw | §¥8@r-making machines of a Paris firm. He evidently expects that he 
when he wrote about ais feeding as onc.” To be sure at. won, will have to do a good deal of “ sugaring”’ when the canal is opened. 
lost afterwards, but that was because of the toss. ee 

—_ skipper —so = Seevavin bin Som the rest of the crew PUTTING THE BEGGAR ON THE GENTLEMAN. 
I caly wish :T ! Td take out a Senet ae scten te wale 2 Guiancine at a large establishment in Fleet Street the following 


regular Haul by the Sea that! On reaching the j lay-to, so he | Meets the eye—“ The London Dinner ”—“ Parrriper anp CooPER — 
informed me, enam I thought the odds caer Se y-to, 80 he | an very good in its way but not quite to our taste. 
Your instructions were that I should go round the Foreland. As caneuiasiataethateeaaiete an: 


you did not specify the route Tomkins insisted on aay by it on A Wurrr or THe Baryy.—Free Rendering: For “ Children in arms 
the landward side, and I assented, the chief assent being the hill out of | free,” read “ shrimps included.” 
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THE LAY OF THE OLD LADYBIRD. 


ONFOUND ’em! lady- 

birds and beadles 

And daddy -long- 
legses, as well ! 

That keep one thus on 

pins and needles, 

Lor! what to do I 

cannot tell. 

Ah, flies and spiders, 

legs and wings, 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Harp by the Penge Station on the London, Chatham and Dover line 
there is a little colony called the Alexandra Cottages. It is inhabited 
by working men :—not by the horny handed artizan merely, that is to 
say, but by those who work with head as well as mus-le—clerks, 
accountants, printers, shopmen. travellers, and tradesfolk—in short, by 
real working men, who have had the good sense to take their families 
out to pure air and pleasant country. The railways by raising their 
fares did their best to thwart this excellent plan, and offer only 
grudging and inadequate privileges, instead of giving to every in- 
habitant of the colony a working man’s ticket available by every train 
up or down—there is plenty of room in the trains! 

On Saturday the 11th instant, the colonists held at Sydenham the 





| first “ Flower, Fruit and Vegetable Show ”’ of a Horticultural Society 
| which they have started among themselves in a spirit of friendly emu- 


lation. Although the scheme was little more than a month old, any 


| one who had a chance of viewing the neat and well-kept gardens of 


I can’t abide them 
creeping things! 
YW There’s flics! Qne 
ih ~~ MY wants a little 
' os — a i 5 sleep, , 
ei si \ And justa-dropping | 
DI® f in a doze, 

Z When, drat the 
things, they buzz 
and creep 

Upon a poor old 
lady’s nose. 


Lor, how they tickles and they stings! 

I can’t abide them creeping things! 

There’s carwigs dropping in your cup 
When in the arbour you takes tea. 

There’s what o’ night-time wakes you up, 
That will not budge, and seldom flee. 

Distress such recollection brings— 

I can’t abide them creeping things ! 


Confound ’em, beadles, gnats, and wopses, 
Flies, spiders, ladybirds—what-nots ! 
I'd like to stomp ’em all to copses 
As ants is, so says Dr. Warts. 
I find to life too much they clings— 
I can’t abide them creeping things! 


‘A Great Desideratum! 


TERE is an excellent new invention in umbrellas, called ‘The 
Desideratum,” in which the silk is woven of an extra thickness at the 
edges of the folds where it is most exposed to wear and tear. The 
principle might be applied with great advantage in other cases. We 
tancy Nature herself has taken the hint ; for we have observed in the 
case of many who are supposed to do a great deal of head-work an 
extra thickness in that part. 


The Will and the Way. 

Tue Tillustrated News records at full length the will of the late 
manager of the Albert Assurance Company. We don’t know any- 
thing about his will, but we don’t approve of his way—of managing a 
company. 


On the Cards. 
CoLoneEL Ticue, of Woodstock, Kilkenny, intends to place £10,000 
in the hands of the new Irish Church body. This is quite in accord- 
ance with Hoy x’s rules—ties should always pay ! 


—_— 





Up to the Mark. 

Herr Scnort, burgomaster of Mayence, and chief of a well-known 
musical firm there, presented on the occasion of his silver wedding the 
sum of 4,000 florins to the benevolent fund of his employés. We 
should like to see others go and do likewise —like a Scnorr. 


Composition and Confusion. 

We see it reported that Ruprstern has composed a: cantata entitled 
“The Tower of Babel.” We should think there was a fine opening 
a a telling libretto, especially at the moment of the confusion of 

ngues, 


A Ripper. 

Mr. JEFFERSON's Rip Van Winkle has so delighted his countrymen 
(when they found it had been appreciated in England) that he is asked 
to build a theatre of his own, and go on acting it for years. ‘This is, 
to use a Yankee phrase, “ letting him Rip with a vengeance !”’ 





Wuar Fen wishes every British Farmer ;—A good thrashing. 
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the Cottages would have been prepared to find the Exhibition what it 
was, a highly creditable collection. We have no space to give the list 
of prizes, or to say more than that by a process of “ natural selection ”’ 
that would have delighted Darwin, a connection was found to be es- 
tablished between Hatt and Heartsease, Basrarnp and Beans, Par- 
TRIDGE and Pumpkins, Dantin and Bunches of Radishes. Hearty 
cheers greeted the successful, and proved that their less fortunate rivals 
felt no envy. 

We have noticed this little exhibition, beeause we think among the 
thousands of readers who peruse these columns some may be incited 


| to set a-foot similar exhibitions under similar cizcumstances. If so they 


will understand how it is that we have looked upomeuch an undertak- 


ing as genuine, honest, wholesome “ fan.” 


Se 
A SONG. 


I rove the sea, the stormy sea, 

Where billows break, and winds blow free. 
I love—I love the boiling foam, 

The British sailor's darling home. 


I love the tide, the rolling tide, 

Where big “ white-horses ’’ madly ride, 
While loud the piping breezes sing, 
And grey-gulls dip a wandering wing. 


I love— oh, how I love the view 

Which distanee lends enchantment to! 

I love the sea—as I said before, 

But I love it most as it’s seen from shore! 


Gushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for lus. | 

Quercus —A very queer-cus~we do mot mean to allege (j)oak- 
casionally funny even. 

GIRL OF THE Psk10D.—We are sick of the subject. 

OxIGINAL.— Well, they were once, but it was long ago. 

Cow (Edge Hill).—It is your fault if our estimate of your muse (or 
moos) is Jow. 

ALPACA —Llama-ntably bad. 

Untvucky Pick.—For geodness sake run down to Margate and constitute 
yourself a Pick-le by a dip in the sea —anything rather than write verses. 

A. H. (Glasgow).—It is not “up to our mark’’—you can’t make your 
glass-go high enough, evidently. 

G. (Cursitor-street).—The letter is extremely funny, but you ought to 


know we have no legal right to use it. 
Lavy Lge will see that we have (in last Ne.) touched on the subject she 


suggests. 

FE H. C.—Declined with thanks. You must take your turn, our corre- 

spondence is large. Why write two notes on one sheet, each in a different 
9 


hand: 

S. (Camden Town).— Photographs of the late Paul Gray may be obtained 
of Mr. C. Watkins, of 54, Chancery-lane. 

‘¢Grow Fat.’’—Do, please! And cease to grow fatuous, 

WaSsHINGTON.— Double Acrostics won’t Wash—ingten. 

Yan moutH.— Many thanks, Beneficent Bloater, but you seem to have 
rather missed the point. wae 

G. D. J. (Mayfair).— Oh, why didn’t you suggest it earlier? 

Declined with thanks:-J. H., Glasgow; C. A., Stoke Newington ; 
B. R ; Comedian, Alloa; Oh, the Wretch; Solitaire, Eastbourne ; P. P. ; 
Humbry-hater; S.’s, Peckham; J. P., Dalston; J. M., Denmark-road; 
L E. R., Fahan; L R.S8.; Z. X.; E. S. B.; Kiss me Quick; S T.; 
W. W.; J.C. T., Islington; Theo; J. H., Birmingham; F. H., Salford ; 
M. D., Bayswater; P., Leeds; Nigger; M., Birmingham ; T., Dalston ; 
F. B., Alderegate-street; Peepers; Next to None; B.; Ambo; C., 


Liverpool. , 
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GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having ae ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. GOOD . a numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
R: they bare : with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
pe ns ate en ey ro in preference to publishing en ordinary Catal ), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
whole house. and Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single artiele, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


a  eeeecemeeeneeemeene nen ctete cme elena 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, &. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Sept. 25, 1869. 
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IN THE REV. NIMROD’S COUNTRY. 
Native to Inguiring Angler :—“ ANY VISHIN’ FREE ABOUT ’ERE? Aw, 188! You CAN VISH ANYWHERE WI’ ONLY ASKIN’ THE VARMERS’ 
weave. ‘CertTin’ IN Pa’sON’S RIGHT. Hke’s THA ONLY VISHERMAN IN THE PARISH—YOU WON’T GET NO LEAVE 0’ HE:”’ 
I was bullied and snubbed till I said with a sigh, 
A WIFE WITH A WILL OF HER OWN. og Nala ot lat BE nih 
Lone ago (in the days of my bachelor life) What it is to be bound, till you happen to die, 
When I suffered few sorrows or cares, To a wife with a will of her own!”’ 
I became a young Ccelebs, in search of a wife ; 
With a turn for domestic affairs. | I oo " ~_m one 08 meek as & mouse, 
People told me that women were thoughtless and weak, e my wife has her will and her way: 
And unfit to be trusted alone: Of an evening I cannot stir out of the house, 
So I made up my mind that the treasure I'd seek Though I’m awfully fond of the play. 
Wen ao wile with & will of her own. There’s a moral, no doubt, in our cat and dog life ; 
And that moral I’ve carefully shown: 
Fr Soren and ns ess I nares about, 2 should never look out, if in want of a wife, 
ong spinsters of every ; or a wife with a will of her own! 
Till I singled a strong-mi ed iadylove out 
As exactly the treasure for me. : : ; 
I prepared for refusal but got the reverse, The Right Man in the Right Place, again! 
And felt proud as a king on his throne, We learn from the San Francisco News Letter that an Admirai has 
ta let per eee or pega or worse bee ordered ~ survey it ship-canal — rome the Isthmus of open. 
; © presume that a civil engineer wi ordered to take command o 
But the honeymoon scarcely was over and past, the Fleet next! 
When I slowly began to suspect | 
That I'd made my decision a little too fast, Now ready, FUN, Vol. IX., Magenta cloth, 4s. 6a, or free by post, 5s. | 
Without taking my time to reflect. To be had of ali Newsagents. | 


| 





OctToBER 2, 1869.] 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC No, 134. 


Tue brown leaves fall— 
The hoarse winds call— 
The joys of summer vanish all— 
How altered is the scene! 
Yes, this and that for great and small 
A solemn lesson mean! 


1. An excellent one 
In November, 
Remember, 

Is issued by Fen. 


2. She said he was an awkward youth— 


And something else, which rhymes, in truth. 


3. Of watered silk, I guess, 
Some kind this doth express. 


4. Herein the folks of old kent ashes— 
We moderns use it for hot mashes. 
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5. They say 
That they 
Make this of clay: 
Perhaps they may, 
But I have seen them made at times— 
In potteries? no, pantomirmes! 


6. It's cool as a draught ; but, ah, in a powder 
Its action’s more rapid, and stronger, and louder. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 132.—Stowe, Byron: Stab, 
Tully, Or, Woo, Endymion. 


Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 132, rEecetvep Sept. 2/st; 
Diggory Dibble; Ferndale; Thalassa; Old Maid; Bravo Ned. 








Tell that to the Marines. 

A PROVINCIAL contemporary has rather startled us by | 
stating that “the Hythe regatta was held on the | 
Marine Parade.’’ We should think the tale would only | 
be believed by the Marines on parade. A regatta on | 
dry land would be like a fish out of water. Surely the 
report must have been written by a goose—an amphibi- 
ous bird that would not see any difficulty in holding a 
regatta ashore. 


Apvice To Sparin.—As it’s all Serrano, let it also be 
‘all serene’”’ oh! 


A ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE. 


TuEre were -it would be vain to attempt to conceal the fact—two 
reasons why Aunt Marta was an old maid. 

Her once raven locks were thickly sprinkled with silver, even when 
I can first remember her. Dear Aunt Marta, I have very early recol- 
lections of her, for she seldom visited my father and mother without 
bringing an orange, a toy, or—better still—a small coin, as a gift for 
her already too gifted nephew! 

I can see her now—that tall yet not ungraczful figure, crowned by 
an ungraceful but not tall bonnet. I can picture to myself still the 
bag she carried on herarm. She called it her “redicule,” and it had 
a chronic plethoric appearance which used, I remember, to plunge me 
into deep speculations as to what she had brought me. 

But Iam wandering from my theme. There were, I repeat, two 
reasons why my AunT Marra was an old maid. 

It is a term which I regret to think has less of veneration than of 
depreciation init. Yet it has tender associations! What says the 
poet? Well, Im not quite sure, for my recollection of quotations is 
not to be depended on. But he says something like this :— 

Who, when I was ill-used by pa, 
By brothers—sistere—kind mamma— 
The lot! took pity on me! Ah, 

My unmarried aunt! 

But to return to my subject, my AunT Marra was an old maid for 
two reasons. 

One would be inclined to consider a single reason more than 
sufficient to condemn a young and perhaps beautiful woman to so lonely 
a condition. Of the many reasons which the mind conjures up at the 
thought of a female thus afflicted each one is sad enough in all con- 
science. A broken heart? A faithless lover! A beloved snatched 


- away by too early death! War, death, and sickness laying siege to 


the heart, as SHAKESPEARE beautifully observes! The cruelty of 
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Driver :—“ Fry, Ma’am ?”’ 
Old Lady :—*“ BLEess THE MAN, meé FLY? 
DO TO WALK THIS MUGGY WEATHER!”’ 
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TOO LITERAL. 
Why, 17’s as mucu As I can 


means! Incompatibility of temper! Difference of station! Alas, 
what a catalogue of ills is summed up by the very idea of an old maid. 

Think then with pity of my poor Aunt Mania who for two reasons 
was an old maid. ; 

My hand trembles as I record them. My pen almost refuses to write 
them down. However, here they are. 

My Aunt Mania was an old maid for two reasons. 

Ist. Because she was fifty-four years of age and did not grow 
younger every year. 

2nd. Because she was unmarried. 

It pierces me to the heart to think how many are in the same plight 
for the same stern and inevitable reasons. 

Such is a romance of real life! 








—_——— 


HEARING, 
A SONNET, 


Tr you have heard the breezes sigh 

Your loved one's name, in wandering by ; 
If you have heard the pearly shell 

The tale of distant regions tell ; 

If you have heard the ocean cry 

Defiance to the cloudy sky ; 

If you have heard the gentle stream 
Sings songs of peace as in a dream ; 

If you have heard the woods complain 





If you have heard the rocks reply 
To waterfalls that shouted high— 
You've heard a good deal more than I! 


A Worp or Apvics to Army AccoUTREMENT MANWFACTURERS.— 


relatives! The slander of friends! The malice of foest Insufficient | So far as may be practicable—no strap! 


VOL. X. D 


Because the year began to wane; | 
| 
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mS FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 29th, 1869. 
RV ILERE can be only one opinion as to the state of the stage in 
fT the present day. Our ancestors delighted in SHAKSsPEARE— 

A) ave, even in the times when GotpsmitH and SHERIDAN offered 

* attractions. Now-a-days we find that even a Taytor or a 
Bovercavtt can outbid him. And yet he is acknowledged to be the | 
greatest and most dramatic poet the world ever knew. The con- | 
clusion is that our ancestors had taste and education, and that we | 
have not. They would have irrevocably damned pieces which we | 
make successes of, or permit to drag a bepuffed and lingering eXx- | 
istence, propt up by notices in the papers that “places may be secured | 
a month in advance ’’—yes, or an hour either for that matter. 

But we must divide the blame between the public and the managers, | 
who find “Suaxsprare spells bankruptcy.” Frcuter’s Hamlet was | 
asuccess. Keran’s Shaksperian revivals drew full houses. But they | 
were m by men of taste, education, and scholarly attainments. 





They were not star performances, with one moderate actor and a crowd — 


of duffers. When we get companiés as carefully taught as Frcurter’s, | 
and supers as well-drilled _ | 
back them, there will be mo need to complain that the public does not | 
care for SHAKSPEARE. . 


We cannot believe that in the nineteenth cent genius can be 
neglected for originality for a mosaic of larism — sense 
for sensation. Snaxsprare is to be superseded by the 


English stage is indeed a stage lower than it was. 


Tue Gardener's Magazine holds too high : to be suspected of 
dar aeraite cndiemedie Eorticaiteral Sotety for 
making the @ardener’s i oooelilaeaae dime aa organ. a 
the Society possessed a own no one complai t 
that it shoul thus favour—if such eer per re does favour— 
the Chronicle, is disgraceful to society and periodical alike. Itis as if 
the Agricultural Society, for instance, compelled its members to take 
in ~ Daily Telegraph, by giving its reports exclusively to that 
ournal, 

, The Horticultural Society ought tobe re-named. It is a sham 
under its present management. It is a Dilke-and-Cole-tural Society, 
and solely intended to promote the undertakings, glorifications, and 
periodicals of members of the clique. 

Oh, for another Peanopy to relieve the other poor of London— poor 
Art, poor Science, and poor Horticulture. If he would buy up South 
Kensington—the Gardens and the Museum—and convert them into a 
wilderness, he would not only avert disgrace from England, but give 
some chance of a regeneration in horticulture, science, and art. 





Wax Work. 

We hope Mapame Tvussavp will lose no time in adding the effigy of 
Mrs. Bezscuer Srowe to the Chamber of Horrors. The assassin of 
reputations, the libeller of the dead, will not be out of place there. 
Besides one who has done so much to obtain notoriety deserves to get 
her share of whacks. 





The Right Name. 


A Society of noodles, anxious to revive the errors of Protection, 
is being advertised and billed just now. It is called the “‘ Revivers” 
—would not the “ Dead-alives” be a more suitable title. Their motto 
is of course—“ Let us all progress— backwards.” 


No Mistake. 


Tue Standard the other day spoke of a notorious Insurance Com- 
pany as the “ Alhert.”” This was nota misprint by any means. The 
mistake was in not spelling it All-hurt. 





HOW TO OBTAIN A LONG DAY'S PARTRIDGE SHOOTING. 


Don’t try the stubbles until, as Mr. Vetvereen advises, “the 
Turmuts is Beet.” 





ErrectvuAt PuNIsHMENT FoR AN Unrpuncrvat Guest. — Don’t let 
him stay dinner. 

A SuGGEsTIon TO THE PRINCIPALS or Lapres’ Cotteces.— The most 
appropriate prize for proficiency in astronomy—a necklace of “ Bary’s 





as Kean’s, with their taste and education to | - 
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A FABLE WITH AN APPLICATION. 


og HAVE a little fable here, 
VW That boasts an application 
> clear. 
¢ The Wolf, as emperor of 
“OS the wood, 
+ Was feared throughout the 
neighbourhood. 
All creatures had a whole- 
some awe — 
With reason— of his corp de 


paw ; 
»with it erst he had 
struck down 

Their leaders, beasts of some 
renown : 

And so, no wonder, few 
would stay 

Beneath the Wolf's imperial 







a sway. 
See : Among the rest the Stork 
- withdrew, 
And to a far-off district 
flew. 


bem, At length a bone by some 

—-. ill-luck 

~“*5~ Fast in his Wolfship’s gul- 
a let stuck— 

And sticking with great resolution 

Endangered much his Constitution. 

With eyes protruding from his head, 

With gasping breath—in short, half dead— 

His Wolfship hastened to recall 

The Stork and other creatures all, 

And thinks the former, if you please, 

Is bound to give him instant ease. 


With dexterous beak the kindly Stork 
The bone extracted like a cork : 

And having cured the imperial ill 

By aid of beak, sent in his bill. 


“What!” cried the Wolf, “you monster mean, 
Sure you already paid have been!” 


“‘ How paid ?”’ exclaimed the Stork in wonder. 
The Wolf replied in tones of thunder, 

“‘ When late that bone you to withdraw 
Thrust your weak head into my maw, 

Be thankful that it was not ate off! 

Receipt your bill—I plead a set-off.’ 


When late a personage fell sick, 

And troubles gathered round him thick, 
And he in dread of revolution 

Had to amend his Constitution, 

From refuges across the foam 

He called the pardoned exiles home, 
That their return to all might be 

Of better things a guarantee. 


That's very well! But now they’re there, 
‘Will there be no more change of air ? 
May no new complication teach 

To grab them while they’re in his reach ? 


The Stork upon experience acted 

And no more bones for Wolf extracted. 
Then is it wise—1 doubt it much— 

To venture thus within a clutch 

You once with difficulty fled 

And by a short neck saved your head ? 


Y= 
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No such Great Shakes. 
Tue Thunderer of Printing House Square gives the following inci- 
dent as having occurred during a late thunderstorm. 
On Wandsworth-common a tree was literally shattered in two. 
“Shattered” in two, only? Surely there can be nothing very re- 
markable in this; we fancy, Cio that we have heard “of greater 
Shatters-En Espagne! 





Tue “ Cuance ror Fasnion”’ (Suaxsrearr).—At a Levée. 
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PROGRESS. 


ACT I. — The Council Chamber. 
Enter Joun Ferne (a Civil Engineer) and Mr. Dansy (a Supplement 
to the Bill of the Pay). 

Joun Ferne.—So this is Mompesson Abbey, through which our 
new line is torun. Now, Danby, do the only duty you have to dis- 
charge in the piece, and tell me who is stopping at the Abbey, together 
with the principal characteristics of all the guests. 

Danny.—I will. First of all there is Lord Mompesson, the pro- 
prietor, an old Tory Lord of the most scrupulous class. His son, the 
Hon. Arthur Mompesson, a young man of eighteen, with a strange 
taste for flouring his head, is still more imbued with the prejudices of 
the old school than his punctilious old father. This being the case it 
will not surprise you to learn that their chosen guests are— 

Firstly. A fat, old, retired contractor, of singularly vulgar manners, 
who gets drunk in the society of ladies. 

Secondly. His beastly son, who also gets drunk habitually—who 
spouts his own poetry when he is sufficiently sober—who smokes in 
every room, whose avowed resort is the tap-room of a neighbouring pot- 
house, and whose favourite toast is the barmaid of that establishment. 

Thirdly. Doctor Brown, a Radical of the most pronounced type, 
who pockets his political prejudices in order that he may profit by 
Lord Mompesson’s patronage ; and 

Fourthly. A prurient old maid, of the accepted type, who listens at 
keyholes. { Exit Mr. Danny, to undress and go home. 

JoHN Ferne.—A pleasant family party. [Evzit, until he ts wanted. 
P, ocession: Enter Lorp Momprsson, Hon. Artuur Mompegsson, Dr, 

Brown, Mr. BunnytTHorneE, Bon BuNNyTHORNE, and Eva. 

Lorp Momprsson.—CroMwELt was a Republican. 

Dr. Brown.— Then three cheers for CRoMWELL. 

Mr. BunnyTHorneE.— Bother Cromwett! 

Dr. Brown (savagely).— Why ? 

Bon BunnyTHoRNE.—Decause he was a hass. 
of CroMwELt. 

Dr. Brown.— Yah! 


thought of you! 
Eva.—Dear friends, these intricate political discussions have no 


interest forme. Iam too weak to follow you through the mazy rami- 
fications of the topic on which you are all so well qualified to speak— 
So, if you please, we will change the subject. Here is a sentiment for 
you— How beautiful are tradespeople ! 

Aut (Radicals and Tories).—Yah! 

Eva.— They are—I ought to know. My mother, Lorp Mompesson’s 
niece, ran away with the family pot-boy, and I never passed a happier 
time than when I was pulling beer behind the bar of the “ Devil and 
the Bag of Nails’”’! 

Hon. Artuur Momresson.—Ah! how I love that girl. When I 
am twenty, I will propose to her. (Strikes his forehead and knocks some 
of the flour out of his hair, which mak.s him look about fifteen.) 

[ Procession: Exeunt Lorp Momprrsson, Antoun Mompesson, Dr. 

Brown, Mr. BunNyY1HORNE, and Bon BuNNYTHORNE. Manet Eva. 

Eva (looking out of window).—Ha! There is John Ierne, the young 
engineer, who was staying at the “ Devil and the Bag of Nails” last 
summer. Come here, young engineer! { Beckons. 

Exter Joun FERNE. 


I don’t think much 


I wonder what CrRoMWELL would have 


Eva.— John! 

Joun Fenrnr. - Eva! 

Eya.—Come and see the old abbey. 

Enter Miss Myrnie. 

Miss Myrnize.— Wil, I'm sure! A nice young couple to be sure! 
I always disapprove of couples. I consider them improper. I shall 
report this. 

Procession: Enter Lornp Momresson, Hon. Artuur Momresson, Dr. 
Brown, Mr. Bunnytuorne, and Bos. 

Miss Mvyrnre.—Eva is wandering over the ruins with a strange 
young man! 

Hon. Artuur.—Ha! When I am old enough I will thrash him! 

Enter Joun FERNE. 

Atu.— How is this, sir? Who are you, and where have you been 
with Miss Eva ? 

JouHn Fer\e.—We are old friends, sir, Eva and I. But I did not 
come here to see her. I came to run a line of railway through your 
abbey, which must be pulled down. 

Artuvr. - Pull down the abbey! Impossible. 

Joun Ferne.— When you are a little older you will understand that 
to an Act of Parliament nothing is impossible. 

Artuur.—This is infamous. (Here follows a rhapsody.) 

His Sycornants.— Utterly abominable. 

Mr. Bunny THORNE (aside to Joun Ferne).—If you will arrange to 
let your line make a detour, and so save the abbey, I will give youa 
sovereign. 

Joun Frerne.—Scoundrel! [ Tableau. 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACT IL.—The Tapestry Chamber. 
Enter Eva, very ill, and Doctor Brown. 

Iva.— Shall I live, dear Doctor ? 

Dr. Brown (diplomatically).—We will try and arrange that you 
shall. 

Procession: Enter orp Mompesson, Hon. Artuur Momresson, Mr. 
BUNNYTHORNE, and Miss Myrvnie. 

AnrtTuur.--Doctor, what 7s the matter with her. 

Dr. Brown.—Hush—She loves John Ferne—We must persuade liv 
that he loves her or all will be lost. 

ARTHUR.—Agony, when I love her so! 

Dr. Brown (soothingly to Eva).—And it shall be loved by its 
little John Ferne it shall—there then—and it shall be married to its 
John, it shall. (Aside, mslodramatically to ARTHUR) Hush, it is our 
only chance ! 

Eva.—Oh, are you telling me the truth ? 

AtL.— We swear! 

Eva.—Oh happiness! <And will h 

Auut.—He will! 

Eva.—When ? when? 

Ati.—Now! (Enter Joun Verne.) 

Aut..— Pretend you love her—Don’t ask why. Hush! 

[ Procession : Exeunt Lory Momrpesson, Hon. Arntuur, Dr Brows: 
Mr. BuNNyYTHORNE, and Miss Myrnie. 

Eva.—My own John. 

JOHN Ferne (rather in thedark and coldly).—My beloved Eva, 

Eva.— How happy we shall be. 

JOHN Frerne.—Certainly. 

Eva.—How long have you loved me, John ? 

Joun Ferne.—Eh? Oh, (looking at his watch)) hullo, I must be off. 
(Aside) Forward minx! [ Exit rapidly. 
Enter Miss Myrnte. 

Miss Myrnrzs.—My dear, he don’t love you a bit—he was only 


soon be here ? 


acting. , (Brit. 
Eva.—Acting! Heavens, this is too dreadful! Iwill catch cold 
and die! (Rushes to windows—opens them, and stands in the open air, 


allowing the snow to fali on her.) 
Procession : Enter Lorn Mompesson, Hon. Antoun Momprsson, Dr. 
Brown, Mr. BunnytTuorne, Bon BunwyTHorne, @nd Miss Myrnre. 


ALL.—What is this ? \ 


Dr. Brown (impresstvely).—She has caught her death! 


ACT III.—The Council Chamber. 

(4 long scene between the two BUNNYTHORNES in which they get drunk 
and abuse one another. It has nothing whatever to do with the piece, 
and will, no doubt, have been cut out long before this page is in the 
enlightened reader’s hands.) 

Procession; Enter Lorp Momrgsson, Hon. Artuur Mompgsson, Dx. 
CLARKE, Eva, and Miss Myrnie. 

Hon. ArtHUR.—Well, I have been to London, and I have nsed my 
influence to such good effect that the railway will not pass through 
Mompesson Abbey. ; 

Au..— Hurrah. 

Hon. Artuur.—I shook all the flour out of my head, and looked 
about twelve. My extreme youth so touched the committee sitting 
on the Bill, that they cried like children, and ordered the promoters to 
the Tower. There let them lie! How is Eva? 

Dr. Brown.—She lives, but you must give her up, my child. She 
is too old for you; and besides, she loves John Ferne. He only can 
save her life. 

Hon. ARTHUR (resigned/y).—Then send for John Ferne. 

JoHN FERNE (who always turns up when heis wanted—entering),— 
Behold him here! Eva! (Rushes to her.) 

Eva.—No; John Ferne, you were only acting. 

Joun Ferne.— No, no—I really like you—I do indeed. 

ivA.— You do! 

Joun Ferne.—Honour! 

Hon. Antuur.—Take her, John Ferne, she is yours. As for me 
(shaking all the flour out of his head) send me to Harrow, or Eton, or 
Winchester, somebody, where I may forget her. 

Eva.—Arthur, I shall always look upon you as a dear, dear son. 

CURTAIN, { Tableau. 

OvrsELVES.—This piece is not one of Mr. Ronertson’s happiest 
efforts. It is well written, as, indeed, are all his pieces—the dialogue, 
in parts, is quite as good as anything he has done, but the construction 
of the piece is careless and the story suffers immensely by the charac- 
ters being Anglicised. Such a collection of incongruities as the guests 
assembled at Mompesson Abbey would be, in England, an utter im- 
possibility. It is well played by Mr. Nevitie (who, however, looked 
ridiculously young for a man of fifty), Mr. Clarke and Mr. PARseLLe 
—admirably by Miss Foote and Mr. Birurncton. Mr. Marswauy did 
his best with a dreadful part. Mr. Cotzerr has a good “ make up 
and Miss Sreruens has a congenial part as Miss Myrnie. Scencry 


good without being pretentious. 


[ Talleaee. 














1. Running the gauntlet through two lines of idle eyes. 


2. A little inconvenience in lodgings may be borne; but your head in the garret 
and your feet on the landing—hang it all! 


3. Ha! those dear little—Lady Birds. 
4. Music, of course, is always exquisite. 
5. And vocal harmony ecstatic bliss! 

6 Such charming people ashore! 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ovr warmest support has always been given to the Crystal Palace, 
which does worthy work as “the Palace ofthe People’s Pleasures.” 
But we have no words to express our disgust at the repetition on 
Wednesday last of the so-called Concert, in miserable imitation of the 
Monster ur at Boston. In America anything that is “big”’ is 
considered “ great,” but we hoped better things of the Crystal Palace. 
It is consolatory to see that Mr. Manns held aloof from the ity, 
which we feel sure was not approved of by any of the many able and 
educated officials, though possibly quite in accordance with the tastes 
of the managing director. 

The Tonic Sol-fa Society have thoroughly disgusted all people of 
taste by a repetition—for profit’s sake— of a folly which was pardoned 
in the first instance on the score of curiosity. 

We trust the inhabitants of Sydenham and its vicinity will tuke steps 
to t any recurrence of the nuisance. Itis simply abominable that 
people of delicate nerves and invalids—and there must be many within 
reach of the noise—should be disturbed by the repeated firing of guns, 
because a convocation of idiots cannot distinguish between noise and 
music. 





Perils of the Streets. 
Warsrps outrages have again set in with the Equinoctial gales. 
boisterous night we came upon an elderly atte ie a 
suburban district as he was engaged in a desperate struggle with— 
an umbrella. 


FUN PROPOSES A TOAST. 
May Education spread, but never let enable a cabman to count his 
horse's ribs 


THE CHARMS OF A COCKNEY WATERING-PLACE. 


7. And such delicious feelings afloat! 
8. A good deal of weather has a habit of turning-up. 
9. Buta fellow must get a blow. 
10. Another matter that you blow very much indeed. 
11. The only not unpleasant recollection of the place. 


12. A memento of the sea-shore obtained, after unheard-of exertions, by daring 
stratagem and at fearful risk. 








LES ADIEUX. 


We met—heigh ho! 
A year ago; 

To see was to adore you. 
At least I know 
I told you so, 

And many more before you. 


I bade you speak— 
Your blushing cheek 
Referred me to your mother ; 
Yet, fatal freak, 
Within a week 
You flirted with another. 
My hopes were bright, 
My cares were light, 


No Fate our loves could sever : 


And now to-night 
I have to write 
“ Adieu, adieu for ever!” 


But know, my pet, 
I’m not as yet 
Cae broken-hearted ; 
do regret 
That we have met, 
But not that we have parted. 


Insucts we wish fa(r)ther.—Daddy Longlegs. 
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BIOGRAPHIES OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST MEN. 


(Zo be concluded in our last.) 
Part THE ELEVENTYETH. 


CorneEtivs Cuurrte took after his father. Like him he was born 
on his first birthday, and was exactly a year old on its anniversary. 
After that he grew older. He attained his greatest age on the day of 
his death. 

CornE tvs also took after his mother, but that was when he began 
to run alone; even then he only took after her when he thought she 
was carrying something good to eat. This eccentric child was fond of 
eating and drinking, and lost many a good appetite in consequence. 
Let this be a warning against gluttony! Whenhe could not get what 
he wanted he cried, and the habit became second nature in conse- 
quence. As he grewup to be a man he continued tocry. We have 
ourselves heard him crying mackerel at the West End more than once. 

People thought at first Cornerius was weak-minded, but those who 
saw what heavy baskets he carried on his head, thought there could 
not be much the matter with it. He only once showed signs of 
imbecility. He ran all the way from the Old Kent Road to the Fire 
Brigade stationin Farringdon Street. Arriving there breathless he 
said to the superintendent ‘“‘There’s a fire at my uncle’s!’”’ The 
superintendent with business alacrity enquired where his uncle resided 
and immediately dispatched an engine, on which Corne.tvus rode, to the 
scene of the disaster. On reaching CoxNne.ivs’s uncle’s, the firemen 
were surprised to see no signs of a conflagration. But Corngxivs 
ushered them into the kitchen where there wasa fire in the grate just 
enough to boil the kettle for tea. 

“T told you there was a fire at my uncle’s,” said he. 

We believe the firemen were rough upon CornELIvs. 

Although he did not marry, Corne.ivs had a wife and family. He 
did not marry because he was married. His wife married him. 
CoRNELIUS was a party to the proceeding, but he took no active part, 
and did not seem to like it. 

His wife was his better half. She was even considered his better 
— by some. She ruled him with a rod of iron, which 
gen y did duty as the kitchen poker. Cornetrus was a pattern of 
a husband ; but rather a variegated one in consequence. This was the 
more strange as he was Irish: that is to say, he often remarked that 
he would have been Irish if he had been born in Ireland of Irish 
parents ; and there is no reason for doubting his assertion. 

CornE.ivus unfortunately had confused ideas of the rights of pro- 
perty. Owing to the want in this country of a system of national 
education, he had never learnt Latin, and consequently failed to dis- 
tinguish between meum and tuum. His logic had also been neglected, 
and he was found arguing from wrong premises—those of an opulent 
jeweller—and transported. He was not transported at being tran- 
sported, which might have been due to the fact, that criminals in those 
days were sent into convict ships, instead of transports. 

Australia was a clime that suited him—in short in a few years he 
managed to climb to an exalted position. He became a wealthy man 
and owner of a large property. 7 doing this, however, he was by no 
means singular, many respectable people in the colony having begun 
with the same advantages, 

Two years ago Cornetivs had reached the mature age of nine and 
forty. We may leave our readers to draw their own conclusions as to 
his present age, merely premising that he died last fall. 

As yet no movement has been organised in England to erect a 
monument tohim. On the whole, however, wicked as his early life was, 
we scarcely think he deserves a statue. 


Rum—very ! 

We excise this par (it is our duty) from the prices current of the 
Daily News: 

Roum.—About 200 puns, sold at firmer prices—fair to fine, 2s. 4d. to 3s. 7d. 

Is this a sample of the style at 2s. 4d.? ‘With puns at this price we 
can’t do better than recommend everybody to buy up our back volumes. 
A complete set of the New Series of Fun, at this rate, must be honestly 
worth a fortune. As the touting booksellers say— 


Only a few copies of this very interesting work now remain, and copies tili 
soon become scarce. 


Take a Lesson from the Partridges. 


Tat admirable institution, Guy’s Hospital, is about to be en- 
larged; now is your opportunity, holders of long purses or stray 
sovs., imitate the “ birds,” and come out strong on “ the wing.” 


Is ’em P 
ACCORDING to the writer of Uncle Tom’s Cabin Lavy Brron’s life 
was Stowe-icism. Mrs. Srowe’s is Egotism. 








Way is drawing from nature infectious? It’s sketching. 


A — > - _-- 
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A MODERN LOVE-SONG. 
By One More. 


Nay, do not blame, my own one, 
If I am late—if I am late, 
And left thee long, thou lone one 
To cogitate—to cogitate. 
For could Love's wings have borne me 
To this dear bow’r—to this dear bow'’r, 
Thou would’st not have to scorn me 
For this late hour—for this late hour. 


But Love his wings withheld, dear, 
Tis ever thus !—’tis ever thus! 
And so was I compelled, dear, 
To take the *bus—to take the ’bus! 


But "buses slowly roam now, 

And I was baulked—and I was baulked. 
I know I d have been home now 

If I had walked—if I had walked. 


— i 


A Loaf-ly Idea. 


We learn from a contemporary that— 

A new method of making bread has been discovered, and a patenttaken out for | 
the process. 
_ We regret to learn that the novelty only consists in the non-grind- 
ing of the flour. We were in hopes that in these hard times some 
philosopher had found out an easy way for a man to make his bread 
without as much grinding as is at present needful. 


Taken-in to Bait. 


An American paper says:—We are glad to announce that the fish- 
ing of lake Ausananquotansongomongotongo, in Oxford County, is 
reported as first-rate. The fishing there ought to be good, Fun thinks, 
since the mere name of the lake takes a line. 


Stet Nominis Umbra. 


A reporter of a local paper speaking of the plaintiff in a lawsuit 
said he “Lore the name Snooks.”” We are glad to hear of the exist- 
ence of one so resigned and tolerant. Snooks is a name we never could 


bear. 


Net Profits. 

Some experiments have lately been made at Shoeburyness to test the 
properties of the newly-invented gabion-netter. Should it not answer 
the expectations formed of it, it is stated that the directors of a certain 
Insurance Company will be consulted, owing to their experience in 
gaby(on) netting. 


Guswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.j 

PunsTER.—An excellent pseudonym! None of your friends will know 
you under that disguise, to judge from the specimen. 

PipER.— We don’t know who is to pay you— we shan’t! 

S. (Strand).—If Dr. Johnson had lived in our time he would never have 
said, ‘‘ Sir, let us take a walk down Fleet-street,”’ because he would have 
known that he wou!d never get beyond the window of Number 80. 

PorrTicus says if we reject his MS. he shall take it Elsewhere. Else- 
where has our sympathies. We are sorry for Elsewhere. We are indeed! 

THE MAN IN THE Moon.—Then why not send your carte ¢ 

V. A. G. A.—Thank you. 

C. M. D. (Queen’s-road, Bayswater).—So you are “compelled to send 
duplicates.’”” Why even Falstaff would not be a cad, “ on compulsion.” 

. T.—Thanks!* 

E. W. F. (Leadenhall-street).—Thanks. 

InDIGENOUS.—A trifle too serious for us. 

H. and T. S. (Bristol). —We have no doubt your butter would be good 
in puff-paste, but shall not try the experiment. 

Bb. A.—Under another form, perhaps. 

A. D’O. B.—A captain and strike a woman! Fie !—and not even to send 
your address to back up your courageous attack! Pah! 

Declined with thanks:—W., Malvern Link; Bedmunds; H., Surrey- 
street; J. M., Camberwell; A. C., Southboro’ ; C. C., Cheltenham ; Wash- 
ington ; Reuben Sparks, aan Mentor; E. 8., Holloway ; oe Ww.Cc, 
Kingsland; W. H. C.; H. S., Ball’s Pond; Jenkin; C. M., Herts; 
Waltham Black; T. J. B., Selhurst ; S. T. O., Buxton; J. C. H., Dublin; 
D., Shorncliffe; G. B. B., Manchester; Snooks; A., 62.; J. D., Prestwich ; 
D. T., Hartlepool ; Noubtful ; Vulpes, Brough ; G. G., Louth; Broadrun ; 
S. W.; My Aunt’s Nephew; T., Delston. 
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THE CART BEFORE THE HORSE. - 


Frame-maker (to Artist) :—“ TuEre, srr! 
IT—THAT "UD SET THE FRAME OFF WONDERFUL!” 








OCTOBER. 


Tue summer are over, 
The winter are coming 
Mo see the plese. 
e is a-humming. 
The daisies is thinning, 
The buttercups also ; 
The leaves is beginning 
Likewise for to fall so. 


The gales of October 

Is heard in the Channel, 
And folks as is sober 

Is putting on flannel. 
The storms that is blowing, 


The coning and drumming, 


Says summer are going 
d winter are coming. 





How do you take it? 


A Banxsn’s CiEerx wishes us to expose a grievance. 
make an invariable practice of paying his hard-earned salary “ soft.’ 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 
Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
ae have cempiled with care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHL 
ED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordiaary 
Purchasers to see at once the exact cost 





“The Firm” 


), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 


EEE, 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Oct. 2, 1869. 


Tuat's wHat I cALL8 A FRAME—AND NO MISTAKE! IT ONLY WANTS THE PICTURE INSIDE 


Ne Sutor ultra Crepidam.' 


Tue writer of an article in the Daily News of recent date discoursing 
pleasantly on “a shoemaker’s holiday ”’ naturally enough puts his foot 
in it. We quote the passage :— 

| 


The resting benches are empty, lights shine from the windows of the villas, or you 
see the glimmer of dresses on the grass, and the clink of teacups. 


This, we take it, is a clink-cher ! 


Wanted, more Light on the Subject. 


EXPERIMENTS made in the Channel Fleet with the Colomb signal 
lights appear to have given every satisfaction. Do we owe this in- 
vention to the Columbarian society, and are the messages transmitted 
in “ pigeon English ” ? 


A Thought at a Small Tea Party. 


"Tis a selfish age. How often does it occur that you find a company 
of the most intense respectability comfortably seated around the table 
while the source of their enjoyment, the teapot, is left to “stand.” 


“a LITTLE LEARNING IS A DANGEROUS THING.”’ 
Tue Alum-ni of London Tradesmen.—Bakers. 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


NG of SEVEN, TEN and 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
B Fairy Cxtrabagunce, 





CHAPTER X. 
OF THE PEACE CONGRESS AND BOOTINTER. 


NY one who knows his Universal History must know all about 
the “ War of the Shoestrings,’’ which lasted for thirty years 
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signed a solemn undertaking that from the first of next month they 
| would settle all national disputes by appeals to drums instead of arms, 


and all the contracting nations vowed that they would see the agree- 


'ment carried out, and unite in punishing any nation that ventured to 


| 
} 


depart from the rules of the Congress. 
The Peace Congress lasted for a week, and went off without any 


| quarrels or fisticuffs, which was rather an unusual thing for a peace 


} 


| 


and nearly depopulated seven kingdoms, two archduchies and | 


a republic. It began in the reign of Kinc Goartnoo of 
Aphania, who was indeed the cause of the war. For that monarch 
commanded his people to abjure shoestrings and adopt button boots, 
which gave serious offence to Ktnc Lono of Carinia, a country that 
dealt largely in hides, and consequently had an interest in the sale 
of shoestrings which were always made of leather in these regions. 
The Aphanians were not slow to appreciate the benefit of buttoned })oots, 
and the commerce of Carinia languished accordingly, for the Aphanians 
everywhere extolled button boots, and their example and advice had 
great weight with the surrounding countries. Of course Loro could 


not go to waron this pretext, but his representative at the court of 
Goarinoo was ordered to persevere in wearing shoestrings with long 
ends, although the official directions for court dress forbade shoestrings. 
The Carinian arabassador therefore appeared at a levee with the long 
A long corespondence 


shoestrings and was not allowed to pass. 


- ensued on the subject, and the 


diplomatists of both nations 
had their hands full. ‘The 
quarrel spread— other coun- 
tries became entangled in the 
dispute, and in the end seven 
kingdoms two arch-duchies 
and one republic found them- 
selves squabbling about an 
ambassador’s shoestrings. 
The difficulty, however, 
might have been avoided but 
for an unfortunate accident. 
At a conference held in 
Aphania to settle the dispute 
if possible by arbitration, the 
representative of Lorno was 
present and as a matter of 
course wore his long shoc- 
strings. King Gosrtnoo, 
who was also present, had the 
ill-luck to tread on them and 
untie them, and when the 
ambassador rose to go he 
tripped over his own shoc- 
strings and had an ignomini- 
ous tumble. The next day 
war was. declared, the 
different powers concerned 
took sides, and the contest raged for thirty years, when the com- 
batants left off from sheer weariness. 





| congress to do. 


All the nations at once set about re-organising their war departments. 
Spears and guns were sold by public auction and were bought up by 
the agriculturist for hop-poles and pea-sticks. Swords were utilised 
as carving knives, sausage-machine blades, and scythes. The money 
thus realised was expended on the purchase of drums. Mutton became 
so cheap, in consequence of the slaughter of sheep for the sake of their 
skins, that you could get prime joints at three halfpence a pound. 
Lamb, on the other hand, became proportionately dear, lamb parchment 
being too small for military purposes, and the farmers consequently 
feeling reluctant to kill the animals when so young. 

All the inventive skill of the various countries was turned to the 
manufacture of drums. The Governments offered prizes for the 
loudest and most portable drum, and the competition was of the live- 
liest character. Meantime sword and cutlass drill, bayonet exercise, 
and rifle-shooting fell into disuse, and all the soldiers were set to 
learn the tattoo. The whole vast tract of territory resounded with 
‘‘rub-a-dub-dub ”’ from morn till night. 

In Aphania which, as has been frequently recorded in this story, 
was a literary country, the 
new mode of warfare and the 
drum practice consequent 
thereon were anything but 
popular. . There was a stir 
about it in the Talk ILouse 
and it was finally decided 
that a district called Bootin- 
ter on the sea coast should 
be devoted to the training of 
the soldiery and the manu- 
facture and trial of big 
drums. 

To the scientific traveller 
Bootinter was a place of 
great interest, and was in- 
variably visited by all 
tourists of note who coull 
obtain a pass from the War 
Department. Most interest- 
ing trials might be witnessed 
there; the great contest car- 
ried on being that of drums 
versus cotton wool. 

There had been a great 
change in the defensive 
armour of the soldier as a 
natural result of the change 
in the method of warfare. A 


| pith helmet with padded ear-flaps, quilted with cotton wool, was 


At the end of the war the various nations concerned found themselves | 
' drums was to overcome the deadening effects of these padded pro- 


in a very reduced state. Not only had they spent vast sums and run 
heavily into debt, but their male population was sadly diminished, all 


the men capable of bearing arms, who could be persuaded to enlist, | 


having entered the army and got killed. Only the wise fellows who 


did not see the object of risking their lives on the question of a shoe- | 


string were left, and they turned their wisdom to account as soon as 
peace was declared. They began an agitation against war which 
resulted in the assembling of a Peace Congress of all nations. 


At that Congress it was agreed that in future war must be conducted | 


Bloodshed, as was 
Wars there- 
It was 


on a principle which did not involve loss of life. 
shrewdly observed by the president, was not argument. 
fore were not logical and could not be carried on logically. 
necessary to find a substitute for fighting. 

At first it was proposed that duels between the kings or statesmen, 
who quarrelled, should decide the matter, but this was not quite 
Sweeping enough asareform. It was next suggested that disputes 


should be settled by tossing up a coin and crying “obverse” and | 


“reverse ’’—the side which called correctly twice out of three times to 
be considered the conqueror. This was scouted as democratic. 
Finally it was determined that battles should be fought with drums, 
and that the side which drummed the loudest should be held to be 
victorious. 

This proposal gave general satisfaction for many reasons. It did 
not do away with armies, the pomp and circumstances of soldiering 
and the solid advantages of commanding and officering. It also 
retained the semblance of a contest, and would encourage skill and 
enterprise in the construction of drums. The members of the Congress 


VOL. X. 





adopted. The object in making these helmets was to defend the 
organs against the noise of the drums, and the object in making the 


tections on the sound of the instruments, 

The contest was carried on with varying results. A very loud drum 
would be invented, and a large number manufactured for the troops at 
great outlay, when suddenly a new medicated wadding would be 
discovered which rendered the new drum inaudible. Thereupon a 
bigger and louder drum would be made, and the medicated i. 
of which large quantities had been ordered, would be found useless, 
and a new experiment had to be tried. And so the contest went on 
until the dium had become a colossal instrument, from which sound 
was produced by volleys of cannon balls, and the wadded helmets had 
become so huge and heavy that they had to be supported ona light 
whecled framework something like a go-cart. 





Orium cum pic.—A child’s holiday at the sea-side. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 135. 


We hear of them often, and pity must feel 
For victims of tumult who die by cold steel. 
A country can scarcely be quiet, bereft 

Of rule, and to duffers for Governors left. 


1. An ancient legend I have heard, 
That now seems foolish and absurd, 
Wherein a creature, one of these 
Is made the hero; now one sees | 
With wonder, that they leave dry ground 
To sail the sea, the world around. 


. His father and sister and mother 
Exclaimed with unanimous breath, | 














| CY FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, October 6th, 1869. 
‘AZ FIGHT indecd! Largesse, gallant knights! Largesse ! (No 
allusion intended to the large S of the upper case, Mr. 
eZ «ALDERMAN Bestey), Well, let the best man win. What we 
want in a Lord Mayor is not so much a magistrate as a host— 
one who can dispense gracefully the hospitalities of the Guildhall on 
civic—aye, and national occasions. There will be such next year, and 
the present Mayor has been tried and found fully equal to the 
emergency. ALDERMAN Besiey may be the same type of man, but at 
any rate it is a virgin type, and we have had no proofs. Nevertheless, 
we repeat, let the best man win. ' But stay! One of the champions 
lowers his lance. The Mayor retires! Well, we hope in justice to his 
backers he will publish the names of those who signed the requisition 
and did not vote. 


to 


That bairn is no end of a bother, 
And fairly fatigues us to death. 


4, Never a sweeter name, England or France 
Gave to a lady—it calls up a glance 
From bright eyes, which, to help you the answer to guess, 
I should say would belong to Sclavonic princess. | 


5. I scarcely know where ’tis, but you 
Will find it in an atlas classic, 
Not far from shores where once men drew 
The wine denominated Massic. 
And thither was a poet sent, 
And often cursed his banishment. 


6. I’ve heard it used in slang to mean 
The revels kept up late at night: 
I’ve seen it on a village green, 
Watched by young urchins with delight. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 133.— Heavy Gales: Hilding, Elia, 
Annual, Verse, Yezidees. 
So.vtTions or Acrostic No. 133, REcEIVED 29th SEpTEMBER.—None correct. 


— 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Mr. Barry Svuiirvan has re-opened the Holborn with a drama 
which is practically a departure from the programme of good sterling 
ish dramas which he announced. Plain English is from the 
French. It has considerable merit, and when the metaphorical 
pruning knife has been freely applied willrun well. On the first night 
its action was interfered with by the needless introduction of two 
impossible servants, and its plot was rendered somewhat incom- 
prehensible because Henry Rutland, to whom is entrusted much of 
its explanation for the audience, was almost inaudible. Mr. Barry 
Suitivan acted Frank Blunt so well that we can only find fault with 
his wig. Mr. Ggorce Honegy was excellent as Timothy Martin, and 
Mr. Stepnens performed Brassey Harrell capitally. Mr. Lin Raynz, 
as Reginald, showed promise of better things, especially in the last act. > 
The ladies had little to do, which was to be regretted, since Mrs. Vez1n 1 
was one of them—however, what she had to do was done admirably. 
When Owen Cheek and Gagg have been eliminated the comedy will 





Trere exists, with regard to the cartoon in our last number, an 
erroneous impression, which in justice to Mr. CuatTerTon and our- 
selves, we take the earliest opportunity of correcting. 

The conventional type of manager in that picture was not intended 
to be a portrait of Mr. Cuatrrerton. Still less were the words beneath 
it—designedly framed to express the vulgarity of the sensational 
drama as opposed to the dignity of the Shakespearian—meant as a sug- 
gestion that they resembled his style of speaking. 

We have scarcely exchanged half a dozen words with Mr. 
Cuatterton in our life, nor do we for one moment suppose that he 
speaks in that manner. Those who have observed how scrupulously 
we avoid all topics which we do not consider “ within the limits of 
becoming mirth,” will know that we should have refrained from 
making the misfortune of any one’s neglected education a theme for 
— es as we should from jesting at his poverty or his 

eformity. 








ay ING CHARLIE has been 
(S| Se 
i Se <2 
Se former days ; 
{And yet, you know, ’twixt 


often sung— 
: mA And never tired the Muse’s 
Ro A Sat tongue 
A Of chanting in his 
you and me, 


HISTORY AND MYSTERY. 
A constant theme in 

praise, 
A greater scamp could 


scarcely be! 
5 ye deserve better the success it achieved on the first night, when much of , 
Nor were the bards the only | the hissing at the earlier portions was so obviously that of hired a 
ones disturbers, that the public sympathy grew warm in favour of the A 
Who gave him their sup- | acting. The dialogue is unequal, and the scenery effective, though } fi 
_ port—applause! _ gaudy. A slight sketch entitled Wait for an Answer brought up the te 
For nobles gave their lives, | curtain, and the performance concluded with The Waterman, in which Pe 
their sons, Messrs. Corrz and Honry divided the honours. By the way, can 


anyone tell us why the “ jolly young waterman”’ is always dressed as 
a man-of-war’s-man? 

On the 9th instant Mr. Liston will open the Olympic with David 
Copperfield, which is to be produced under the supervision of Mr. 
Dickens. A strong company has been got together, and there can be 


Their lands, to aid his | 
little doubt that under Mr. Lisron’s liberal and able sway the little 
| 
| 


cause. 
[Although when King, 
*twixt me and you, 
He showed his gratitude to 
few. } 





theatre in Wych-street will regain and add to its old popularity. 

The Polytechnic has a new attraction in the shape of Prorrssor 
Pepper's lecture on the Amsterdam Exhibition, which should draw if 
only because every one will be curious to understand the meaning of 
heuteatieselling which is suggestive of ‘canoodling”’ and all that is 
nice. 

The St. James’s, which is to open shortly, is being entirely re-deco- 
rated and fitted. Among the chief aes we ao Se tae 
will be the new drop scene painted by Messrs. O'Connor and Wuire. 
It is appropriate, picturesque, and admirably carried out. We are glad 
jt note 4 om in a ee for we are weary of the curtains and 

mes, temples and fountains, flights of ste ich 4 
generally found in such works. . Spas WAN. FE 


——CoOCOCoOoOoOoOqQqQCc,{,,]]]]]]]]]= 


Somesopy’s Slug-Gacr.—Exhibited daily betwi -hi 
Newnate-street. 9 y betwixt Holborn-hill and 


And e’en historians have striven 
To whitewash him as Prince and King, 
Although to none of them ’twas given 
To quite effect the thing. 
use, you see, ‘twixt you and us, 
© was a most “ owdashus cuss !"’ } 


Ah, well! “where ignorance is bliss ”"— 
ia De oe ”—’tis just as well, 
ough perchance ‘they did ami 
No ugly tales to tell. : = 
w 


*T wixt you and e’re not, you know,— 
Thank Heav'n—all RS. Sksceun Srows !] 


THE ONLY SEA-AIRS WE DON'T LIKE.—Those ed b 
bands and organs, which infest our icing ple. y the German 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 75.—THE VARIABLE BABY. 


HERE never was a 
man 
Who studied more 
minutely 
His very simplest plan 
Than JEREMIAH STUTELY. 





The smallest of his schemes, bud. 
(As I’ve already stated) 7 
And all his wildest dreams, And StuTe.y says with joy, 
Were equally debated. “T’m glad I thought of stopping ; 
I couldn’t whop a boy, 
But, ah! of all the host And boys want lots of whopping!” 


Of social cons that harry, 


Thiscon perplexed him most, When baby grows a man _ 
“Shall I do well to | ; Ife takes to serious teaching ; 


And later on, began 
A course of highway preaching. 





marry ?” 
Tor A. espoused a wife 


Young, lovely, and with moncy, And StvuTety cries “ Well done! 
And people thought their life A credit to his mother! 
Would be one moon of honey. That’s something like a son— 


But, ah, before a year I wish I’d such another!”’ 


O'er life’s rough road they'd jolted, 


With some disgraceful peer | o 
Good Mrs. A. had bolted. | da) 
0 


While B,, whose wife is plain, 
Poor, cross, and half-demented, 

Seems always, in the main, 
Exceedingly contented. 


But there is C., his joy, 
(His wife, a year united, 
Has given him a boy 
And C. is quite delighted.) 


And Srvurety sees his pride, 
And thinks it pleasant, rather, 

(And also dignified) 
To be a baby’s father. 





‘But ah!” thinks he, “ perhaps And Instinct whispers ‘ Mate! 
This baby, full of *graces, You’re wasting time, you gaby!”’ 


But Prudence whispers ‘‘ Wait! 
And see what comes of Baby! ° 


May prove the worst of chaps, 
And have the worst of faces! ; 
And Prudence gains the day, 
‘or Baby takes to orgies : 
He secks the sinner’s way, 
And finally he forges. 


“ To-day’s bright source of joy 
May joyless be to-morrow, 
And this much-cherished boy 
May bring his parents sorrow! 
And Baby, for his crime, 
Is numbered, shaved and sorted, 
And toa penal clime 
[s carefully transported 


‘‘ T’ll see how he turns out, 
His parents’ care rewarding, 

A Crichton or a lout, 
And [ll be ruled according. | 


“If Baby turns out well, 
I certainly will marry— 
If Baby proves a sell, 
A bachelor I'l tarry !”’ 


Now, Baby’s good as gold, 
With cheeks as red as roses, 
And Sretrery (rather old) 
‘l'o some fair maid proposes: 


Now, Baby’s cross and crics, | 
And won't let Nursey clean if ; 





And STUTELY seeks his prize, Det 
And says ke didn’t mean it. ~ 


Well, Baby, fat and bluff, And Srutery shakes his head, 
And first-rate health enjoying— And says he’s glad he tarried ; 

Is sometimes good enough, _ And Srurey’s still unwed, | 
And sometimes most annoy'ng. And means to die unmarried 


And S., with puzzled fate, 








Immediate marriage throws up, / 
And thinks he’d better wait A Plain Answer. 

And see how Baby grows mp. | Aw advertisement in a contemporary commences thus, “Can you 

’ We can 


| identify your watch? Can you recognise your umbrella ¢’ 
identify the former, having a good memory for faces. As to the 
latter, we lent it a friend some time ago and have never had a chance 
of recognising it since. 


When baby grows a lad 

No rule of conduct stops him ; 
And when extremely bad, 

His father comes and whops him. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 
No 1.—Bow Srreet, Covent GARDEN. 


A srrance place this London! It contains as many peculiar people 
as a continent does different nations; and with boundaries as clearly 
defined. Take Bow Street as an example :—if you could cover it with 
your hat—especially of a Saturday afternoon—the chances are you 
would catch all those pleasant butterflies, who flutter over the stage and 
round the stage, to delight the eye, or pay the salaries. 

Come on it from which quarter you please, the moment you are in 
Bow Street you tread on enchanted ground. Come from the Strand 
and Eastward, which district is of the newspaper, newspapery,—come 
from the Russell and Bedford Squares, which district is of the snob, 
snobby,— come from Regent Street through Covent Garden, which 
district is of the swell, swelly—and you are in a new world the 
moment you set foot in Bow Street. The capital of this Bow-hemia is, 
I think, bounded East and West by the sides of the street, witha 
tendency to bulge out towards the Albion. On North and South it 
ranges from the emporium of the perennial May to the hairdressing 
saloons of Ciarxson, the master of Wi Within these limits 
you will meet the theatrical world ochmmiee In order to prove it, let 
us, d la Jonnson, take a walk down Bow Street. 

Yes! Here you are! Say rather, here they are! That's a great 
basso, unctuous and easy tempered. He is in converse with the spirited 
manager of a transpontine theatre, which might set an example of 
order and good arrangements to its Cis-Thamesian brothers. e is 
going to produce an operetta, if you please, and is talking over the 
musical question with the great singer, recalling as he should do in 
such a locality, pleasant recollections of the Cave of Harmony. 
“Who's that?”’ Well, he looks more like an actor than any of the 
others, with that farcical hat and shaven face. But he’s a patron of 
the drama merely. He's not the rose, but he has lived so near it, that 
he has acquired the odour and outward seeming. The face behind 
him is not on the grin, but itis suggestive of Gaiety. To his right 
“an old man”—no, he isn’t, but they generally call him so in the 
Drury Lane play-bill— it’s a way they have. 

Are you enamoured of the t ? Dost love the picture ? ”’ there 
straight before is the party who will frame you in it. Yes, a 
Theatrical Agent, looking as comfortable as if he had no internal 
doubt as to whether he bad not sent the two hundred ballet-girls, who 
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are wanted at John-o’-Groat’s Theatre, to the Land's-End Lyceum, 
which is awaiting the fifty supers that have gone to the J. 0’ G. T. 

Yonder’s a villain—but it is not his fault. He is the embodiment of 
virtue, struggling against the cruelty of the British Dramatist who 
will write villains’ parts for him. He is doubtless commingling his 
grief with that of his friend, who has also been a villain, at times. It 
is hard to be a villain, and smile and smile, when you would like to 
try some other line of business. 

Another manager—another actor— a speculator in tickets - Miss — ! 
Here they all come. I don’t mention the lady’s name, because it is the 
habit of some bold Britons, if once they have had an actress pointed 
out to them in the street, to say they know her very well, and to 
circulate other stories to her disadvantage. There, don't be offended! 
You’re a gentleman, and wouldn’t do such a thing, but I might be over- 
heard, and I respect the stage, and take off my hat with pleasure to 
the clever and kindly women who adorn it, in spite of libels and lies. 

What do you say to sherry and bitters ? 


A CRADLE SONG. 
For Music.* 
InkeERy pinkery toe-toc! 
‘Toosery poosery show, show! 
Hie to da-da, 
Kiss-kissy ma, 
Ickle-y pickle-y, bo, boh! 


A good Raisin. 


A SpanisH paper says it is “ currently reported ” that the King of 
Portugal will accept the throne of Spain. We should have thought 
that considering the fruits of the country the report should have been 
made by grape, not currently. 


A Home Truth. 


Count the cost before setting out on a continental trip, or you may 
find yourself, incontinently, “all abroad.” 


* And why not? It’s quite as much sense as you find in most songs nowadays. 


—AvtTHor. [We can’t say; we never can hear the words of songs nowadays.—Eb. } 
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make it poetry J should like to know what it is} 








THE POET'S PIPE, 


TO THE EDITOR oF “ FUN,” 

Srr,—Seeing in your advertisement columns the other day an 
announcement of a “ poet’s pipe,” and being anxious to devote anv odd 
time at my disposal to the achievement of the highest distinctions of 
literature, I purchased one. I was told itis so called because it can 
always be stood-up when not in use. This may mean that it is 
impossible for it to be stoopéd— and yet you can scarcely have poetry 
without an ink-line. Anyhow the new invention seems practical and 
sensible —epithets rarely awarded to pocts. 

But to my purpose! I have devoted myself to smoking the pipe 
with a view to qualifying as a poet; and I enclose specimens of my. 
style at various periods. on 

This is my style before the first pipe :— 

Twinkle, twinkle, little Daddy-longlegs, 
You'll burn yourself in the gas as sure as eggs are eres. 

This is my style after three pipes :— 

If I exercise caution, 
I possibly may 
Win someday a portion 
Of the poetical bays. 
This is my style after six pipes :— 
Ah, me! ah, me! 
Would I could be 
A young-eockyolly bird up ina tree, 
For I would sing 
Till the woods should ring— 
Cheep, chip, chip, cherrup, twit! twee, twee, twee, twee 
After my ninth pipe :— 
HOLLOWNESS, A SONNET. 
Aye, mourn, sad heart, in a deceitful world, 
Where all is hollow, and all things decay! 
From ‘the dark moment when I first was hurled 
Qn ‘this hard sphere, that ever was its way ; 
Where all that were, should be; what must be, may !* 
Therefore, lament not for expiring Truth, 
For Honour’s frailty, Dignity’s disuse, 
For hollow Friendship, and the lack of Ruth : 
All these be things of rarity forsooth 
Compared my sharp suffering profuse ! 
This much decayed—this hollow double tooth 
Still keeps on aching, aching like the deuce. 
Come, gentle dentist, give me respite, popping 
Therein the patent Pamphlyxanageticon stopping. 

After my twelfth pipe :— 

[As this is an epic of six thousand lines, we omit it in mercy to our 
readers, whose death it would be, and then where would our immense 
circulation be next week ?—Ed. Fen. ] 

Tuere, Srr! Task you if that is not poetry ? if so, be good enough 
to send round the price of a quarter of a pound of the best Bristol 
Bird’s Eye—at once. I’m out of.baccy, and in the meantime the world 
is losing poetry. Yours, &e., TyRo. 











‘Wire in! 


_ We see that the new Great Oceanic Telegraph Company are going tO 
sink their wire without sinking a lot of capital too in hiring the Grez 
Eastern to lay it. We always thought that the “paying-out ” so fre- 
quently alluded to in accounts of her cable-laying, must have been a 
great drain of the shareholders’ pockets. We observe, however, that 
to make cock sure of the laying, Lorp Pov err has been elected chair- 
man, and has begun to sit already. 





A Surprise. 


‘Tue Seabirds ornamenting the capitals of the pillars of New Black- | 
friars Bridge are all “looking down.’ After the protection they have | 
lately enjoyed we confidently expected to find them ‘looking up.” | 


Has the hideous railway bridge anything to do with it ? 





Rat-iocination. 

Hipropwaey is outdone in Paris, where the eccentric Jon-vivants 
have had a banquet off rats. What a pity the notion was not thought 
of earlier. It would have been an appropriate substitute for the 
Beene dinners of a certain Ministry! And yet no! Cannibalism! 

gn! 





* I'll defy youto make head or tailof that I'ns, it’s se beautiful. If that don’t 
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AN ODE OF THE ROAD, 


The Chancellor of the Exchequer is to be seen practising on a bicycle near his 
residence at Warlingham.—Scotsman. 


Lowe, and behold! The Chancellor 

Of the Exchequer, 

Keeping up his pecker, 

Cool and collected as an icicle, 

Upon his bicycle! 
Will he the tax on things of two-wheels cancel, or 
Does he design with imposts new to bleed 

The pockets of each rider, 

Owner, provider, 

Strider, or cuider, 

Of the now popular velocipede ? 

Sure, a divided duty he must feel 

(While the sharp exercise improves his health) 

Between the duties that he owes 
To these and those : 
Those are tho interests of the common-wheel, 
And these the interests of the commonwealth. 
Lowe, there he flies 
Before our eyes, 

With silver hair and a complexion ruddy, 
Well, ’tis a good thing that he is a votary 
Of the new rapid rotary ! 

Since the Exchequer's Chancellor is he, 
Of course you see 
That keeping balance is his proper study ! 


Age before Honesty. 


Furst Jacx, the notorious forger of fossils and other relics, was 
brought befere the Northallerton magistrates charged with theft. He 
pleaded that when he committed it, he was “superannuated with 
drink.” We suppose he maeamt he had more than he could ’old. 





A Combination. 

We understand that mext Session there will be a decided attack 
made upon the law of Capital Punishment. The forces of the oppo- 
nents of Hanging are strengthened by the accession of the Temperance 
party. Of course the latter might be expected to oppose the Drop. 


A Hrxt ror Lire Insurance Companies.—Ilfonesty is the best 
Policy. 


Anshorrs to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 


W.C. D. (Peckham),—Encloses us “a trifle from his pen.’’ He should 
get rid of that pen immediately, or it will get him into a scrape. It should 
be commuted into a retiring pen ——. 

A. B. D.—Well! You can’t rhyme hippopotamus ? 

THE author of “ Nursery Rhymes’’ has evidently not been * put to his 

| feet’? yet—at any rate his lines don’t scan. 

J. L. P. (Brighton).— We have no recollection of the matter. 

Novice.— We are not so sure of that, for there are so many faults in the 
drawing, that we should not set you down as without any vice. 

J.A. W. (Glasgow).—MS. illegible. At least, we have no time to spare 
for Chinese puzzles. 

MIcHAEL Cassio (Pimlico).—Your MS. was evidently written after the 
noted occasion when you “ put an enemy into your mouth’’—with the well- 
known result. 

Hrsernvs (Dublin).—Why send your printed rubbish “ Doctor and 
| Devil’? and “ Juventus Mundi’ We shall keep them (until our waste 
| paper basket is emptied) as a curious instance of inanity that has achieved 
| the honours of type. 

E1cut Reapers —Ate readers—we never did. In this case we think 
we’ ve drunk readers. . . 
T. A (Cockermouth).—Ttey may serve as hints—nothing more, 
C, F. M. (Stanhope-street).— We cannot depart from our rules. 
| Boxiey (Jersey).—A free admission to the Asylum for Idiots awaits 
| your eall at our office. 
|" ow. G. D. (Chatham).—Thanks for the euggestion. 
| Declined with thanks.—L. B., Charles-street; J. B. B.; A. C., Glas- 
gow; L. T.; Buz-Fuz, Plymouth ; E. B., Birkenhead; A. R. C.; Boobs 5 
L.; R. C., Notting-hill; F.D, Vale Place; Alpha, Chelsea ; B. D. C.; 
| F.; W. J. M., Strand; McK., Maze Pond; R. G. N., Walting-street ; B. ; 
| F., Musleyne de Laine; Pain-Avoider; 5S, L. M., Buxton ; J. J.; 8., Dal- 
| ston; Beebee, Liverpool; Amicus Cure-ia; Loggerhead; Jem Baggs ; 
| ¥., Manchester; An Owl; The Imperturbable; D 38.5 ootletum Tay ; 
Basque; F. D., Dublin ; W.; A Cuss and No Mistake; Ludovic. 
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LOOKING FOR A CONTRAST—OR A MATCH ? 


Miss Priscilla Evergreen (to Bathing Woman) : — “Ou, ou, Covtp I Have A dark BATHING-GOWN, PLEASE; I'M sO FAIR, YOU SEE!” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. imitation, and as a political satire, are very flat. Of the illustra- 
OCTOBER. tions we like best a very pretty landscape—one of the class of pictures 


Ix the CornAil] Mn. Cuartes Reape’'s novel is full of thrilling for which this magazine is noted. 
interest. The only drawback is that it seems drawing toanend. The Ss 
illustrations are good, and the remaining contents are up to the The Premier and the Aberdeen Invitation. 
average. There is one of Mr. Arnoxp’s clever but conceited essays Ww dent h ‘ * 
among them for the delectation of those who can appreciate him. wT het 8 ; on 2 scheme > —e 

Belgravia gives the last chapters of “ John Company,” which is a — oo ou _ eae it: 

' effectively wound up. The Brittany ne series is tellingly con- — oF _— ou Gn es . "Geanii i 
| tinued, and Messrs. Tuornsury and Rosrson contribute to the Of a Giap-stonE to Aberdeen Granite. 
' excellence of the number. Mr. Lzrrcn’s “In the Valley” is the best a 


art. The illustration to Mr. Sawyer’s musical lines should have been A Lesson. 
sent to a comic periodical. The buxom lady hiding behinda tree no| Ir is stated that a man at Montreal, to play atrick on a fellow- 


London Society is brisk and amusing this month. Mr. Wuyre | strongly impregnated with Motphia. He diedin consequence. Let 
Mziviiie’s rather sensational story “M or N”’ is wound-upin it. The | this be a warning not merely against taking morphia, but against 


i 

; 

: bigger than a lamp-post is very funny lodger, drank of a good deal of a bottle of whisky which the latter had 
| illustrations are pleasantly varied, some pretty, some comic, and the taking more-than-is-good-for-ye. 


' number altogether is a good one. 
| Tn Once a Week the best thing to our mind is a fanciful illustration ; 

of “winged seeds.” The other cut would have borne better execution. __ Standing Shot. 

The literary contents are on a par with those of the first number, and | _ A WELL-kNown Irish Q.C. hasrefused to stand for Tipperary. He 
| there is room for improvement, declines to be its Burr—and.we don’t wonder, considering the amount 


many serials. An article on the “ Decline of the Drama,’ is clearly — 
| and temperately written. The Laputa travels are a rather feeble | - Morro for Libellers of the Dead :—Beast, oh! 


SS 








| Tinsley’s is a number, with an agreeable variety and not too | of shooting that is done there. 


| GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


|  CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. : 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their bave care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOM USES (in preference to publishing an ordinary yenlogne), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


sss SSS 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Oct. 9, 1869. 
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THE ALBUM GRIEVANCE. 


Tue light and lively bard intends — 
Hereby to utter proclamation 
To literary lady friends , | 
Throughout the limits of the nation. ; 
An album is a pretty thing — 
The verses of the bard are clever; 
But he requests to say (or sing) 
He cannot scribble rhyme for ever. 
Society is rather hard 
Upon the light and lively bard. 


“You have a little time to spare, 
Do write me, Mr. Bard, a sonnet 
Upon the latest hue in hair, 
Or Ase the newest style of bonnet. 
I know you have a ready Muse— 
Your lyrics are intensely funny ;— 
To write for love you can’t refuse, 
You write so very fast for money!” 
Society is rather hard 
Upon the light and lively bard. 


Suppose the bard were in a line | 
With Browntnc, Tennyson, and Tcrrer, } | 
Who seek to cultivate the Nine ; | 
In regions which are called the upper ;— | 
Were he the genius of his day, hy 
And not among its flippant scoffers, a 
His lady friends would flee away + INS 
In terror from his rhyming offers. | = 
Society is rather hard 
Upon the light and lively bard. 


The bard will never more indite 
For album, out of town or in it; | 
Though Phoebus give him skill to write 
A dozen epigrams a minute. | 
There’s one resolve he cannot shrink | 
From firmly but politely hinting ;— | 
He quits the world in pen and ink, 
And only speaks to it in printing. | 
Society shall not be hard | 
Upon the light and lively bard. 
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PUT-TING ON THE SCREW. 


Why shoulda M. F.H. be ahappy man? Because 


he presides over a (Y)ap-py Family. ANYHAOW !”’ 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 

Tue St. Puul’s magazine contains besides a trenchant critique on 
Formosa, and an interesting paper on Bufim, a most amusing story of 
a “Turkish Bath’’—an editor’s tale. We fancy it must have some 
foundation in truth, and we wonder if the voluminous contributor is 
the same one who used to leave ws cartloads of copy written on wall- 
paper, the margins of daily journals, and old shirt collars! 

The St. James's gives us two papers on the Byron controversy, and 
an article on the stage. Mr. Hannay’s novel continues to amuse, and 
has a strong personal flavour that is not unpleasant, The portraits of 
statesmen improve. They look well by gaslight—in daylight there is 
a dryness and weakness about the colour, but the likenesses are 
excellent. 

In Temple Bar the most-read paper will be that on Lapy Byrron’s 
character. It will well repay perusal. We are glad to see the critic 
of poetry of the period deals sharply with the Transatlantic Turrer, 
Wuirman, whom some really clever men have been weak enough to 

raise for the mere sake of eccentricity. The rest of the contents will 
e found fair enough. 

Good Words is a pleasant number with plenty of pictures. The 
Commissioner on “the Banffshire Fisherman”’ is a singularly attrac- 
tive paper. 

The Sunday Magazine opens a new volume without a serial story. 
This seems a pity, for excellent as are the essays on serious subjects 
which form the bulk of the magazine, we do want a little lighter 
matter mingled with them. The illustrations are excellent —especially 
one of Charity, which is not unworthy of the pencil of Mr. Sanpys— 
and that is high praise ! 

In Good Words for the Young « King George’s Middy’”’ comes to a 
stop somewhat abruptly, and “Lilliput Lectures” close. Although 
the instalment of “the North Wind ” is brief, the number altogether 
is @ capital one. 


ere 


voL. xX. F 


A change of editorship is announced, but the | 


| 


American :—“ Stxpenn’ortTH ? Wat! I Guess YEU HAD TEU PUT ON 
THE AiyADRAULIC SCREW s0mé, TEU GBT IT SQUOZB DOWN TEU that SIZE, | 


Magazine will not lose ground under the command of Mr. Gzgorce 
MacDona.p. 

TuHE Atlantic Monthly is pleasantly varied. We look in it in vain for 
any reply from Mrs. Stowe to the flat denial that has been given to 
her Byron fiction. 

In Our Young Folks Mr. Atpricu’s “ Bad Boy”’ discourses very 
truthfully about the tender passion as felt in boyhood. The other 
contents are amusing as usual, 

We have also received the Gardener's Magazine, Scientific Opinion, 
the Young Ladies’ Journal, the Naturalist’s Note Book, the Carlow 
College Magazine, 5, Bow Churchyard Magazine, and Le Follet, all fully 
up totheir respective standards of merit. 


Pen-ny Wise. 

Tue Duke or ARGYLL is said to have desired that the consumption 
of quill pens should be curtailed, and that of steel pens increased in 
proportion, and a careful inquiry is being made into the matter by 
heads of Departments. Is His Grace doing this in the interest of the 
goose, sympathetically, or with a view to adding a supplementary 
chapter to his notes on “The power of flight?’’’ But does it not 
strike him that to encourage cur-tailed goose-quills is flying in the 
face of Nature, ike Mr. Darwin ? 





Mess-mates. 

Tue Broad Arrow commences an article by saying “ That glorious 
institution, the regimental mess,’”’ &c. Just as if that glorious institu- 
tion a mess were confined to regiments. Even an Insurance Othice 
may indulge in it. 





To Tovrists iv Paris.—Visit the Cafés Chantants in the Champs 
Elysées if you would enjoy your coffee au day. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesdayy October 13th, 1869. 

a» entsin the City we trust 
| W they are making such vast improvem ity 

aes will not spoil the ship for a ha’porth of tar. W ith the new 
Bridge at Blackfriars, the Viaduct — when it is open! — at 
Snow Hill, and the new Street to the Mansion House, we 
shall have a citythat we can show with pride to the foreigners who 
visit us. But surely, to make the picture ect, we must remove 
the old houses between the Poultry and Bucklersbury, and throw 
open the space to give a fine sweep to Mansion House Street, and a 
good view of the kand the Exchange: A spirited and wealthy 
corporation like thie: City should not hesitate 2 moment on a  - 
such simplicity, or plead pounds shillings and peneeas an excuse for 
omitting to crown that edifice of improvement and:adornment, of which 
the first stones are laid at Snow Hill, Blackfriars»Bridge, and. in 
Mansion House Street. The old hen-roost. must go,if the City is 
setting its house in order; and the sooner the better; if not merely on 
esthetic grounds, but because the narrowness of the. thoroughfare at 


present is a danger and disgrace to London. 








Tue difference in the number of slaughters which distinguishes 
between a murderer and a hero is not exactly a fleabite. But the 
bounds which would seem to divide a: monarch from a maniac are 
infinitesimally small, to judge from the following extraet:from the 


Pali Mali Gazette :— 


A correspondent of one of the German periodicals gives an account ofa pereon- 
age now enjoying a considerable amount of notorietyat San Francisco. This is 
‘*Norten the First, Emperor of the United Stafs,” asbe pleases to call himeelf, 
with the acquiescence of his fellow-townsmen. This exalted potentate may be seen 
perambulating the street from morning to night, clad\imoa uniform of blue-green 
with epenlettes, and a genera! officer’s hat, with a rosedmhis batton-hole. When 
he wants mney he goes to a banker’s or a merchants*counting-house, and de- 
mands small remittances, which his See subjeets: seldom refuse-him, though 
how far they are daunted by his threats of sovereign displeasure and forcible extor- 
tion may be doubted, seeing that in very truth the Emperor Norton I. is nothing 
more than a poor lunatic, an English Jew by origin, and one of the first “‘ pioneers ”’ 
of California, who lost bis wits on the occasion of one of the destructive fires which 
befell San Francisco in the ear'y years of its existence. Anywhere else, probably, 
his Imperial Majesty wou'd have been consigned to the company of other imaginary 
sovereigns in some local Bedlam, but the good-natured Californians tolerate and 
even voluntarily support him. Whcn he goesto a restaurant or a first-rate hotel 
for his daily mes! he demands attendance with a majestic voice, and assumes airs of 
the highest dignity to all around him. His dinner over, he sometimes (not always) 
asks for his bill; but the answer is sure to be “‘ Never mind, Emperor!” When 
in want of a new uniform he advertises the fact in the paper, as a requisition to his 
subjects, and subscriptions are forthcoming at once. He claims relationship with 
most of the European sovereigns, those at least of “legitimate” authority. 
Napoleon III. he hates as an interloper. He entirely ignores his Hebrew origin, 

g, with due regard to logic, “‘ How can I be a Jew, seeing Iam so nearly re- 
lated to the Bourbons, who it is very well known were not Jews?” Norton the 
First is a generous monarch, and gives away his tributary dollars, for which he 
certainly has no need, to the destitute, being not willing, as he says, that any one 
should suffer frcm poverty in his dominions, 


Norton I. dresses well, lives well, calls every king his brother, and 
when he wants money taxes his people. What else could he do if he 
were really king of the Gold Coast. The trait exhibited in the last 
sentence is not so general among crowned heads. But in other respects 
what is the difference between this deluded man and a despot? We 
suppose the distinction is that a despot is a clever man ruling over 
idiots, and Norton an idiot ruling over clever men. ; 








Pall Mall English. 


Tue English of the district of Pall Mall, according to the Gazette of 
that region, is a very peculiar dialect. 

_ The agreement of a verb with its nominative is not considered requi- 
site, and pronouns are used in the singular or plural at the pleasure of 
the writer. Illustrations of this elegant idiom may be found in every 
number; the following are taken from “ Harvard’s apologia” in the 
Gazette of a recent date :-— 

“Here is Hr. Loring’s own words’ —“ i 
future, are apt to or both Bile and ena OR PN eet te 
Phrases which are no less remarkable for elegance of style than 
grammatical accuracy. 


A New Moon, indeed! 


A German philosopher has written a et—of 2000 pages b 
the way!—to prove that we shall Satie have a second oan 
Can the development of this new lunar influenee account for the re- 
action which has been set upin some minds—if we may be pardoned 
the term—in favour of Protection. 





| 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 136. 


Summer shade, and winter path, 
Flying from the breeze’s wrath. 
Sere and yellow, withered, curled, 
Ever in wild eddies whirled— 
Welladay! that we must say 
Farewell, summer's gone away! 


1. The cockney in the stern-sheets sat, 
But really he did not know what to be at: — 
Till the boat seemed so likely her stays to miss, 
That the boatman cried “lubber!’’ and bade him do this. 


2. A character we owe 
To Mrs. Beecuer Stowe, 
Before she took to libelling departed poets so. 
3. Riches take wings and fly away, 
And the wonder was small in a former day, 
When half a sovereign seems to have been 
Described as a regular flying machine. 


4. To cithar, mandolin, theorbo, 
You need, to make them squeak and snore, bow. 
And this also 
Requires a bow, 
At least I think it does, you know. 

5. A beard, and sandals, and a shirt horse-hairy, 
A dish of pulse, a dwelling solitary ! 

6. You shudder that form to behold, 

At the sight a cold chill runs throughout you ; 

And yet you need scarcely be told 
You carry one always about you! 

Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 134.—Autumn Change: Almanac, Un- 
couth, Taffeta, Urn, Mug, Nitre. 

Correct SotvuTions or Acrostic No. 134, Rnecervep October 6th.—J. O. P.; 
Grosvencr Restaurant; Godfrer; Slapdash; Non Sine Pure; Uncas; Walsall Races; 
Bleu, Corbleu, and Parbleu: Bear’s Den; S. and K.; Gray’s Gallivanting Giants ; 
Old Maid; Nect:r; A. M.; W. B.; Digging Dibble; Ross; Younger Men; Jersey- 
man; Lara; Mu Nu; D. E. H.; S. and Regina'd; Proteus; Gem; Timothy and Co. ; 
Bis Dat; Old Cider Eye; Prior of G.; Ram; Emilie ; Tom-all-by-himselr; J. A. H.; 
Slodger and Tiney; E. A., Dalston; Sour Sermon; Nemo; R. H., Port Ellen; 
Beatre C.; Caterham; Pimlico Tom Cat; Barnacles; Linda Princess ; Norwood ; 


By an oversight last week D. E. H. was omitted, though he gave a correct 
solution—the only one—of No. 133. 


LUCKY DICK. 


Cuaprer I, 


THERE never was such a lucky chap as Dick Dowron, my old 
schoolfellow. He went through life with a singular immunity from 
bothers and troubles. But his crowning felicity was that he never 
had his mother-in-law to stop with him. 

Who does not know what that awful sentence means? First there's 
the letter from “dear mamma” inquiring how her “ dear child”’ is. 
The dear child is going on pretty well. That means that circum- 
stances over which she must have control are about to happen ard call 
dear mamma to the side of her dear child. And once installed—and 
under such circumstances—she is mistress of the situation. No 
smoking can be allowed. You musn’t bring a friend home to dinner. 
It’s very wrong to stay late at the club. Had younot better give up 

our study—you don’t want it—and make a nice little sitting room of 
it fordear mamma? But that's not the worst. 

The dear child and the dear child's husband being after all only 
human, don't get through life without differing in opinion once or 
twice. Dear mamma thinks you are a brute to behave so to that swect 
child! And she backs up the sweet child and teaches her rebellion. 
She teaches rebellion in another way too, for the servants can’t 
— ae oe they all leave. 

_vow Dick DowrTon escaped allthis. Lucky Dick Dowron! I told 
him I thought he was lucky. He iceen cas told me the secret. 
But that deserves another chapter. 


Cuapter II. 


Dick Dowron never had his mother-in-law to stop with him. He 
never married, you see. That's how he managed it. 
Wasn’t he a lucky dog ? 





A Cheering Prospect. 

At the Farewell Finlen Banquet the interesting guest and hero of 
the evening made a speech, at the end of which he stated that “ He 
intended to rehabilitate himself and then return to this country.” 
That ao right. We are glad to hear it: we shan’t see him back for 
some time. 
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LOST AT SEA. 


ACT TI. Scene 1.—Franklin’s Villa at Acton, 
Enter Lorp Atrrep CoLeprooke avd LAuRA FRANKLIN. 
Lorp ALFRED.— My love! 
Lavura.—My own. 
Enter the Pr*xce and Pr*nc*ss or Watts to Royal Bor. 
the same moment Mr. C. H. Stepuenson as FRANKLIN, to Stage. 


thusiastie reception of PR*NcE and Pr*nc*ss or W* Es by audience, 


and graceful acknowledgment thereof by Mn. STEPHENSON. 
Mr. FRANKLIN (still rather overpowered by his reception). —Away, I 
would be alone! 


loan, that I might borrow myself, and place the bank once more on a | 


satisfactory footing. Enter his wicked cashier RAWLINGS. 


Rawitncs.—The Bombay Castle in which Walter Coram, your | 
principal creditor, was returning to England from India, has gone to | 


the bottom and all hands are lost! 
Mr. FRANKLIN (devoutly).— Heaven be praised! [ They pray. 
(At this moment, great excitement of snobs and snobbesses at O. P. end of 
dress circle, They have just discovered that with a little maneuvring 
the R*y*l back hair can be distinctly seen over partition of box. Special 
excitement of ore dowdy snobbess in third row, three from the end.) 
Enter Lorp AtrreD and LauRA. 
Lorp Atrrep.—Laura, I can never marry you. Can I say more? 
Lavra.—You cannot, my ever frank and noble Alfred ! 


[They fall into each other’s arms. | 


Scene 2.—L£cterior of Jessop’s Herbarium, Love Lane, Lambeth. 
Enter JEssop. 
Jessop.—I had three months for practising without a diploma, but 


somehow a month of my time has been remitted. 
Enter RAw.ines. 


Rawtrmcs.—It has, and thrzugh my agency. The Ilome Secretary | 
is a customer of ours, and I told him that if he didn’t release you, [ | 


wouldn’t let him overdraw. 

JEssop.—My best of friends. But your object ? 

Rawitnas.—I want you to personate a dead man, one Coram, 
who was our principal creditor. He is drowned, but we can »asily 
account for his escape, and you shall have half the swag, £30,000. 

Jessorp.—Agreed ! 

Scene 3.—Interior of Jessop’s Laboratory. 
Enter Katey Jessop and Water Coram (who for some reasons best 
known to himself is passing as Mr. WALTERS). 


Coram.— Katey, you saved my life, when I was desperately ill, and | 


as a return, I will tell you its story. ’*Tis now some thirteen thousand 


years since 

Katey (interrupting him).—No; pray don't. 

Coram.—At all events you will listen to my escape from shipwreck ¢ 

Katey (resignedly).—Well, go on. 

Coram.—I was to have returned from India by the Bombay Castle, 
round the Cape, having taken the unusual precaution of sending my 
shirts and socks by overland mail. However, I didu't sail by the 
Bombay Castle, which was lucky, as all hands went down with her. 

Katey.—And your shirts and socks ? 

Conam.—Came overland as usual. 





It is an expensive mode of 


transit for heavy goods, but I love my shirts and socks and would not 


put them to the inconvenience of coming round the Cape with me if it 
could be avoided. Besides, I am an old opium-eater, and do many 
eccentric things under its influence. For instance, I have £40,000 a 
year, but I take lodgings in Love Lane. 
you, Katey! 
Katrey.—Oh, forbear, kind sir—I love Rawlings! 
Enter Rawuines, with several boxes. 
Raw.incs.— Yes, sir, she loves me. I am sorry. 
Coram.—Oh, don’t mention it, I’m sure. 
Raw incs.— You're very good. 
CoramM.—Not at all—it’s of no consequence. [ Exevnt. 
Coram.—Ha! those boxes! They are mine, and they contain my 
shirts and socks! How came they here? 
Enter Raw ines. : 
Rawutnes.— Looking at those boxes, sir? Ah, there's a curious 
tale connected with them. They belong to one Walter Coram, who 
commissioned me to bring them here. : 
Coram (sagaciously, aside).—There is some imposture here, but L 
will dissemble. (Aloud, with hidden meaning) Oh, indeed! 
Raw iincs.—Yes; I'll tell you all about it—— 
Tableau. Act drop fulls. 
ACT II. Scene 1.—The Gardens at Acton Vilia. 


Enter Mr. Franxury, Rawirnes, and Jessop, disguised as Cora. 
Mr: Franxim.—I am so glad, Mr. Coram, that you did not meet a 

watery grave! (Aside) Wretch! why were you not drowned. [ Brit. 
Raw incs.—Jessop, all prospers, so far. You are supposed to be 


Coram, and you have Franklin completely in your power. Now, I | gentlemen are not too numerous. 


FON. 


love his daughter, Laura, and you must insist on his giving her to me. 





[ They do. 


Enter at 
En- | 


(They away.) I would indeed be alone, or rather, a | SCENE 4.—Hungerford Bridge by night. 
A scene-painter with no sense of shame (and scarcely any of perspective) 


We thought we had put an end to this impertinence. 


Again, I love you—yes, | 





A tstenssssssiesn-ehetennnses 





You agree. Enter FRANKLIN. 
Jessop.—Franklin, let Rawlings marry your daughter. 
FRANKLIN.—Never! She is engaged to Lord Alfred. 

Enter Katey to find her father. 


Karey (sees Jessor).—My father in that strange wig? Why, oh, 


( Faints.) 
Enter Lorp ALFRED CoLEBROOKE. 
Lorp ALrreD.—A fainting girl! I will see her safely home. 
Enter LAuRA. 
Lavrs.—Lord Alfred with his arm round a young woman! 
Scenes 2 anp 3.—No matter. : 


| why is this f 


| rushes on and bows, 
Enter Katey. 
Katry.—I will commit suicide ! 

Enter WALTER Coram. 
Coram.— Not so! [ Takes her away. 
| (And tt was for this that we were compelled to sit out two long and mean- 


ingless front scenes! Well, well, this is a vale of tears.) 


ACT III. Scens 1.—Lombard Street. 
orphans are disovered on the pavement, selling shares of all kinds to 
twelve Adelphi stock brokers who buy and pay in the open street.) 

Enter somebody from a bank. He sticks a placard outside ** Payment 
stopped,” as in pantomimes, The Adelphi widows howl, and the Adelphi 
stockbrokers assume the attitudes of triumphant Jiends. Rally. 


Sceng 2.— No matter. 

Scene 3.—The Bank and Bank parlour. 

| Adelphi customers transacting business. 

Raw iincs.— There is a run on Franklin’s. When will Jessop 

arrive with the forged cheque for £20,000, which I have arranged 

shall be dishonoured, so that he may have Franklin in his power ? 
Enter Jessor. He presents a cheque for £20,000. 

Coram (from somewhere).—Here is the money! ( Rays it across the 
| counter and pockets the cheque, forged with his own nam+: It seems weak 
of him to do this, but he is an opium-eater and has reasons of his own. 

Scene 4,—JzEssop’s Room in Charing-cross Hotel. 
Enter Jessor and RAw.ines. 
| JEssop.—The cheque was honoured by no other that Walter Coram 
| htmself! What shall wedo? He will be down upon us directly. 
| Raw.tincs.— We must murder him! . 
| 
| 


Clerks and cashiers discovered. 





ScenE 5.—TZhe lost man’s room. Coram discovered. 
| Coram.—[Of all the eccentricities of this wealthy opium-eater, his 
shutting himself up in one unfurnished back attic, with barred win- 
(They bring 


_ dows, in Love Lane, Lambeth, is the most remarkable. ] 
No 


him coffee—he takesit.) Ha, this coffee is drugged with opium! 
| matter—I am an old opium-eater, and I like it. 
| [Drinks it without further inguiry. 
| (In the mean time flames have burst through the floor of his room, the 
boarding of which is quite consumed, Eventually it attracts his attention.) 
Coram.—Ha! Fire? No matter. 1am an old Parsee, and I have 
a great respect for fire. And yet, perhaps, I had better give the 
alarm. (Goes towindow.) WHa! it is barred! Strange that I should 
| never have noticed that before. Well, well, no matter. 
ScenE 2.— No matter. 
| Scene 3.—TZhe attic floor and roofs of Love Lane. 
| in flames. With a view to the satisfaction of visitors to the Adelphi, they 
| are requested to forget that the ground planof the theatre resembles the 
| longtitudinal section of a squirt, the pointed end of the instrument repre- 


(The house is shown 


senting the exit into the Strand ) 
Enter Smytey and Karey, scrambling over the roofs, especially Karey. 
They plunge into the flames with the insane view of rescuing the un- 
| fortunate Coram. Tableau ! 
ACT 1V.—The Villa at Acton. 
Coram.—I am Coram. 
| Att (except Rawiinos and Jessor).—Astonishment ! 
|  RawLines anv Jessop.— Confusion ! 
| Coram (to Raw ines and Jessor).—Give me up my shirts and socks, 
go to Australia, and I will forgive you. 
| RAWLINGS AND JEssop.—We wiil. 
| Lorp ALFrep.-—Laura, will you marry me ft 
| Lavra.—lI will. 


l/l enter. 


CoramM.— Katey, will you marry me ? 
Katgey.—Il will! 
CURTAIN. 
OvrsELves.—The piece opens very well. The first Act is ingeni- 
ously conceived, and smartly written - indeed, the play throughout is, 
in a literary sense, not unworthy of its authors. But its construction, 
| told, as the story is, in thirteen scenes, is childish, and the plot is 
| wildly improbable. It is fairly well acted by Mr. Bermorg and Mr. 
| Arkins. Muss Exiza Jounstone playsa street-bog very cleverly. Mr. 
| Bevertpce is an acquisition to a theatre where satisfactory actors of 
The scenery, as usual, is ridiculous. 
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[ Exit. 


A poorly painted tricky scene. 


(Twelve Adelphi widsws and 
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the luncheon arrangements are excellent, and we may as well see 


| TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. = worsthing while woare about it! 
fF | No. 2.—Excxuancs BvuILpincs. ——————————————————————————— 
Tuts is about the time to see Exchange Buildings in full blow. A Tale of Two Smashers. 


— ay ae aoe eee ae, net ee | Swasner No. 1.—At the late sessions held at the Central Criminal 
are Al Sievd'ot eat copper-fastened but secured with a | Court one Epwarp Canz was indicted for having in his possession 
seach more valuable metal. There's a sprinkling of shipowners too. | Sixty-four counterfeit half-crowns with intent to utter them. Guilty. 
It is a stormy season, and insured and insurers are on the gui vive for ; Sentence—Five years nal servitude. ra tite 
the latest news from the innumerable agents of Lloyd's. If the révei//é| _ SMasHER No. 2.— Henry Fincu _was indicted for manslaug ter. 
of the British drums follows the sunrise round the world, the report Driving a van at a rapid rate, when in‘oricated, he had knocked down 
of the Lloyd’s agents goes with it, keeping account of arrivals and | 22 old gentleman who was crossing the road opposite Garden Street, 
ures, casualties and esca Stepney, so seriously injuring him that he died a few days afterwards 

“You would not suspect these lounging swells of being men of | 8t the London Hospital. Sentence—Six months’ hard labour. _ 
business!’ No, very likely not, for they are shrewd ones, andit'sa| So are Life and Property appraised in our Courts of Justice in the 
part of their little game not to let people think that the lottery in | YF of grace One thousand eight hundred and sixty-nine. 
which they are engaged can quicken their pulses a bit. The stakes ee 
are big, and thousands of pounds depend on a vessel's porene the 
thousand-and-one unseen, unknown perils of the deep. It’s tremen- 
dously like playing with Davy Jones at “ Heads I win, tails I lose,” on 
the lid of his locker. 

But in spite of all this, they find time at Lloyd's to tell the best 
stories and crack the best jokes that go the round of the city. The 
latest riddle and most distracting conundrum of the period, generally 
date from Exchange Buildings, and were first published under the 
roof of the mysterious Welshman, about whom, I believe, Notes and 
Caer on SS the dark. i : 7" : 

ou cannot these gentlemen by any striking uliarity o 
costume or Sectaee as you could our friends in Bow Steet. And yet 
they have their distinguishing features, that enable the peripatetic 
philosopher, who is thoroughly acquainted with the city, to ticket 


A Handy Man. 


A RECENT police case has drawn attention to the arduous duties 
expected of auctioneers, who have to contend with the violence of 
brokers. But an advertisement in the Times the other day proves that 
their labours are less Herculean than Atlantean. 
Mr. Oldfield has just had placed in his han’s for private sale an excellent detached 
family residence with attractive grounds, croquet lawn, well-stocked kitchen garden 
and small paddock, the whole about two acres. ) 
We should think Mr. O.prretpn’s hands were also two achers, having : 
to hold a house and grounds up in this way. He must have more 
strength or skill than a friend of ours who the other day was clumsy 
enough to let a handsome widow and twenty thousand pounds slip 
through his fingers. 


LAL 
I 
ve 


them without difficulty. He knows them all, bless you—the fussy | ee ee a 
little gentleman with a sharp nose, like a hawk of business habits,— A Yankee Notion. 
the stout old boy with the beard, the spectacles, and the ample vest— | Tuere is no foundation for the statement that an English gentle- “i 
those two young swells with a slight suspicion of horsiness, and that | man visiting at Niagara, cast his eye over the Fall and has been 
old party with the face so strongly suggestive of “ rootootooit,” that | suffering from cataract ever since. The rumour arose from the fact that 

ou he must have flung the baby out of window, hanged Jack | when the gigantic mass of descending fluid fell upon his gaze it rather 

etch, and be in momentary expectation of a visit from y! made his eye water. 





A word in your ear! Do you know any one at Lloyd's? Because, 
if so, we'll go in and get the beadle to call him out for us. Iamtold| Sean: Mag :-—-Macmillan’s. 
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OME people be- 
lieve in 
ghosts, and 
some 


all a do, 
Like the spirits 
and that 
hum 
I really think | 
—don’tyou? | 


| 

Oh, a_ hollow | 

turnip on), 

top of a post, 

With a can- 

dle alight | 

inside, 

And along white | 
sheet, 


is a 
kind of 
ghost 

That as boys | 
we have of- 
ten tried. 
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There’s another 
sample of 
ghosts—and 
that’s 

The ghost of 
a unted 


house: 





W 


But that as a rule, I think, is rats, 
And oftentimes only mouse. 


But on real ghosts I have ne’er c’apt eyes, 
Though I once committed a crime, 

That well might empower a sprite to rise 
At the stroke of the midnight chime. 


For old Aunt Sally, that ancient aunt, 
I smote with a stick on the head, 

And her ghost, if legends speak truth, should haunt 
Her murderer’s sleepless bed ! 


But I ne’er of her ghost have yet caught sight, 
And I scarcely fancy I shall,— 

Aunt Sarah perhaps is no wandering sprite, 
In short no Volatile Sal. 


But ah, the ghost I would give the most 
If I could set eyes upon, 

Is what I can’t see ~ and that’s the ghost 
Of a chance of getting-on ! 


BIOGRAPHIES OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST MEN. 
(To be continued from a previous number.) 


You didn’t know Mrs. Petrirer? No more did we. But if we 
had she might have been one of the world’s greatest men. ‘There is 
only one reason why she should not; and that is that she was a 
woman. That’s the only difficulty in the way, but difficulties were 
only made to be conquered. 

She was, no doubt, unmarried till the day of her union with 
PeTTirer, subsequently described as the late lamented Perr:rer, and 
therefore presumed to be defunct. History, however, does not record 
when he defuncted, or what particular reasons he had for defuncting, 
though they were no doubt satisfactory to his mind, or if not to his 
mind, to that of his widow's, which is the same thing, as her mind 
probably did duty for both, since it was frequently remarked by his 
friends that Perrirer never had a mind of bis own. His friends 
might or might not have had minds of theirown. They didn’t lend 
them to him, anyhow. It was left for the generous nature of his wife 
to give him a bit of hers. She didso. We may even go so far as to 
say, frequently. 

Mrs. Petrirer saw a great many changes in the course of a life 
more or less long, or possibly both. She ended by being a widow, she 
began by being a gal—her aunt said she was a minx, but we never 
accept the testimony of aunts—and she middled by being a wife. 





Consider them | temple. 


of Home— 


they’re aj 


| who had not seen her at that interesting period. 
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That was about the most she did. In fact, if we except making pickles 
and preserves, having the neuralgia, and blowing up the servant girls, 
that was the chief occupation of her active and prosperous life. 
_ She lived principally on solids, without however absolutely abstain- 
ing from liquid nutriment. We may mention milk, tea, porter, and 
ginger beer. Nor must rum be without a niche in this memorial 
Oh, she did! Her dearest friends have admitted as much. 
What is more—they did too. Further; they do still. But only a 
| teaspoonful to take the edge off the Souchong. : 
_ Sune kept a lodging house, which with touching gratitude kept her 
'inreturn. Her lodgers, we are bound to,say, did a good deal towards 
| keeping her too, but somehow she did.not keep them, not for long, at 
any rate. And they said the same of their tea, sugar and spirits. 
They said they never could manage to keep them long. 

She had been beautiful as a child, according to the evidence of those 
In more mature 
years, she was not beautiful. She looked best on Sundays. The hair 
she didn’t wear on Sundays became her less than the hairshe did. It 
was rather a richer brown for one thing. We have often thought 
that if she had not married Pertirer she would have been very 
single. Oh, excessively single. 

Now we have gone so far, we may as well finish with her history. 
For though not one of the world’s greatest men she was a Public 
character. It was called The Goat in Boots. We know no more of 
her eventful history. But her fourpenny ale is good of its kind. 


| N.B, Examine your change before taking it from the counter, not 
necessarily for publication but as a guarantee of good faith, without 


which none is genuine. 





’Pon my Sole. 

THERB is something curiously interesting in this extract :— 

Tre pleagapt ways in which a scrupulously regulated diet aff cts physical as well 
@s moral man are infinite. Mr. Waiker foundthat when he ate moderately, and 
had brought himself into sound health the same shoeg were easy which had been 

Cape. He atudied a pair of shoes. He had a pairrather smaller than usual, which 

orded him the opportunity of making his observations with great accurucy. 
Having purposely tried excess of diet, he found them sv painful as to be unbearable 
on the feet. Bu: they were perfectly casy and comfortable when he ate only that 
happy quantity—enough. Our philosopher traces even corns to indigestion. 

The result of over-eating is a tightness in the boots. The exact 
reverse follows upon over-drinking. The tightness flies from the feet 
to the head, but not with heeling in its wings. 


Correxions. 

Tue Californian -4’ta has a correspondent in Europe signing himself 
Jay Beg (a play upon “ Gaby” we suppose). The other day in speaking 
of England he mentioned some one called “ Vicroris Rex.” What 
wrecks, if not the shattered remains of Tie Jay Bee, of California, A 1, 
copper-bottomed and lead-headed, which ran aground on the shoals of 
ignorance ? 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
| responsible for loss.J 


We shall be gra‘eful for a call from the ignoramus who, confusing the 
edi'orial, with the plural, ‘we’, left at our office a copy of our last number, 
| with the words ‘‘ our life’’ underscored, and a note in the margin—‘“ Oh, 
g:ammar!’’ We wish to have him stuffed and presen‘ed to the Bri ish 
Museum as the only known specimen of the Acephalous Gibberer (Anthro- 
pomorphon gastrocerebratum. Lin.) 
Wax.—You may be, but you don't strike our fancy. 
W. W.—“A puzzle” indeed—but we won’t trouble you for the solution. 
A. P.—A most un-’A-P. attempt at a pun. 
| Nipper.—A good idea, but the execution —we don’t allude to the hanging 
—i:vile. Follow the example of the country and keep it private 
INTERFERENCE.—If you are, as yu state, a regular subscriber, it is curious 
you should not know that we do not consider questions of faith fair subjects 
for ridicule. 
Fama Semper ViseEt. —Thanks for the suggestion. 
R. (Kensington).—It “‘came under your notice ’’—it is beneath ours. 
T. D. (Hartlepool).—Thanks. 
S. (Portmadoc).— No enclosure received. 
W. B. S. (West-square).— Under consideration. ee 
Declined with thanks:—S. A. L., Bayswater; Jack A.; W. W.; T. 9O., 
Wakefield; A. H., Fortwilliam; M. D.S.; H.R K., Harrow; J. J. Ris 
Liverpool ; Estoffel; W. G. J., King Henry s-road ; Babillarde ; Not North 
British; B. B.; M. A. E., Ormond-street ; I D., Yot; C. H.; Noodledum 8 
Aunt; F. L.; 8. E., Lambeth ; Boodle; The Rum Pup; C.5., Dalston ; 
M., Liverpool; E. H. B., Trowbridge; J. H. L.; Duns Scotus, Amiable 


- Titty Fal Lay; F., Manchester; B. L , Manchester; Nem Con; Queer 
_ ¥ . ; ; M. C., Southsea ; Taradiddle ; 


Cuss; L. F. W.; Never Say Die; C. E. , 
Young Roscius ; The Spectre; P, Kensington; F.J. W., Brompton ; 
T. T.; X ; Nemo; The Chiel; W. B, Burton; Kitty F. 
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PROFESSION AND PRACTICE. 

\ 

| 





Painter :—“ Wovupn’T CARE TO BE A PAINTER, BH?” . . 
’ - ° 
Model :—“ Dear, No, stn! RATHER BE A DOCTOR—THEIR WORK AIN’T SO CRITICISED, AND IT DON’T MUCH MATTER WHETHER ITS KIL 
OR CURE.” 








Juvenile Songs (Prrman) will answer its purpose of amusing the | 
TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. nursery, sahens ee little heads with the mysteries of music. | 
For those who are not sick of the Byron Controvérsy Mr. Horren’s | Some of the ditties by ‘‘ RoLanp Quiz” are noticeable for being just | 
True Story of Lord and Lady Byron will supply some additional par- | the style of thing needed for the little folks, for whom it is not always 
ticulars. It is a pity that the name of the book and the mention of Mrs. | the easiest thing to cater. 
BErgcuEr eee title-page oats no doubt inadvertently been so 
laced as to ikely to mislead e into supposing it is a separate a 
Sallinalion of the Macmillan aa The be ace is icaieeling, bat 0, save : es 
unfortunately is not signed, and we are alittle shy of Mr. Horrey’s| _A contemporary says that the question whether a man can swim in 
prefaces since he hoaxed us so successfully about CarLyLz. oil was solved the other day at Nice. “A workman at an oil-factory 
While speaking of the Brxon Controversy, we must not omit | fell into a tank of olive oil nine feet deep, He wasa good swimmer 
mention of Lord Byron's aa asmartly written squib in which the | but went to the bottom at once and was only saved by aid of a com- 
poet is sup to answer his traducer in the Don Juan metre. The | rade.” We don’t see the solution. ‘The man is said to have been a 
y is deftly managed, and the hits are uncommonly hard. One line | good swimmer—it is the wick-ed that swim in oil. 
in it is so that we venture to quote it. If at any future period ———————— 
the one en ae seer. start a Herald’s College, and More Free than Welcome. 
ge eae. Se _— notabilities, it will serve as a motto for the THERE one been a er eens < : a ee of Fetes ” to 
an ; 5 raise a subscription to send FIn.En out of the country. Te sympa- 
The prurient always will traduce the pure.” thise with their design—he ought to have been sent long ago at the 
We can honestly recommend Turner's Sixth English Reading Book public expense. At the same time we are rather sorry for Freedom. 
(GRoOMBRIDGE) as a gent educational work. ‘The principle is sound ae 
and simple, and the selection capital. Tue Brrrenest Fruit or tHe Szason.—Salis-berry. 


| GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO.. 
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CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their ture, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of 8EVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (im preference to publishing an ordinary owe pe thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 

a single 


various Kooms, and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost o 
whole house, 


' THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. | 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Oct. 16, 1869. 


article, the cest of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
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PETSETILLA'S POSY: 
QB ¥airy Gxtrabagunce. 








- CHAPTER X.—(Contmvep). 
(7 HE Aphanian army was inspected twice every year, and was 
in the highest possible state of efficiency, although it was 


a 


and that in spite of the enormous sums spent on the trials the 
best instrument had not been chosen. 
there was some slight ground for these complaints, for the biggest 
and noisiest drum had not yet been invented, and until it was, 
the authorities were desirous not to spend too much money on 
articles that would have to be condemned and thrown aside. Just at 
the time of the war with Nexdorea an ingenious person had made 
a discovery that was calculated to effect an enormous saving in the 
expenditure. Hitherto the cotton-wool used for the helmets had been 
a vegetable produce, but the inventor of the new article manufactured 
it from the fleeces of the sheep which supplied parchment for the 
drums. For this economical plan he was presented with a gold medal 
and a hundredavear. Hemight have made a hundred thousand a year 
by his invention had he been allowed to carry on the manufacture as 
a private Tas but that of course was not allowed—it became 
the monopoly of the Government. 

The Archduchy of Nexdorea was, as has been said before, only a 
small principality, and its army was far from numerous, while its 
drums were still of a primitive and inferior character. But Fizrororr 
turned his relationship-by-marriage with so many powerful monarchs 
to good account. His brothers-in-law might have declined to lend 
him their armies if war had been still conducted on the old plan, but 
by the new system there was no loss of men, and only a little wear and 
tear of parchment, so they made no objections:—indeed they rather 
profited by the arrangement, as Fizpoporr of course would have to pay 
and victual the troops. 

Fizpororr took the field with a very large force, therefore, and his 
troops were armed with every variety of drum, from light infantry 
with skirmishing tom-toms to heavy cavalry with kettle-drums, and 
artillery, with enormous instruments, drawn by twelve horses a piece. 

Although Aphania was the larger and more wealthy country, there- 
fore the two armies, thanks to the Archduke’s allies, were on pretty 
equal terms. If, as the public prints of Aphania openly avowed, the 
Bootinter trials had not produced a really serviceable drum, that 
would stand the wear and tear of a campaign, the prospects of Kine 
Bunco were far from brilliant, and it must be admitted that the in- 
vasion created a considerable panic, and the funds were in a very bad 


way. 





CHAPTER XI. 
THE INVASION AND INVESTMENT 


Tue Aphanian army was posted on the frontier, as it was ex- 
pected that Fizpoporr would enter at the nearest point, but that 
crafty individual took a circuitous route through a friendly and 
neighbouring state, and entered the Aphanian territory within a few 
miles of the capital. The townsfolk were of course thrown into the 
utmost consternation, for the Archduke’s army cut off all communica- 
tion with their forces, and there seemed to be a very strong probability 
of the place being carried, and its inhabitants put to the drum, before 
oe alarm of the invasion reached the defending troops on the 

ontier. 

The news of the approach of the hostile army was brought by Remsxy, 
who was engaged in driving the usual waggon-load of peas to the 

ce. On observing the approach of the enemy, he pulled up, and 
jumping from the shafts concealed himself by the roadside. The 
vanguard of the Archduke’s army, coming up almost immediately, took 
possession of the waggon and in their delight at such a prize did not 
trouble themselves to look for its original owner. There were two 
things of which the Nexdoreans were passionately fond—music and 
vegetables, and the soldiers looked forward with rapture to a cheap 
but unlimited repast of pea-soup. As soon as they were out of sight 
Remsxy took to his heels, and avoiding the main road run as fast as his 
legs could carry him to the town. He gave the alarm, and the gates 
were closed, while Disamis and Dimaris hastily summoned all capable 
of bearing drums to the defence of the walls. There was but one 
regiment of regulars in the place, and that was the household troop of 
“Bungo’s Own.”’ Their drums were not for use but show, being 
headed with tissue paper only, so that they were of no avail for the de- 
fence, which had to be entrusted to volunteers and civilians. 

The alarm had already spread to the palace when Remsxy reached 
it to report the capture of the peas. The Lord Pigeoner, true to his 
duties, although the whole court was in an abject state of terror, was 
awaiting Remsky in the Court Yard, and heard the lad’s story with 
infinite disgust, “ for,”’ said he, “those browsing Nexdoreans are so 


| 


| 


hinted by some of the journals, which were opposed to Kine | 


Bunao’s Ministers, that the supply of drums was defective, | 


| 


It must be admitted that | 
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fond of green meat they won't leave a single pea in the district—they’1l 
devour mustard and cress by the acre, and cabbages by the mile!” 


KX1nG BunGo, on learning the extent of the calamity which threatened 


him, assembled his family and his immediate attendants and made them | 
a most feeling address, beseeching the latter to defend the palace tothe , 


last drumhead. 


He announced his determination not to relinquish the 


crown even though he were deafened in its defence. 


nothing to fear. 
your happiness and content wherever you are. 
the locket may tempt the rapacity of the invader we will remove the 
posy to some less attractive keeping!” 


pretty locket for anyone!” and she stamped her foot. 


fancied onve or twice of late that his child did not display the equable 
temperament that had graced her younger days. 


apa, 
him. He is showing the 
that locket is the fairy gift—the dried bunch of heart’s-ease -on the 
retention of which depends your happiness. 
stealing the withered bunch of flowers, but the locket is valuable and 
might become the spoil of the enemy. You had better take out the 


posy and—”’ 


she at once proceeded to open the locket, which, as we know, was 
now empty ! 


and sank into a chair. 


attendants, as they were bound to do by court etiquette, began to wring 
their hands and wi 


himself. 


the fastening is very defective, and I have no doubt that it opened and 
the posy fell out and was lost.” 


“You, my child,” said he, turning to Persetmta, “you have 
You wear round your neck a charm which willinsure | 
But as the value of | 


“‘ Posy—what posy ?”’ asked the princess, “and I shan't give up my 


The King was surprised at this ebullition of temper, though he had 


re 


“‘ PETSETILLA, my love!” said the Queen, “do not grieve your poor 
at a time when he has so much to harass and distress 
test consideration for your welfare. In 


No one would think of 


‘‘ But I never knew there was anything in it,”” said Persetiina, and 


turned deadly 
he Queen faint 


e, staggered back, 


At this discovery the Kin 
away, and all the 


their eyes. 
“Tt must have been stolen!” said his Majesty, when he recovered 


“No!” said his consort, who was examining the locket, “look here 


I LLL ttl: tlt, ttt. 





“Duke Brvat,”’ said the Monarch, “ take the chief executioner and | 


seven assistants—go to the Guild of Goldsmiths and Jewellers and 
bring me the heads of the eight leading craftsmen.” 


man and seven assistants hastened to the Guild of Goldsmiths. 
like loyal citizens, the whole Guild had hurried off to assist in the de- 
fence of the city, so the Duke had his walk for nothing. 


rushed off at the summons of the heralds. 
a laundress, had organised a corps of washerwomen, who armed them- 


The Duke obeyed his monarch’s orders, and followed by the heads- | 
But | 


Every one who could in any way assist in defending the city had 
Remsky's mother, who was 


selves with tubs upon which they drummed with no inconsiderable 
SUCCESS. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesda’, O.toher 20°, 1869. 

T is to be hoped the strict investigatious « f the Bribery Commis~ 
sioners may do good. The righteous \.1’.'s must sec to it that 
they are not throwm away,.for they have costiws much—we ©o 


not mean im money!’ Thati respected names have been dragged | 
through the mud, that mem of position have been compelled to contess | 


themselves perjured, that ladies have beem cross-examined on admis- 


sions off corrupt practices, that: the veil has been withdrawn from | 


rivate life and one half of thepeoplein a borongh shown taking | 
all these things cost the country so | 


at they can only be justified by the | 


bribes, and the other half giving 
much in repute and self-respect ~ 
good they are finally to effect. 


sear 


they be “ decent tradesmen,” “respectable solicitors,’ or “ influential 
M.P.s.” ' 

An exhibition with a vengeance! The canvas outside has long de- 
ceived us, with the saintlike picture of the candidates who will never 
allow corrupt practices, and the Arcadian electors, who would go into 
fits at the mention of a bribe. The Commissioners have thrown open 
the show to the public, and candidate and constituents alike are found, 


with dirty hands, grovelling in impurity—a spectacle of degradation ! 


Surety there can be no truth in the rumour that the Corporation 
are jealous of all schemes for the improvement of the City that do not 
emanate from their own brains! If so, the sooner the City calls into 
authority men who carry their brains.in their heads, instead of their 
corporations, the better for our national credit. A common—an 
uncommonly common Council—must not be permitted to let the immense 
traffic of london be strangled in a narrow thoroughfare like the 
Poultry, when the remedy is so easy; nor must it be allowed to 
deprive the City of a central station that will connect the heart of 
commerce and business with all the railways—and why? Lecause the 
scheme is not turtle-fed—because it did not spring from the brains of 
an alderman ! 

Luckily there are shrewd men, clever men, active men in the Corpo- 
ration—a numerical minority it is true, but then an ounce of brains is 
more powerful than tons of the, ahem, constituents of corporation. 
We look to them with confidence, and they may feel assured they will 
be warmly supported in their efforts to guide the Common Council to 
a just course. 








A Blow for Homeopathy. 

Five young women have died in Louisville, Illinois, from the use 
of a face powder which was adulterated with lead. The lead - in 
direct opposition to the similia similisus curantur theory—acted in- 
juriously on their heads. 





Insupportable. 
_ In consideration of the faet that the Mid/and Railway—of all the 
lines in England !— communicates directly with thirty-two important 
seaports, the Board of Directors has decided that the name of its 
energetic General Manager shall be changed from Autpour to All- 


ports. 





Proverbial Nonsense. 

A CORRESPONDENT Of the Daily News writes to say that it costs him 
on the Mid-Sussex line 8s. 9d. for a return-ticket to Chichester, but if 
he goes on to Portsmouth he can get a return ticket for 7s. 6d. Does 
not oe once refute the old maxim that you “go further and fare 
worse 


Naval Note. 


Tue crew of the gunboat Whiting was, says a contemporary, paid 
off last week at Devonport. There must have been a oe at ape 
“ fresh ’’ whitings about the town on that occasion. 





From a Moody Contributor. 
To Harvey undoubtedly belongs the t discovery of the circu- 
lation of the blood, but who, we eg i 1 the dlaculeting 
library ? 


some surzical operations are too | 
serious to be attempted unless there is strony hope of benefiting the | 
The nation must be in earnest, disfranchise the peccant | 
oroughs, and severely punish corryptors and corrupted, even though | 


| 
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MARY JANE. 


A SOLEMN WARNING. 


ELOCIPEDES are all the 


rage,” 
Said Tomxrs, “ I will one 
engage, 
And on it scour the 
lain. 


I'll make the wondering 
public blink, 

And with my grace, I 
rather think, 

Astonish Mary JAne!”’ 


Ife hired the swift veloc:- 
pede— 

He mounted on his two- 
wheeled steed, 

To charm his Mary 

JANE. 

Unhappy Tomxrys, luck- 
less JouN! 


For he no sooner had got on 
Than he was off again. 


They picked him up, and brushed his knees, 

And he recovered by degrees, : 
Though sorely racked with pain. 

He calmly thought the matter o’er, 

And thought he d wait a bit before 
Astounding Mary JANE. 


And then he set himself to learm 

The way to mount, and run, and turn, 
And laboured might and main 

To master that unruly beast, 

Intending, when he’d learnt, to feast 
The eyes of Mary JAnE. 


But he > went by—weeks—months—and still 
He a tendency to spill— 

His struggles were in vain! 
Meanwhile a chap who took no heed 
Of a two-wheeled velocipede 

Went courting Mary Jane. 


He got on quicker with his suit 
Than Tomkins with his two-wheeled brut: — 
And did such speed attain, 
That on the day our Tomxurns strode 
Bicycling to his love's abode 
He’d married Mary Janz! 


Morar 


Now, lovers, by this tale take heed— 
Remember, a velocipede 
To Cupid is a fool for speed : 
For Love the race will gain. 
While you are figuring about 
On bicycle— great swells no doubt ! — 
A swell may come and cut you out, 
And win your Mary Janez. 


A Juvenile Delinquent. 

Iris sad to witness the propensity evinced even by the very young 
to break the laws of meum and tuum. We saw a little rogue the other 
day, barely two years of age, (ah! you may stare !) who had his father's 
eyes and his mother’s nose and chin. 





The Right Man. 


CoLoneL Saute, says the Army and Navy Gazette, is about to visit the 
camps of instruction and manceuvre on the continent. A very Shute- 
able person to do it—especially if a report is wanted. 


Imperial Improvement. 


Tue latest bulletin from Paris states that the Emperor is much 
better. We always thought there was room for improvement in him. 





Whur is the first person singular, present tense, indicative mood, of 
the verb “ To ne”’ like a great Kingdom? Because it’s Siam. 
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A VENGEANCE! 


MND AS EXHIBITED BY THE BRIBERY COMMISSIONS. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 137. an neers e a ceemistieeinsctasey | 

One stays at home, the other sails the seas, a Baht | i il 
And sails anear the classic Cyclades. | Je f fh Wh } | 
=> ATT | {| 


Will she find wavelets crowned with silver foam, | 


While he rough weather fears, though safe at hore $ | WL Yl 


1. You can buy a little book, 
That will teach you rules for this. 
But although therein you look, | 
You will scarce find how to kiss. 


2. The morning sun with silver sheen 
Made all the meadow fairer green ; 

I sought it ere rough crowds could pass, 
And found it hidden in the grass. 


3. You write upon paper, you use pen and ink, 
And yet I dare say you have ne’er stopped to think, WHY 
How strange was the mass that your paper was when / Z| | AS \S Ady 
It came from the garments of various men. | i (i SS eee A Hf 
4. ‘I'd live for ever,” cried the King ‘Wan Mi 
To courtiers in a glittering ring ; wit i 
“ This,” cried the sage, “ will make you live, H i 
For ever ; great the boon I give.” deve 


. She sang it, I know, with a:tremulous throat, 
But I recognised still a most musical note. | 

In Hvutuan’s notation I found it, and swore | 

I could hear my love sing that one note evermore. | 

| 

| 


rit | 


. 
wet 


6. A lady has seldom too many, 
Although she may sneer and complain. 
Unhappy the maids without any, 
‘Though numbers are seldom a gain. 


7. You've heard of “ auri saera fames’’ —these 
Are what the poet mentioned, if you please. 
So.ution or Acrostic No. 1385.—Riots, Spain : Rams, | 
Imp, Olga, Tomi, Spin. | 


SOLUTION OF Acrostic No. 135.—None correct. 





SOMETHING IN THAT. 


Good for Both Sides. le a | ; 

Purity of election can only be arrived at when can- Jones, Visiting his friend Smith :—“ How very CIVIL ALL THESE v ILLAGERS 

didates, whether “blue” or “yellow,” have the good ARE!—THEY ALL TOUCH THEIR HATS OR HAIR TO You. How THE DoocE DO 
YOU MANAGE TO GET ROUND ’EM 80? 


sense to determine that no voter shall see the “ colour”’ : a 
—of their money. | Smith :-—“ Easy AS LYING, OLD BOY—OWE EACH OF ’EM A LITTLE BILL. 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. A MYSTERY. 


Tue Olympic re-opened last week under the management of Mr. ’Twas night! About the abbey-spire 
W. H. Liston, who has had it superbly re-decorated, and commenced The eddying lightnings flashed ; 
his season with adrama from the pen of Mr. Hatimway. The piece The sombre clouds with streaks of fire 
is a dramatic version of DickENs’s David Copperfield, but as the hero Were every instant gashed. 


of the novel becomes subordinated in the play to the Peggotty family, : ob inst the cliff. 
the playwright very properly calls his work Little Em’ly. ‘The chief > ee _ 
personages are, to quote from the bill :—* Dan’] Peggotty ” (rough, sir, The promontory rocked as if ; 
rough, but a reg’lar babby in the form of a sea porkypine ; afterwards Ite breast would burst asunder. 


Harlequin), Uriah Heep (be umb!le, Uriah, says father to me, and 
you'll get on; afterwards Clown’, Mr. Micawber (waiting for—in 
short, something to turn up; afterwards Pantaloon) and Little Em’ly 
(Peggotty’s darling, a most engaging little beauty, afterwards 
Columbine)—we beg pardon! But really the aspect of the programme 


It was a wild, wild night indeed, 
The stoutest heart to scare. 

But, mounted on his coal black steed, 
What did that stranger there ? 


is 80 very pantomimic that we see we have inadvertently given the . d 

characters transformations which do not occur—“ in short,’’ to quote Aho Se Sam . on — woun : 

Micawber, this is nota pantomime. On the contrary, it is a drama of His ot Aeshed cn wile rapid Nonind 

strorg interest, on the whole cleverly constructed, and well written, His sp os eneees wal. tne | " 
S 5 , ! 


while in moral worth as in artistic merit it far outweighs other 
dramatic thoroughfares recently opened. 

We are inclined to pronounce Miss Fanny Appison’s Rose Dartle What might the stranger be? 
the best piece of acting in the piece, but where so much is good it “T donot know! It rained so hard, 
is not easy to decide. Miss Ernstonr’s Martha was almost equally I didn’t go to see!’ 
lifelike and earnest. Mr. J. Irnvine’s Uriah Heep was an excellent 
realisation of Dickens’s character, whose almost excessive creeping 
and cringing were due to the novelist less than the actor. Uriah’s A Good Notion. 
laugh is a triumph. Mr. Micawber was acted by Mr. Rowe with There has always been a little difficulty in English in djstinguishing 
ample humour governed by moderation. Mr. Emery’s Peggotty was | between “story -—a narrative of facts” and “ story —a tissue of 
excellent, Minor parts were effectively rendered by Miss Leg and Stieenda?® the a in the future we always spell the latter 
Miss Ewert, and Miss Parti Joszrus played Em’ly with feeling and | ; ~ reece : —— 
taste. The scenery was nothing extroardinary, which re —— ; . 
for the readiness with which the scene-painter accepted a call an . 
rushed on to destroy the illusion of his own work. ** Autumn Dresses. 
~The piece was warmly received on its production, and will no| Wuar shocking taradiddles the advertising drapers tell. If ocular 
doubt long hold a place in the bill, and bring full houses to the pretty | demonstration is worth anything, Autumn scuds along under bare 


little theatre. poles. 


What did he there? Go, ask the bard, 
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Longshanks :—“ Hvu.10, Tom, s8TILt HARKING AWAY! 


Entomological. 
Ovr sprightly young contemporary, The Latest News, is very much 
pussted tr the tices odvedtiateh ood 


STRAY BUZWINGS.—GRAND INAUGURATION of the APIARY. October 
swarms will occur -s per notices. pg will hive ae sene a Geomes in 
September circulars. or honey certificates a to t or lig see 
further edvertisements.—J.G. B- —— ' 
It can’t understand what sort of a Bee this J. G. B. is, and is 
a = define what a Buzwing is! A Buzwing is evidently a flying 
um- . 





A Case of Pickles. 

Toworance, in the eye of the law, is no excuse for crime. We 
observe that many ticket up, “This Season’s Jams’’ at 
_ jar""—are they aware of the serious consequences that might 

w an indictment for per-jar-y ? 





A Lop-sided Remark. 
Jupicious decoration, whether it be a flower-pot in the cottager’s 
window or a rose-bud in a swell’s coat, costs but little, and goes a 
great way—Water parties should bear this in mind and “trim” the 





Ow-dash-us. 
A PAR corsempentstte in common with the generality of her sex, has 
a confirmed it of under-scoring her letters. We were not in the 
least surprised to see her the other day make a dash across the street. 





. POLITICAL EQUALITY OF WOMEN. 


Ir is as great a consolation to a young woman as it is to an old 


| politician, to have “a good cry.” 





Tus Nsw Banxavercy Act.—Insuring your life. 
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OPINIONS DIFFER, 
You DON’T SEEM OVER WELL OFF FOR HORSEFLESH, ANY HOW.” 
Tom :—“ THat’s AS PEOPLE MAY THINK: J CONSIDER HIM REMARKABLE IN P’INT OF BONE 
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Auswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

A DvuBLIN correspondent who sends us pointless epigrams in print would 
do well to save his postage-stamps—we use wax-matches to light our pipe. 

A Rgecuiar Murr.—We trust your regularity will not extend to your 
communications with us. 

PgrkIns.—Who announces himself as “‘ the modern Shakespeare,”’ aged 
17 at present, en on making vbservation on the human species and 
learning English history, and who wishes us to inform the public that the 
disgraceful state of the stage is not to centinue much longer, winds up with 
“‘ this letter will one day be worth its weight in gold.’’ Well, we’re humble- 
minded, we've offered it to the British Museum which won’t take it ata 
gift. Will Perkins commute its value—we’'ll take its weight in postage- 
stamps. No, not defaced ! 

_ PuGiList.—We recognise your fist, but you don’t hit our fancy this 





time. 

S. F. S. (Thrapston).—Thanks for the pho‘o. 

Vaca.—Look in the law repor s in November, and you will comprehend. 

C. R. (Paddington).—Many thanks ; but we cannot see our way to making 
use of the enclosure. 

Hicu Trpz.—We should recommend you te go and join your friend at 
the Prestwich Asylum, only we fear you would not be admitted. To be- 
comme qualified fora Lunatic Asylum you ought to have had some sense to 
ose. 

Declined with thanks:—A Fact; V. J. E.H., Glasgow; W. T. D., 
Chatham ; C., Wells-street ; Kitsums, Putney; F. G., Leipzig ; Tat ; Jenny 
Geddes ; F , Leadenhall-street; R. K. S., Glasgow; A. tv. C., Glasgow ; 
J. G., Chelmsford; G. W., Bermondsey; K , Basingha!l-street; Exon; 
Miss T., Brigh’on; Mater; Trojan Horse; M. C. . F. C, Dursley; 
A. B. D.; A. 8., Walworth; A Volunteer Contributor; W. G., Finsbury ; 
One of our Constant Readers; 8. M.; C. A. W., Swindon; J. H., Liver- 
a Friendly Maori; Mulligatawny; B. T.; 8S. M.; G.S. P., Brixton; 

-» Dalson; J. L.W., Manchester; A Goose; B. L., Leeds; Johnnie 
Raw ; Nem Con; Traddles. 
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A LIFE CHASE: 


Or, cabo Siilied Cock Robin, 


ACT L— fies of tle Fuge d’Instructicn. § Juze a’ I. 
Enter Mapame Bonvat, 


struciion a’scovered. 


Mapame Bonvat.— Detect me the murderer of my husband. 

JucE.—I will! We have a suspected man in custody. 

Mapame Bonvat.—1 will hide behind this curtain while he is being 
examined. 


Jucz.—It is very irregular, but be it so! [ She hides. 


Enter ALMIVAR, 


Atmivar.— Of what am I accused, Monsieur le Juge ? 

Jucx.—Of the murder of Maurice Bonval. You were seen in his 
company late on the night of the murder. His money was found upon 
you, and you owed him a grudge. 

ALMIVAR.—But I didn’t do it. 

JUGE (impressively).—Are you sure of that ? 

ALMIVAR.— Quite sure. 

JuGcE.— In that case I will release you. [Does so!!! 

MapaME Bonvau (exterixg from behind curtaix).—That man 1s the 
murderer. 

JucE.— But, Madame, you forget—he denies it 7» toto. 

MapamMe Bonvat.—He may have had interested motives for 
doing so. 

Juce.—Hardly. A gentleman would scarcely deny a crime if he 
had really committed it. Still, perhaps, I was in error when I 
allowed him to go free. I will away and consult a higher authority 
on the subject. Itis rather late to do this, but no matter. (Exit to 
kearn his duty). 

VAUBEBT, @ police spy, comes forward. 

VAUBERT.— That man 1s the murderer. 

Mapame Bonva..— How know you that ? 

VAvUBERT.— Professional instinct. Follow my instructions and I 
undertake to bring the crime home to him. 

Mapame Bonvat.— My hand on it! 

Boru.—He 1s the murderer!!! 


ACT Il.—Salon in the House of Mapame Sr. ANGE. 
Jootman discovered. 


Spasmopic Foorman (with appropriate action).—Madame St. Ange. 


Spasmodie 


Exter MapaMeE Sr. ANGE. 
Mapamez Sr. Ancr.—The guests have not arrived, Pierre ? 
Spasmopic Footman (with appropriate action).— No, Madarm. 
Mapame St. Ancr.— You can go. 
SpasMoDIc Foorman (with appropriate action).—Yes, Madarm. 
(Exit, with illustrative gestare. 


Enter quests. Like all Frenchmen, they wear crop wigs-coming to a point 
over the forehead. They interchange repartees, and are much amused 
with each other. The audience are much amused with them. 


Enter pocr Miss Farren, as a French marquis in @ crimson tie. She 
lets off an intellectual %ire-work, as first guest. Then exit poor Miss 
FARREN. 


Enter MapAmMe Bonvat and VAUBERT. 


Vavunert.—Madame St. Ange, let me introduce a lady who is 
anxious to know you. 

Mapame Sr. Ancz.— Welcome, lady. 

VAUBERT (aside to MADAME BorvaL),—Almivar will be here anon. 
You must fascinate him. 
aw Bonva (with full reliance in her powers of fascination),—I1 

ill! 

Enter ALMIvVAR. 

AutL.— Welcome, Almivar. 

Aumivar.—Thanks, friends. I have been charged with the murder 
of my notary, and honourably acquitted. Amusing mistake, wasn’t it? | 

Aut.— Ha! Ha! 

MapAME BonvaL and VavsBert (aside to each other).—Ho! ho! 





SomEeBopy.—Come—a turn at Baccarat 
AtL.— We will! | 


(MapaME Bonvat gazes steadily at ALMIVAR under the mistaken im- 
pression that she is fascinating him.) 


ALMIVAR (aside).—That woman is extremely annoying! 


They play at Baccarat. Mapame Bonvat stares ALMIVAR out of 
countenance all the time. He loses. 


Amivar.—Confound . the woman’s impertinence! 
seat, but she follows him. He loses more than ever). 

Aumivar.—Oh hang it, I can’t stand this! 

VAUBEKT (aside to MapAME BonvaL, and jumping at a conelusion).— 
He 1s the murderer! 
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ACT II].—Mapamwe 
Enter Mavaws Bonvan and 


VavBEerT.—The scheme works bravely. 

Mapame Bonvau.—Almivar will be here direcily. 

VAUBERT.— You must continue to make love to nim 

Mapame Bonvar.—I will! 

VAUBERT.— We are all to sup at the Café Angluis to-morrow, 
me the dagger with which your late husband was slain. 

Mapame Bonvau.— Behold it here! Oh, horror! (Tei? 


Ciive 


og over «a 


sofa, after giving him a curious weapon, which we know to be a dugger 


because it is expressly stated. It is elaborately chased, epparentiy 
work of Bexvenvto CEiuint in early infancy.) 
Enter ALMIVAR. 


ALMIVAR.— Madame Bonval! 
Mapame Bonvat.—Monsieur Almivar! 


ACT IV.—Café Anglais. 
Bonvat to wholesome light supper of champagne and appl.s. 
down. 

Vausert (by way of making himself agreeable at a supper pariy).— 

Behold this dagger—it is the weapon that stabbed Maurice Bonval! 
Atmivar.— Ha! (Shrinks.) 

VavuBert (aside to MaApaAme Bonvat).—He 18 the murderer ! 
Mapame LBonvat (aside to Vavbert).—Evidently ! 

VavuBERT (a/oud).—The weapon is elaborately carved. 

ALMIVAR (coo//y).—So was its victim, ha! ha! 

VauBERT (aside to MADAME Bonvat).—He is Nor the murd¢rer! 
Mapame Bonvatu (aside to Vaveunt).— Weiaeatth 

Vausert (aloxd).— It struck him to the heart! ee te. 
Aumivar (who don't like this sort of thing atsupper).— Don t, there « 

a good fellow. 

VavuBert (aside to Mapamm® Bonvat).— He 1s the murderer ! 
Mapame Bonvat (aside to Vausert).— Evidently. 
Aumivar (who is getting rollicking).~Come; one more apple, Lefore 


Enter AtmiIvaR, VAUBERT, cd MADAME 
They sit 


we part ! 
‘AUBERT (aside to MapaMe Bonvat).—He is nor the murderer. _ 

MapaME Bonvau (aside to VAuBERT).—Evidently! And what is 

more, I love him! [ Lubleaw. 
ACT V.—Apartment on the Quays: 
Evtey Vavsenrt and Mapame Bonvat (as usual). 

Vaunest.—I have changed my mind sinee I gave the cue for the 
end of the fourth Aet. He 1s the murderer! a 

Mapame Bonvan (who is beginning to have a poor opinion o} 
VAUBERT'S qualifications as a detective).—Ohy you get out. (Sexds hen 
on to the balcony.) 

Enter ALMIVAR. 

A.MIvar.— Madame Bonval, I love you! May I hepe ? 

Mapame Bonvats—You may! (J/e hopes.) 

Vausexr (from dbateony).— He is nor the murderer! 

Mapame Bonvat.—I must tell you who I am—I am the widow of 
Maurice Bonval, whom you were suspected of havimg murdered! 

Aumivar.—You! (dAside.) Oh, agomy. 

inter VAUBRRT’from balcony. 

Vaurert.—Stop! Behold this dag Oh! (as in pain.) 

Autmivak AND Mapame Bonvar.— Are you unwell ? 

Vaunert.—No; it is nothing. (/umb‘es at his tail poeket, and 
eventually produces pantomime dayyer from'it). Behold this dagger! 

Aumivak.—Ha! ha! I will confess all! I did kill Maurice Bonval: 

Auu.— Ha! 

Atmivar.—And thus—thus he is avenged! 
in great agony.) 

VAUBERT (with inspiration).— He 13 the murdercr !!! 

CuRTALN, 

OvursELves.—An ingeniously conceived, but very unpleasant story. 

The second act is very poor~ the first and fifth are good. ‘hat the 





(Stabs himself, and dies 


piece is successful is attributable to the fact that it is strongly 
sensational, and that the story, unencumbered with andenmet, is kept 
Mr. WicAn played a very unpleasant part 


well in view throughout. 
in a masterly manner. 
full justice to a part which is quite out of his line. 
artificial and extrayagant to the last degree. 


Mr. Criayton, careful and conscientious, did 


Miss NEILSON Wis 


‘‘Overing’’ the Post. 
So far, say the papers, only five hundred holders of Government 


(He changes his | Stocks have signified their wish to avail themselves of the new rule 


for the transmission of their warrants by post. It is strange that 
stocks and posts should not agree, but perhaps the stiff-necked owners 

| of such stocks fancy that this form of paper “collar” might be incen- 
venient. 
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THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. 


Jones (who has been accosted by a party unknown) :—“ Bac PARDON—YOU REALLY HAVE 
THE ADVANTAGE OF ME.” 


Party unknown :— 


Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. Sng oa stite tha', having had numerous app 


List of their Puraitare, they ba 
ee ot 
whole house. 


a USES im preference to 
publishing an 


“ Know I HAVE, DEAR BOY, BY A HEAD AND SHOULDERS.” 





_—-__ 


| 
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PRESS-TIGE! 

Now don’t all you journalists speak at once! 
But here’s an opening :— 

HE PRESS.—Wanted, an Editor, for a small coun- 

try paper, just commencing, will be required to 
report and assist at case.—Address, stating age, terms, 
and qualifications, to Mr, ——, &c. 

The sort of editor required is one of a 
composite—or compositor—order. He will 
have to be strong-minded enough to “set-up ”’ 
his own opinions—to “lead” (N.B., not 
“ conduct } his own leader. He must be 
able not only to manage an editor-ship, but to 
look after the “ galleys.’”” We wish the small 


country paper may get him ! 





Statue Quo P 


Tue other day it was reported that the 
pugilist Mace had been converted, and was 
preaching. Now we read that he is at New 
York, giving a series of “statuesque illus- 
trations.” We presume these illustrations 
are not those “cuts” appealing to the eye, 
which he has often supplied to his adversary's 
frontispiece. But what are we to understand ? 
Has he taken to the pulpit or the pedestal ? 
Is he assuming the character of Stiggins, or 
does he appear as Fib-us Apollo? 


Epi-photo-gram. 
Lorp Byrron’s face and Mrs. Stowe’s 
Shop windows now display, 
And prove there are more ways than one 
To make a scandal pay. 


The former face is fair to see, 
The latter not the least : 

Together they suggest the tale 
Of Beauty and the Beast. 


Duck him! 


Henry Brown, a poultry salesman, was 
fined the other day for cruelty to a number of 
ducks, in the shape of packing them too 
closely in a wooden box. It is a pity such 
brutality to animals cannot be punished 
otherwise than by the pocket. The wooden 
box ought to have been the wrong box in this 
instance ; in short, as an Irishman might say, 
it should have been the stone-jug, to which 
we would have gladly seen him in-duck-ted. 


A Derivation. 
In a police court the other day sausages 


were defined as “bags of mystery ’’—let us 
see: the Greek is “‘ mew-sterion,”’ of course. 


A Por-aun.—Roederer. 





NOTICE.—LEarly in November will be pub- 
lished, with Numerous Illustrations, price One 
Shilling, 
Tom Hood’s Comic Annual. 
Also, sizteen pages, toned paper, Profusely 
Illustrated, price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 





GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


lications from their Customers and the Public ponerelly for a Catalogue, or Price 

care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISH 
meng ), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


NG of SEVEN, TEN and 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


seer 
Printed by JUDD & GLAS6, Phenix Works, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Oct. 23, 1869. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 
No. 76.-THE LADIES OF THE LEA. 


Ladies of the Lea, 
When occurred a change of curates in their 
village by the sea ; 
For appointed to a living was the old Bar- 
THOLOMEW, 


JAMES, the curate new! 


BarTHOLOMEW was reverend, but elderly and 
stout, 

And a martyr to lumbago—he could scarcely 
get about ; 

But James De Vyse was young and fair, and 
comfortably off, 

With the gentlest indication of a sweet con- 
sumptive cough. 


His linen would have suited ALBERT Epwarp Prince oF WALES, 
He was properly particular about his finger nails. 

His legs were straight as arrows (as the picture of him shows), 
His feet were little toddlekins, with tiddy-iddy toes. 


Though anything but foppish, he was careful in his dress, 
His trousers were perfection, his boots were nothing less. 
I think he wore the smallest gloves of any man alive, 

(His hand was barely seven, and his fingers only five). 





’T was no unseemly vanity, but admiration meet, 

Of Nature’s skill as shown in abstract, hands, and legs, and feet. 
He loved them for they proved that Nature only can combine, 
Simplicity of outline with perfection of design. 


It sprung from abstract reverence for Nature’s Wondrous Touch : 
Any feature in the Kosmos he'd have reverenced as much, 

If any other feature had appeared to him as neat 

As his pretty little legs, and little hands, and little feet. 


And Jessiz, JANE, and Marcaret, the Ladies of the Lea, 

When they heard that James pve Vysez their future curate was 
to be, 

Resolved to do whatever well-intentioned girls should do, 

To atone for having slighted poor old fat BarTHOLOMEW. 


Then Jesstz (little Jesstz!) thought, ‘‘ How heedless have I been, 
Of all religious duties, and in charity how mean! 

I will mortify the body with fatiguing exercise, 

I will work a pair of slippers for the RevEREND DE VYSE.” 


And Jenny, who for many months her parish work had shirked, 
Exclaimed, “‘ How have I slumbered, while devouter people worked ! 
Of penances and pains it’s fit that I should suffer some, 

I'll embroider pretty braces for the curate that’s to come!” 


And Macaig said, “ Oh, sluggish one!” (alluding to herself) 
‘‘ How long shall works of piety lie idle on the shelf ? 

Lest RevEREND De Vyse should think my toil a hollow form, 
I will knit a pair of gloves to keep his jack-a-dandies warm !”’ 


But Jessie, who at needlework was rivalled once by few, 

Had grown quite out of practice during old BARTHOLOMEW: 

And when the High Church slippers were delivered to Dz Vysz, 
They were very well intended but preposterous in size. 
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And Jenny, who for old BARTHOLOMEW had never toiled, 

Found her schemes for decorating young De Vyse were near!y foiled ; 
Want of practical experience with braces sent her wrong. 

It was very kind of Jang, but they were very much too long. 


VoL. xX. 


Tne was flutter in the bosoms of the | 


And coming down to take his place, was | 
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And Maaate's want of practice told upon her efforts, too, 

She had never knitted anything for old BArTHOLoMEW. 

The gloves were kindly meant, but they were clumsy as cou'd be. 
Poor Macaig did her best—but they were big enough for me! 





And did De Vysz reject these gifts because misfitting ’ No. 

He wore them conscientiously, determining to show 

That curates should endeavour (though with awkward presents curst) 
To conciliate parishioners—at all events at first. 


And Jessiz, JANE, and Marcaret, the Ladies of the Lea, 
Were eager all their presents on the Curate for to see ; 

So they clambered up his garden wall, in three successive lifts, 
And there was James a-gardening in all his little gifts. 


But the slippers, very roomy, made his feet appear a size 

That caused both Jane and Marcaket unqualified surprise. 

And the gloves that Maacatz knitted in her leisure, I declare, 

Were more like boxing gloves than those that curates ought to wear. 


And the braces, though he triced them up as short as they could go 
Left his trousers very baggy—anything but comme il faut ; 

They might have been suspended on a pair of wooden pegs, 

So completely did they mutfile all the drawing of his legs. 


And Jgsstz (who had laboured at the slippers on his feet) 
Said, “ His trotters, I allow you, are particularly neat, 
But such coarse ungainly hands possess no interest for me, 
And his legs are just as clumsy as a pair of legs can be!”’ 


Then Jenny (who had made the pretty braces for him) spoke, 

‘‘T do not believe his legs deserve the comments they provoke ; 

But I quite agree his hands are very awful in their way, 

And his feet ! oh goodness gracious, what monstrosities are they!” 

And Macare (who had knitted the unhappy pair of gloves), 

Said, “ His hands too big? Oh, nonsense! Why, his hands are perfect 
loves! 

But I quite agree with Jenny that his hands would suit a boor, 

And I quite agree with Jess1£ that his legs are very poor.” 





So Jessir, Janz, and Marcaret, the Ladies of the Lea, 
Were satisfied that James was as ungainly as could be ; 

They never quite recovered from their disappointment sore, 
So they all became Dissenters, and he never saw them morv! 


MorAL. 


Young ladies, if you wish to marry curates, don't refuse 

To work at gloves and slippers, e’en for old BartHoLomews ; 

Or your hands will lose their cunning, and you'll disappointed be, 
Like Jessiz, JANz and Marcaret, the Ladies of the Lea. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, October 27h, 1869. 


“MX,x7, HEN Fashion ceases to be a folly it too often becomes a | 

#/ crime. The present day offers it to us under both aspects. | 

Folly can scarcely further go than in the dress of the | 
fashionable young man of the day. He wears everything 
that cither is uncomfortable or is hideous. If his stick-up collars, and 
broad-lapelled short coats, his tight trousers and straps, his hat, his 
hair, and his walk do not make him miserably uncomfortable they at 
least invest him with a fatuoys imbecility which even the Dead Sea 
Apes of Mr. Caxiyite would shun. But he simply constitutes a 
misery to himself, and an eyesore if not a laughing-stock to others. 
It is reserved for the fair sex to convert Fashion into a crime—and 
if suicide and self-mutilation be crime, the present prevalence of 
tight-lacing, and the mischievous effects on the foot and ankle of the 
high-heeled shoe cannot escape condemnation. Do the girls of the 
period wish us to believe their libellers, that they pinch im their 
waists to such small diameters that they cannot be supposed to have 
any heart—or lungs either, for that matter? Do they think a 
tottering craning gait like that of a beginner on stilts will ever walk 

into our affections ? 

Pooh! Let them study ‘the exquisite proportions of Venus, 
attended by the Graces, rather than the deformity produced by the 
laces. ‘There is no trace of the Graces in the wasp-like figure of the 
modern belle, and it would be as impossible to . the stays of the day 
on the incom ble statue of the goddess of Beauty, which is the 
model of female form, as it would be to dress it in an hour-glass. 





We are glad to see the 7imes speaking out strongly against the 
sheer cruelty of our road-making. It would scarcely seem necessary 
to tell people in the Nineteenth Century that it is simple brutality to 
lay down sharp knobs of granite, or keen-edged splinters of flint upon 
hard roads, and expect to have them ground down by that sensitive 
organisation,a horse’s hoof. The French, whom we islanders set down 
as peculiarly cruel to animals, have long since abandoned the 
ee practice, and use steam rollers, where asphalte is not laid 

own. 

While we are on the subject, we may as well ask the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals why it has not instituted proceed- 
ings against the parish authorities who have charge of that part of the 
Strand which runs on the south side of St. Clement's Church. It is 
paved with slippery slabs, and its gradient is arranged to fall away 
towards the outside of the circle—you might as well expect horses to 
gallop on the dome of St. Paul's, which seems to be the model on 
which the road is laid. The result is that one seldom passes along 
it without seeing a horse down: and we venture to assert that more 
horses fall there than in an equal space anywhere else in London. The 
road should be at least level, if not inclined slightly towards the 
church, instead of from it. 








A PAR-ODE.-Y. 


I nave found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood pigeons breed, 
But let me the plunder forbear, 

She would say ’twas a barbarous deed. 


‘‘ Good gracious! the frights,” she exclaimed, 
“ Are pigeons like that when they're young ? 

I wonder you were mot ashamed 
To tender such food to my tongue! 


“Do kill the pose creatures! you ought 
To have left them until they could fly, 

And then their destruction have wrought, 
And brought them me baked in a pie!"’ 


An Hour true Tale. 


Comp.arnts as to “short time” reach us from the North. Let the 


authorities at Greenwhich Observatory, who, we apprehend, are paid 
for such services, see tothis, or they will speedily 
public take their time from—F vn. 





A Silver Lining to the Cloud. 
Tuts ray illumes the poor collier's life,— when he seeks a new master 





discover that the | against delinquents. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 138. 


Ocronrr, thee we gladly hail, 

The season of stout English ale, 
When that true Briton erst was born, 
The good and brave John Barleycorn. 
Then let us round our brows entwine 
The barley-ears and Kentish bine, 
And worship at the Bacchic shrine. 


1. A stone that boasts a wondrous charm, 
And keeps its wearer from all harm— 
Or so they say,—’twixt you and me, 

I think it’s fudge and fiddlededee ! 


2. Cease, Cockney bard, 
Your jarring strain— 
My peace is marred 
By your refrain, 
So don’t you do it, friend, again! 


3. If your logic you have studied 
With a brain that is not muddied, 
You will see down to the bottom, I 
Rather fancy, of Dichotomy ; 

If your division does not err, 
This will define its character. 


4, He wore a suit of seedy black,— 
His white cravat, of starch in lack, 
Completely put me off the track. 
Said I, “Good sir, are you the curate, 
To whom I ought to pay my pew-rate.” 
Quoth he, “ Too high my calling yourate!”’ 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 1386.—Zcaves Fallen: Luff; Eva, Angel, 
Viol, Eremite, Skeleton. 


Correct Sorvtions or Acrostic. No. 136, Recervep, 20th Ocr.:—Slap Dash ; 
Dorothy J.; Coombs; Frank and Maria; Diggory D.; Double M.; Derfla and 
Ycul; Slodger and Tiney; Timothy and Co.; B. P. R.; Black and Tan; Dead 
Pansy; Old Cider Eye; Poor P.; Imperial; The Boy; J. O. P.; Norwood; Ruby’s 
Ghost; Little T. H.; Doddy; Pen; Tarnagulla; 3 Carshalton Fools; Wel esley ; 
Pimlico Tom Cat ; Skin and Bones; Bleu Corbleu and Parbleu; P. of Greenwich 
Linda Princess. 





A Gigantic Feat. 


We are assured by Mr. Oxtprietp, for whom we expressed our 
sympathy the other day on finding he had had a house and grounds, 
corering two acres, placed in his hands, that he is prepared to outdo 
the Atlantean feat that fact implies. He is prepared at our ‘“ bid- 
ding ’’ to knock the house down with one blow of his hammer. 


Milk, Oh! 

Tits is strange indeed— 

N active Man as GROOM, to milk and attend to pigs, poultry, etc.; one who has 

fiiled a similar situation preferred. Apply, ctc. 

We are a little puzzled to sce why 2 man isto be styled a groom 
because he milks and attends to pigs, poultry, etc. But we are at a 
greater loss to understand how he can milk pigs—we should have 
thought the process much the same as shearing them—sheer nonsense. 
We were a bit bothered about the milking of the poultry till it struck 
us the fowls might be some French kind— good /ait-ers. Of course 
the “ etc.’ includes pigeons. 


Banting Outdone. 

SUFFERERS from a superabundance of (be pleased to print this in the 
smallest type) fat, will learn with satisfaction that at the Crystal 
Palace, and many other places of public resort, they may arrive ut 
their “ correct weight’’ for the “ small charge of one penny.” 


‘*How are you off for Soap?” 
We heartily wish that some “commercial” would put this once 
familiar query to the Man in the Moon, he so invariably fails to come 
out of election enquiries with clean hands. 


Wanted, a Partial Eclipse. 
Potice reports point out to us that charges are daily preferred 
This should not be; in a court of justice no prc- 
ference should be shown. 


To the St. Pancras Board of Guardians. 
Variety is charming,—enough of Hariy-quinade, show us a 


| thorough good transformation scene. 


[Ocroner 30, 1869. 
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Venus :-—“MY STARS, WHAT CAN THAT THING BE UND 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE BLUE-STOCKING. 


I pon’r think as ever I did know sich rubbish as that Mas. 
ALDERTON goes on, as lives close agin us, as’ad ’er little boy's foot 
sea'ded frightful, thro’ a-pullin’ a kittle of bilin’ water over ‘isself, as 
is only five next birthday, and a nice child, only let run wild about 
the place, and "is mother always a-writin’ of novels, or else a-gaddin’ 
out, and them two poor children left to that one gal, as ’ave every- 
think to do, and washes once a fortnight, and only a woman ’arf 
a-day, and no wonder as that poor man’s shirts looks the colour they 
do, and never a button on the fronts, as’ll keep fastened. 

Not as I know nothink about ’em, and shouldn't, if the gal hadn’t 
«ome running into me that Tuesday as the little boy scalded ‘is foot, 
i-saying as she didn’t know what to do, and is cousin to my gal, not 
ag ever I encouraged ’er a-comin’ in tellin’ what went on in ’er 
missus's ’ouse, a-knowin’ well as the dog as can fetch ean carry, as 
the sayin’ is. 

Not as ever I thought they was well cff, thro’ ’earing as ALDERTON 
were in the coal line, not with a wharf and wagins, as is respectable, 
bnt one of them as cadges about for orders, as they couldn’t make 
a-Jivin’ ont of a sbillin’ a ton was it ever so. 

I'd often noticed the little boy, so I goes in when I’eard he was 
‘urt for to see arter ‘im, as they’d laid ’im ona sofy in the back- 
parlour, and there he was, a-whimperin’ more than cryin’, as that gal 
‘ad been and drageed ’is little sock off and broke the blister in ’er 
‘urry; but I’ve got a wonderful dressin’, as I always keeps by me, for 
scalds, and by the time as I'd laid it on with a nice bit of old linen he 
was more easy; but that poor dear child was that dirty that I says to 
the gal, ““ Why, he can’t ’ave ’ad a bath this three months! ”’ 

“Oh!” she says, “their ma won't ever ‘ave them touched with 
e6'd water, thro’ ’aving of a cousin as were laid up with rheumatic 
‘fever, all thro’ bein’ too much washed.” 

T says, “‘ Rubbish.” I says, “A little warm water and a sponge 
would make this child twice as comfortable.” But, bless you, th: re 
wasn’t such a thing as a sponge in the ’ouse, and they only ’ad their 
neck washed now and then with the foot of an old stocking. 

Well, jest as we ’ad made the little boy all right, in come ’is ma, 
as ’ad been out along with the little gal. Ske come a-rushin’ into the 
room, all ’er ’air a-stragglin’ down, and a-sayin’, “Oh, my own 
darlin’, my hangel; is he dead, is he killed ?” 

I says, ‘‘ Bless me, no, and not much the matter, only don’t go 
a-tearin’ ’im like that; let him be!” for she was a-clutchin’ at ’im 
with ’er harms, and the little gal began a-screamin’, as were all dirty 
finery and a squint. 

So I says, * Do let the child be quict, he'll be all right.” 

‘‘ Ah,” says Mas, ALDERTON, “my gool soul, you’re not a mother.” 

I says, ** Excuse me, mum, but I am, as is three livin’ and two 
buried.”’ 

She say, “And can you speak so cool? Oh, if I were to lose my 
darlin’s, all I should say would be, bury me with ’em.”’ 

‘‘ Ah,” I says, “that’s all werry fine, but it’s agin nater.’’ She 
ep" a-lookin’ at me with a quizzin’-glass as she wore round ’er neck, 
with a old gilt chain, ani she says, ‘“ Ought I to send for a physician 7 
What onght I todo? My ’usband would never forgive me if I neg- 
lected this hangel; and if anything were to ’appen to ’im we should 
break our ‘arts.”’ 

I says, ‘*’Arts is tough things. But,’’ I says, ‘‘ with common care 
this boy ll be about agin in less than a week.” 

“Oh,” she says, * bless you for them words,” and went on a lot of 
foolishness as made me quite sick of ’er rubbishin’ airs. So I wishes 
‘er good day, and said as I'd send to inquire for the little boy. 

The poor little fellow says, ‘‘ Oh, come again soon,” as I promised I 
would. I let two days go by, ’avin’ ’eard as the little chap were 
doin’ nicely, and then I says to my gal, I says, “Give a eye and seo 
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She says, ‘Wherever do you get your lingwidge from, it’s 
wonderful.” 

“ Why,” I says, “the same a3 where you gets yours from’ 

| She bust out a-larfin, and says, “Theiler of ny s-eikin’ sich 
langwidge as that!”’ 

“Well,” [save, “IT don't mind about your lang wil f think 
it’s a pity as sich a fine lady should set in sach a pies . Litt? 
soap and water wouldn't do you no ‘arm; andas t> vour v chi dren, 

they’re miusks of filth,” and out I woes; anlif she dila'l cill ent gy 
the gal, ‘Show this ’orrid, vu'gar, okl:womin out, an! no.er Tet ‘er 
enter my doors agin.”’ 

T did walk out, a-feelin’ thankful that I wasu's sich a one as ‘er 
with all my faults. , 

| It was ahout a month arter that, as one mornin’ »- Towa 1ata 


as that puddin’ keeps bilin’, for I'm a-goin’ into Mrs. ALDERTON’s to — 


see the little boy.” De 
“Well,” she says, “‘mum, you can goif you please, but if it was 
me, I wouldn't stoop to go over ’er door, as is no lady, and "ave been 
a-larfin at you, and imitatin’ of you to’er ‘usband, and a-sayin’ as 
she’d ’ave you in jest for im to ’ave a good larf at you.” — 
“ Well,” I says, ‘‘ let ’im larf, poor feller, for I don’t think as he've 


got much to larf at besides; but,” I says, ‘I shall go in, for I never | 
listens to anythink as is suid about me by servants’ repeatin’, as‘il often | 


make mischicf where none wasn't meant.” 
So in I goes to Mrs. ALperton’s, as was a-settin’ a-writin ina 


room more like a dust'ole than a ’uman bein’, and ’er that dirty. 


She was comiu’ the grand, and spoke that ’aughty that I says, “I | 


only come to ask after your little chap, as is doin’ well, [ hope ?”’ 
She say, “ Thanks; Masrer ALDERTON i3 a-progressin’,”’ 
on writin’. 
So I gets up, and says, “I wish you good day.” oo 
She says, ‘I'm sorry I can’t ask you to stop, 13 I am expectin 
friends, people of conseqnence.”’ 
I says, “Oh, indeed. I’m sorry as I intruded, 
interloper nowheres.” 


and keeps | 


| the kitchen I see Muse. Atnertron’ssérvant a-sottin’ there in ‘er bonn 
and shawl. So [I seys, “What ‘brings you in*h:re, Masra, at this 
time of day * 

“Oh,” she ssys, “I'm a-goin’ ’one, and only stepy J 
good-bye to CHARLoTTe.” 

So I says, ‘* What ’ave you left: your place for? 

“Oh,” she says, “ my place ‘ave left me, for the brok: rs ‘es been in 
and seized every stick, and I ain’t even got my box from ‘em.’ 

I says, ** Wherever is that Mrs: Anpenron and them:o -r children?” 

“ Oh,”’ she says, “they're in the ’ouse, withont a « to set on, 
nor yet a morsel of fire nor food since breakfast yesterday, as «ere 
only a bit of bread and a pen’orth of milk.’ , 

I says, ‘* Where's he got to?” 

‘‘Oh,”’ she says, “he's been away over a week ; and i's my or inion 
as he'll be found in the canal, for if ever I see a man drove desperate 
it’'s’im.’’ “ Well,” I says, * I don't like to go near ’er, x2 mizht 1} ok 
like crowin’ over “er; but,” [ says, ‘you go back and tell ‘er if I can 
be of any uso to ’er, I shall be glad.’ 

So she went, and come back ina few minits, e-sivin’ M is. 
| ALperton would be glad to see me; and in I wint, and foun ‘er anil 
| them poor children dowright destitute. She began a-takin’ on when 
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she see me, and was wore out for unger, aul so wis the children. 
So I cays, “Now, you bring ’em into my plac. and when you've ‘al 
| your breakfast we can see what’s to be done;”’ and / noy.r did sse 
anyone eat like them poor children; and as Brown wes away fron 
’ome, I ‘ad *em stoppin’ with me for three davs, and the first thins as 


| I did was to give them children a good bath, and ‘ave their bits of 
| clothes washed out, and kep’ ’em in bed till they was dricd. 

As for the mother, she went off to some friends as agree) to ‘elp ‘er, 
and would take ’er in, so off she went with ‘er children, ard af re 
goin’ she says to me, “Mrs. Browy, I’m ashamed of the way I’ve 
spoken of you as a wulgar, tipp’in’ old woman,’ 

I says, “Mrs. ALDERKTON, ma’im, don’t mention it.’ 

‘As to bein’ wulgar, I am only what I were born to: 2g 
to tipplin’, that is not my ’abits, tho’ I might be overtook in a fault; 
but,’ [ says, ‘it’s time enough for parties to call me wulgar when I 
sets up to be anythink but plain Manrua Brown.’ I didn't mean to 
be ‘urd on ’er, but I know'd a3 she'd been a-takin’ me off in ’er 
wrilin’s and ‘er newspapers, so couldn’t ’elp a-spcakin’; “ but,”’ I 
says, ‘‘there’s my ’and, and I wishes you better luck, and only wishes 
it was in my power to ’elp you more.”’ 

She says, “You've been a true friend to me and the ¢).ildren, and 
you'll nev: r ’ear me speak anythink but good of you.”’ 

And so off they went, and I ’eard arterwaris from ’vr, as 
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was a-zon’ to hemigrate; but IT don’t care where she gi c:, I'm afeaid 
she’s a rank sloven, and will be ail the world over. 
MUTTON BROTH: A SOUP SONG. 


Arr,—‘‘ Their groves 0’ sweet myrtle.’’ 


Ture bowls of rich turtle let aldermen reckon, 
Where hot steaming green-fat exhales its perfum> ; 
Plain mutton which grazed on the hills of green Brecon, 
Yields liquor more wholesome —more cheap to consume ! 


More grateful the scent (though it sometimes o'erpowers 
Of garlick and leek in my lowly tureen, 

Than the musk-breathing spices which Araby showers 
To flavour the soups of the gourmand’s evisine. 


Oh! well with himself may the epicure question, 
Is turtle a true or a transient delight? 

For the succulent reptile impairs the digestion— 
Its paly ghost elimmers through the dreams of t! 


? 


Then leave to the corpulent Mansion-house glutt 
His turtle decoction—a fat rich and green, 


il 


And quaff the quintessence of juicy Welsh mutton, 


as wouldn’t be a | 


Which fragrantly steams in my pewter turcen: 





Tue Box Orrice.—A tip as to the locality of the next “mil.” 
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THOSE PLAGUEY PUNSTERS ! 


Enthusiastic Etymologist :—“I say, Brown, DID IT BVER STRIKE YOU WHAT AN INSANE LOOKING WOR2D ‘FRUITERER' Is? Wuy 


©»? 


COULDN'T WE AS WELL SAY ‘ FRUITER? 
Brown (punster as above) :—“ WELL, YES—LOOKS VERY LIKE AN ¢rer, DON'T IT?” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tuers is a strong American flavour about the re-opened St. 
James's. The manageress and a considerable proportion of the 
company either are Americans or have been long in America, and the 

laybill is we suppose framed on the American model—at least we 

ave not seen anything like it here before, and do not consider it an 
improvement, though it affords a laugh when it “has much pleasure 
in introducing to the English public’’—the author of Zhe Jumping 
Freq ! 


The theatre has been re-decorated. It is to be regretted that the 
same taste which presided over the decoration of the refreshment rooms 
did not extend to the house, which has a little too much of the 


cracker-bon-bon and Twelfth Cake style of ornamentation. The pit has | 
disappeared, its place being occupied by commodious stalls, and the | 


old system of fees is abolished. 

The performance commences with an OrrENBACHIAN operetta, which 
has slightly lost bouquet in the process of decanting into English 
bottles. It winds up with a ballet. The fine old comedy She Stoops to 
Conquer occupies the post of honour. It is fairly acted on the whole, 
though the brilliant dialogue does not always have justice done it. 
Tony Lumpkin, Mr. Hardcastle, and Miss Hardcastle were performed, 
respectively, admirably by Mr. Lionet Broven, well by Mr. Marx 
Smrrn, and somewhat too stagily by Miss Hernert. The scenery is 
good ; the drop-scene especially being a work of high art. 

Tho season opened under favourable auspices, and we wish the 
venture all success, since, following in the wake of Mr. Barry 
Sutirvan, the management intends to give us the sterling old plays of 
the best days of the drama. 

The care and forethought with which the comfort and convenience 


of the audience are attended to at the Gaiety Theatre cannot 


altogether compensate short-comings on the stage. We have scarcely 
as yet had any dramatic gems worthy of such a setting, and the Life 
Chase, an adaptation by Messrs. OxENrorD anp Wigan is hardly 
likely to take the place of Koh-i-noor, Though ingeniously adapted, 


} 


it is somewhat tedious in development, while the sympathies of the 


| audience can lay hold of nothing save the dogged fidelity of an agent 


of police, and must recoil from both hero and heroine. Mr. CLAyToNn 
made a decided hit as the agent, Vaubert, a most characteristically made- 
| up and earnestly played part. Mr. Atrrep Wican was hardly at 
| home in the part of Bertrand Alvimar. Miss Negiison, who once 
| showed some slight promise, entirely failed as Mapamg Bonvat. Her 
performance being confined to “inexplicable dumb show,’ was 
scarcely audible beyond the front row of the stalls, and attitude after 
all is not everything. Muss Farren acted the Marquis de Fontelle 
' with spirit, and some of the other subordinate parts were fairly 
sustained. The plot is unpleasant, and the dénouement?, in our opinion, a 
mistake. Instead of stabbing himself with a very “property” 
dagger, Alvimar ought to fling himself or fall from the balcony, to 
escape from the gendarmes of Vaubert. The scenery was effectively 
| painted, and the dresses were excellent. But we agree with the 
| translators of the piece—that is, if we may deduce their opinion of its 
_success from their refusal to come before the curtain. The 
| performances commenced with the sparkling operetta of Lischen and 
| Fritzchen, and wound-up with that best-abused—and perhaps worst 
| written of burlesques—Linda of Chamouni. Pretty music and telling 
| costumes are very well in their way, but a burlesque requires a plot, 
| neat writing, and at least one or two new jokes. All the vivacity and 
talent of Miss Farren even cannot rescue such dulness, and it seems 
likely that the burlesque will only be noted in dramatic annals, 
because the Zimes first condemned it sweepingly, and then a few days 
| afterwards—just about the time, to be accurate, when the new drama 
by Messrs. OxEnrorD AND WIGAN was underlined—announced that 
on second thoughts the burlesque was not so bad after all. 


Weight for Age. 


The Count de Chambord attained his forty-ninth birthday a week 
or so since. The Real Bore is perennial, and of his birthdays there 
is no Count. 
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THE = CALLER. 


i » . © ’'M not at home— 
K f that is to 
say, 
I can't see any 
one to-day— 
I’mbusy, that’s 
enough! 
Delusive hope! 
| i for JONES 
will come, 
Receive the mes- 
sage with a 
“hum! 
Pooh! Rub- 
bish! Pack 
o’ stuff!”’ 
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Bags of Mystery. 


A SuEFrvIELD sausage- age r has been sentenced to three months’ 
hard labour for going the whole hog in pork-sausages with decayed 
horse-tlesh. When we think of the fatal diseases that might have 
sprung from a string of sausages, we honour the bench that ris dded— 
as Tie KARE meant tos Ly — Sheffield of this mortal coil.’ 

[N.L. Parties ac quainted ‘with Greek will be charged extra for this 
number, in consideration of their getting an extra j: ke out of xouNa. J 

























The Lord Mayor and ‘* corporation.” 
Tie London correspondent of a provincial paper writes as 
follows :— 
** The best all-round Lord Mayor we ever knew was Sir B:njamin Phillips. 
It would be no casy task to realize the appearanc e of an alderman 
who did not present a portly presence and, @ fortiori, there should be 


no mistake as to the rotundity of the Chicf Magistriie of the City. 
The above testimonial places Sik Bexsamin in a position of which he 


may well feel proud. 


” 





Lor JONES is one 
of those good 


‘“°Tis an Ill Wind that Blows Nobody Good.” 


chaps— 

‘There might Arter the disgraceful disclosures elicited at the late Election Com- 
be fewer | mi: sions, little surprise will be felt if certain constituencies “get the 
i though, per- | bullet.” The proceedings must have served to hasten the day when 
a2 Bi haps) tlie whole body of electors will get—the ballot. 

i ak 7 never a 

test fat | ake & no! . 

Sy And _ he'll persist A Choice. 

= A CorRESPONDENT who cannot understand an advertisement he has 


in coming in 


Some tedious gossip to begin, met with— 


Still threatening to go! 

““ Not heard that SmirH has gone to smash— 

‘That Brown has stolen his partner’s cash. 
No, thanks! I won’t sit down. 

For I’m just off. Dear me! to think 

You hadn’t heard !’’—then with a wink— 
‘“‘T never fancied Brown ! 


** Wanted a Lady who can Vamp well.” 
Is advised to apply to any music-hall pianiste, or to the editor of 
Macmillan’s Magazine. 

Rowing in the same Boat. 

We see it stated that Mr. Brown, the American sculler, rows in a 
skiff made of paper. ‘There isnothing newin this di-skiff-ery (con- 
found the bull) :—whole familics are too often “floated ”’ into society 
on “paper.” 

A Mistake, and no Mistake. 
Tur extraordinary conduct of the Humane Society, with regard to 


the lighterman, Slatte rly, whose frequent rescues of drowning people 
they refuse to re ‘ognise, is only to be accounted for by the old saying 


“‘T see you’re busy! Never mind, 
Ill call again ere long. You'll find 
That what I said was true — 
I ought to say that ere I go 
I re ally hope he doesn’t owe 
‘A penny piece to you. 


“It's said that Mus. D. is gone— 
Of course one won't be hard upon 
Poor Brown—but still it’s odd, 
They disappear the self same day, 
It looks a shade suspicious, eh 
And by the way, young Dopp— 


‘“ TIumanum est errare. 


reenter a 


Auswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepled MSS. or Sketches, wiless they ave accom- 


and directed e.velope; and we do not hold ourselves 


“You know young Dopp, in Cuvurriy’s Bank, panied by @ stamped 
He’s only got himself to thank— responsible for loss. 
But still the rumour gocs Jo Kinc.—No; you're not, your only a W ood DB. Joe Kerr. 
That he’s been doing bills w ith Brown. C. W. M. (Manstie ld .—A feeble imitation ! 
W. T. (Ryde).—Don’t ride your Pegasus further—’tis a sorry bru‘e, 


Reported commonly in town— 
Oh, everybody knows!”’ and will never find arhyme for “ hippopotamus.’ We knew a German 
once who could rhyme it, but he spoke English very imperfectly and swore 


ene ee SEP ENe Tee 


And so he prattles on and on frizhtfully. 

| Until you wish him high upon JoHN Mitton, JuNion —We don't know where yeu can take out a 

Oblivion’s topmost shelf. ‘* poet's license '” wouldn't one ‘to be drunk cn ‘he premises ’ dor If so 
Another caller! Ask him in! ‘ apply at the nearest public-house. 

And yes—no— —yes! You well may grin— GREENHOKN (Re egent-street).—It is not at all likely that we shall en- 

couraze you in plagiarising the ideas of our staff. Mind your own shop, 


Betold it’s Brown himself. 


ther people’ s tills. 
But. lo! Sitti atic itia and don’t try to rob o } ; 
t, lo! the ch utterer, unabashed, SHORTHAND WalTeEr.—'1he verses are of too “ flimsy ° a nature. 





Has “ee aoe pee ae oo Fat E LANCE seems 1 ither devoid of point. 
ao ey ROWE, SRG 20 C7 a NerruNngE.—Your jokes are not dry enough, your satire is not whetted 
| You're looking well ~ quite fresh and spry-- enough. | 
It's very odd, but he and I Fx1zz. - Much obliged to you, indeed. 
Were talking about you.” A. B. D.—“ Cudgel thy wit no more ’’—it can’t be done. 
J.L.P (Brighton).—'lo what sketches do you refer? Be more explicit. 
re 4 sein amon | S. Cranes —It did not reach us, anyhow! 
Speaking Feelingly. Bor. —S vr ither £ tis he”’ who Writ es Vi uly arly. 

as , = —r . TROJAN Honse.—Thanks, old hoss. 

fue graceful weeping willow commands our admiration, but who | Ewitie.—We would do much to oblige a lady, but we cannot insert such 
| ever said a good word for the whipping birch ? rubbish as that. 

G. R. W. (Paddington green).—So you would like to pull y 


The Law Conquers Impossibility. columns - and in such execrable verse! Walker, indeed, say we! 
Declined with thanks :— L.. , Barnstaple ; C. G., Lombard street; Nemo; 
, ; , A 


A MAN who gocs tolaw without a leg to stand on, is sure to “ put his | | A. B., Hyde-park; T. C.J.; O. R. J. C.; A Great Many Admin 
| Bloat’: Oliver ‘I'wist; J. T. P. ; Red Lichtie, Arbroath; B ; J. C., Hu 


G. G., Nowton-stroet; W. E., Temple; H. H., EBoundary- road ; S r. 
C, Aings! land ; 


Equine Sagacity. S. C.: J. C., Hackney-road; J. I. J., Wes min-ter; W. C, | 
We observe that the second horse in a late race, with commendable | Attendant ; E. C,, Clapham; C. M., Live rpool 5 Po dies; Nem; Hen-awry ; 
prudence, “saved his stake.’ B., Leeds; W. T. I’., Dalston; A. N, B., Campdeneait, 


» 


foot in it. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 


No. 3.—Lercester Square. 


“Sono, Soho,” said the bold Marco. Which proves that the bold 
Manco, like a great many other foreigners, had at one time resided in 
that strange region where all the nationalities meet to talk bad 
English, to discuss worse politics, and to smoke worst tobacco. 

The disreputable statue in the centre of the square would seem to 
be typical of the dilapidated and decayed condition of Royalty in this 
quarter. Three fourths of these seedy “‘ moossoos ’’— to use the term 
arbitrarily applied to all broken-English-speaking persons—are 
conspirators of the deepest dye, and the reddest republicanism. But 
they are only harmless visionaries nevertheless. ‘Their conspiracies 
are as little likely to be hatched out, as the fly-spotted eggs in the 
windows of the di little cafés of the neighbourhood. 

It is more then likely that few of them would care to quit their 
adopted country even if they had the chance of an amnesty. Could 
their native air smell more of garlic than this atmosphere of Soho? If 
it could we would rather not include it in the programme of our 
Autumn excursion. No! They are perfectly contented, Don, Senor, 
Herr, and Monsieur alike! There are no agents of police to dog them 
at every turn, and haven't they their own dear little, illegible, dimly- 
printed, flimsy, incomprehensible newspapers ? 

Strange vicissitudes the old square has seen since princes had their 
abode there—and a greater than any prince, a man of genius, 
Hocaxtn the painter set up his sign there! And ’tis classic ground 
too! Ultima calestum, terras Astrea religquit, and when she did so 
this was the particular spot she quitted. Yes, where the minarets of 
the Alhambra glitter in the enakey sunlight, Science made her last 
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stand, and tried to blend instruction with amusement—and tinted 
fountains in the Panopticon. On that spot Pirrezax1 now capers 
lightly and nightly! 

But our foreign friends care nothing fer these old associations, these 
strange vicissitudes. What are the traditions of Albion to them? 
What should they care for changes, who have seen dynasties over- 
thrown ? 

Come along, my bold young Briton,—let us quit the spot. We 
can’t deprive it of its foreign flavour—we're as much out of place here 
as a Christmas plum-pudding among Neapolitan ices. But if you like 
we will so far sacrifice to the genius loci as to goin here, and have a 
glass of absinthe. 


Le Folly! 


Wuy should we look to medical men to put down the eccentricities 
of Fashion ?—Because they can best administer Clo’-reform 





One for his Worshipful. 
PRELIMINARY pastime to “passing the Chair.’””— Passing the 
bottle. 


No Team for the Genuine Sportsman.—“ Driving ’’ partridges. 








NOTICE,.—Nov. 15, with Numerous Illustrations, price One Shilling, 
Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. 
Also, Nov. 1, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, price 2d., 
FUN ALMANAC. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


List of their have compiled 


Messrs. Goose, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their 
FOURTEEN-ROOM 


THIS 
119, 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
B Fairy Cxtrabagance, 


me ee 


aay CHAPTER XI.—(ContTInveEp.) 
AGGATTI, who, beside being a Rag-gatherer was an honorary 
member of the Worshipful Company of Kettle-menders, had 
< called together the brethren, and pointed out that they might be 
of immense service to the besieged town if they would set to 
work drumming on all the tin kettles they could lay hands on. — 

In fine, the inhabitants of Aphania were so energetic in their pre- 
parations, and set up such a tremendous clatter and tattoo, that the 
Archduke thought it prudent not to commence the assault that day, 
and ordered his troops to pitch their tents. His troops had had to 
make rapid and forced marches of great length, and it was only prudent 
to give them a rest. 

Night closed in, and the weary soldiers of Fizpororr sought their 
straw couches, while the inhabitants of Aphania retired to rest worn 
out with the harass and anxiety of the day. An occasional and faint 
‘‘ rub-a-dub-dub,”’ from the enemy’s outposts, responded to by a drop- 

ing rattle of “tum-tum-tum” from the walls, showed that both 
siegers and besieged had watchful sentries and vigilant pickets. 

Within the town a solitary lamp gleamed in the casement of 
RaccGatti’s humble abode. He and his son were sitting up contriving 
plans for the preservation ef their native city. 

: he they seemed delighted at the capture of the peas?’’ said the 
ather. 

“Enraptured,” replied the son; “and the Lord High Pigeoner 
assured me that they were inveterate munchers of green-food.”’ 

“What a pity the Royal Pea-warehouse is not outside the walls. 
We could entice them all into that and then lock them in.”’ 

“It would not hold half the army, it is so full of peas just at 

resent.” 

“ Very full?” 

‘About three quarters—why ?” 

Raaeatti did not answer, but he jumped up and executed a vigorous 
double shuffle which lasted for about half an hour. When he had 
sunk exhausted into his chair his son questioned him as to the mean- 
ing of the demonstration. 

“T’ve got a splendid notion!” 

‘‘ What is it?’’ asked Remsxy. 

His father looked cautiously round, to make sure they were not 
observed, and then whispered something in Remsxy’s ear. 

“Excellent!” said Remsxy, his Tas cles with delight. 

‘ “T'll go and lay the proposition before his Majesty,” said the 
ather. 

“ And I’ll put the plan into execution,” exclaimed the son. 

They hands and remained silent for some minutes. 

‘«‘ What's the matter now ?”’ asked the royal Porter putting his night- 
capped head out of the window in answer to Racoatti's knocking. It 
was ten and the royal household retired early. 

“‘T want to see his Majesty. I have an important communication to 
make about the means of defending the city and defeating the invader,” 
said Racearri. 

“Oh, bother! won't it do in the morning?” asked the Porter, 


gruffly. 
“No! I must see his Majesty immediately.” 


said RaGGATrTI. 


VOL. X. 


With very much grumbling the Porter went and woke the Head- 
porter, who in his turn roused the Groom of the Chambers, and he 
summoned the Warming-pan in Waiting, who informed the First Lord 
of the Bedchamber. And the First Lord of the Bedchamber tapped 
at the King’s bedroom door. 

“Cmbrrgrumphfrr!” said his Majesty. 

The First Lord tapped again. 

C’fnd wo'y wah?” growled the monarch. 

‘“‘If you please, your Majesty, there’s some one wants to speak to 
you about a plan for defending the city and routing the besiegers, and 
he says it’s immediate!” , 

“Well, then,” said the sovereign, who was now fully awake, “ just 
bring me the crown, and show him up.” 

_So the First Lord of the Bedchamber brought the crown, which the 
ae slipped on over his nightcap as he sat up in bed to receive his 
visitor. 


The First Lord of the Bedchamber then communicated with the 


| Warming-pan in Waiting, and the Warming-pan in Waiting imparted 
| to the Groom of the Chambers, and the Groom of the Chambers in- 


timated to the Head-porter and the Head-porter told the Under-porter 
that the gentleman might walk up. 

Of the details of the interview between His Majesty and Racoatri I 
can give you no report, for, of course under the circumstances, no 
reporters were present, no record appeared in the Gazette, and the 
matter was kept a secret. 

But the result of the interview was that the first Lord of the Bed- 
chamber had to step down into the_Library for pen, ink, and paper; 
and when these materials were procured, Kine Bunco with his own 
royal hand wrote out an order commanding the keepers of the Royal 
Pea-Warehouse to deliver up possession of the building and its con- 
tents, together with all vans, waggons, carts, tax-carts, barrows, and 
trucks, and the horses, mules, and asses thereto appertaining, besides 
baskets, boxes, and packing cases used on the premises, to His Majesty's 
faithful and well-beloved subject, Raccartt. 

Armed with these credentials, and by the aid of Remsxy, RacGatti 
removed all the peas in the Royal Warehouse to a range of buildings 
without the town. The peas were taken out under cover of night by 
the gates farthest removed from the beleaguering forces. 

Remsky took leave of his father at the gates, and the latter returned 
home, while Remsxy drove the last load of peas to the repository with- 
out the town, and having stored it there, drove off in the direction of 
the enemy’s camp. 





CHAPTER XII. 
THE ASSAULT. 


“May your Serene Mightiness’s boots never be tighter!’’ said 
Fretp Marsnat GaGaGaccum, entering the Archduke’s tent with 
the usual salutation. 

‘Well, Gaccs, my boy,” said the Archduke, who was of a jovial and 
rollicking disposition when in the field—and successful, “ well, Gacas, 
my boy, what is thenews? Has Bunco capitulated ?”’ 

“‘ No, your Serenity, he has not! But a young man has presented 
himself at the outposts and states that he wishes to be conducted into 
your august presence. We have searched him, and he carries no con- 
cealed weapons, so that if your Mightiness elects to admit him it can 
be done with complete safety.”’ 

‘““What is his object in demanding an interview?” asked Fiz- 
POPOFF. 

‘“‘He will not breathe a word on that subject toany one but yourself, 
Highness! ” 

‘* What is he like ?”’ 

“ Young, slightly-formed, and not ill-looking !”’ 

“Ts he bigger or stronger than I am?” 

‘‘ Neither, your Highness.” 

“‘Tnen send him in.” 

The Field Marshal retired for a moment, and then returned leading 
in the son of Raaaartt. 

‘‘He says he hasn’t a card about him, but his name is Remsxy, and 
he’s an inhabitant of Aphania.”’ 

‘‘That will do, Field Marshal, leave us!” said the Archduke, who 
had taken the precaution to cock his pistols while the Field Marshal 
went out to fetch Remsxy. 

“‘ Now then, what is it?” asked the Archduke sharply, turning to 
Remsky. 

Remsxy leant one hand on the back of a chair, placed the other 
under his coat-tails behind, cleared his throat, and alternately rising 
and faliing on his toes as he proceeded, in accordance with the em- 
phasis of his utterances, he began the following remarkable oration. 


FIDDLE-DE-DEE. 
CueErte, winner of the Cesarewitch, is described as being “ fiddle headed.”’ 
A first fiddle, of course, 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, November 3rd, 1869. 
ERE lies a gallant gentleman!”’ is the tribute of sorrow 
and regard which all alike will pay to the late Kart or 
Derry. Those who disagreed with the politician, could 
not but love and admire the man; and Lancashire 
throughout its length and breadth will mourn long for one 
whose warm heart and open, hand never failed its people in 
times of difficulty or distress. | 

His political opponents were as proud of “the Rupert of 
Debate’ as his friends were. The knight without fear and 
without reproach, who to the last battled so stoutly against 
odds, takes with him to his grave the nation’s honour and 
affection. On his bier we may lay, if not the victor’s wreath, 
at least the hero’s, beside the dinted sword. Before it those 
who were ranged on the opposite side in the political battle 
field are not ashamed to lower their banner and sink their 
arms, as they do sad reverence to the honoured dead. Eng- 
land will look, and long in vain, for another Cavalier as fear- 
less, as gentle, and as noble as “ the Rupert of Debate.”’ 


Hupert | Heoretted, 


Reroen, Sorrow, uncontrolled 
Tn all hearts gentle, generous, and brave — 
For, lo, stout heart and open hand lie cold 
In Dexsy’s honoured grave. 


Nobly he bore his " 
True to his monarch, loyal to his land, 
With soul too fiery for mean trickster’s art— 
E’en in his errors grand. 
Bring, Britain, here thy wreath, 
And on our gallant Rupeat’s coffin lay, 
By that keen blade—(how fretted it the sheath !)— 
Hacked in how many a fray! 
Aye! Let your salt tears fall, 
Oh, widowed Shire, he oft hath bid rejoice— 
No quicklier stirred his heart the battle-call 
Than Charity’s soft voice. 


Unsullied as his shield, 

The record of his life shall History tell ; 

** Quick in the council, foremost in the field, 
He loved his country well.”’ 


Opponents—yet no foes— 
Mingle with friends their sorrow o’er his bier: 
So mourned, so honoured, to repose 
Our dauntless Cavalier ! 










































We should rejoice very much to see the proposition of the Rey. F. 
O, Morris to im a tax on guns embodied in a practical form by 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer. It would be a more defensible tax 
than that on dogs, and would be infinitely more serviceable. Those 
who live in the suburbs, a few miles from town, are subjected to con- 
stant annoyance, not to say danger, by the popping and banging of 
idle hulking vagabonds, who prowl about after ay birds, and are not 
too careful in what direction they fire, or how near they are to the 
high road. The wanton destruction of the birds is not. the only harm 
they inflict, for they never scruple to fire into fruit trees, doing 
infinite injury to the young wood and the tender buds. Under 

retext of shooting, moreover, these loafers snap up many unconsidered 

ifles ; and many an idler has been transformed into a poacher if not 
a thief by the temptations to which the ion of a gun expose him. 
We sincerely hope Mr. Lows will revolve this question on his 
bicycle; and should he come.to the determination to im a tax on 
guns we shall for the first time in our lives hail gladly the addition of 
an impost to the numerous burdens which the British tax payer has 
to grin and bear. 








Musical Intelligence. 
Mr. Sims Rexves is unfortunately subject to such frequent indis- 
positions that we feel sure it will gratify his admirers to learn from 
the Leeds papers that he is—to use the vernacular—“ all alive, and 


kicking ,”? 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 139. 


One goes to where the great hidalgos dwell, 
Perchance he’ll represent us fairly well ; 
The other must forego all spouting larks 
And for the people keep the people’s parks. 


1. If it comes, as I think it does, sixth on the scale, 
You'll reach it quite easily—yes, without fail ; 
You'll find it, well uttered, a musical note 
That should come from the chest, not be sung in the thraot. 


2. He should be, as his name implies, a friend— 
But friendships come sometimes to saddest end. 
He was called “ faithful’’ once, a poet spoke, 
And added thereto an unseemly joke. 


3. In the nigger tongue correct, 
This word, if you recollect, 
Names a tint brunettes may wear, 
Should be shunned by maidens fair. 


4. If I stepped down, you might express by this 
The act, and yet exceeding strange it is, 
It means far more—without exaggeration, 
It might express a general conflagration. 


5. “The rest have gloves of sweet perfume, 
The gauntlet strong of mail, 
The broider’d cap and flaunting plume,” 
His name taught Moors to quail. 


6. A name of a swell in a nation, we know, 
Used to boast of that hero in ages ago. 


SotvuTion or Acrostic No. 137. — Emperor, Empress: Etiquette, 
Mushroom, Pulp, Elixir, Re, Offers, Riches. 

Correct Sotutioss or Acrostic No. 137, rxcxrvep October 27th.—Linds 
Princess; Dot; Q. E..D.; C. and Sarah; Scarr Wheel; Blueskin; Derfla and 
Yeul; D. E. H.; Biddy; Timothy and Co; Lilla; Carlotta; Frank and Maria; J. 
O. P.; Dead Pansy; J.H.; A. L. and McK.; Pipehop; R.A. M.; F. A. T,; Ruby’s 
Ghost; Thalassa; Acrostic Solving Co.; Yerrip; Old London; Pcdge’s Grand- 
mother ; Mu Nu; Totterdown; Suffolk Dumpling; Prior of G.; Slap Dash; Dick ; 
Pimlico Tom Cat; Nemo; Old i and Tiney; Vansittart; Gray’s 


Gallivanting Giants ; Bravo Ned; J. H. L. 
| 


How it Happened. 


Tue Broad Arrow is very indignant about another case of red tape, 
of which it gives an account, epitomised below :— 

Lieutenant+Colonel T wytord, commanding the 2nd Administrative Battalion Hants 
Rifle Volunteers, an officer who has laboured hard for the good of the force for some 
time past, recently intimated to his men that he intended shortly to introduce the 
new spade-drill, which may now be said to form a most essential part of military 
instruction. Colonel Twyford had an interview with an Engineer officer attached to 
the department at Portsmouth, and a letter written to one of the Control officials at 
Portsmouth, where thousands of necessary implements for the operations are stored 
applying for the use ofthem. According to the instructions given him, the Colonel 
wrote to the War Office on the subject, asking for the use of the tools, and received 
an intimation that his request could not be complied with. — 

We have had recourse to our own spiritual medium, and are enabled 
to describe the way in which the Colonel’s application was received. 
We put it in a dramatic form for convenience :— 

ScensE—Wak OFFICE. 

JongEs, a clerk, discovered reading the Times; Brown, another 
clerk, reading the Standard; Roxinson, a third clerk, reading an 
official document. 

Roxsrnson.—Oh, I say, ye know, here’s a fellah wants the use of a 
lot of spades for spade-drill. 

Brown.—Oh, bother! We shall have beggars always applying for 
spades for spade-drill, ye know. 

Jongs.— Can't be done—of cawse ! 

Roprnson sits down and writes.—I am directed by the Secretary 
of State for War to acknowledge, etc., and to inform you that your 
application cannot be complied with. I have the honour to be. 

Omnzs.— Oh yaas, of cawse! Couldn't be done! 





A Lost Opportunity. 
“The Cambridgeshire,” a racing tipster, announces to be “ a gift” for 
his selection. ‘Somehow or other he might have lugg’d in the 
sweet word Ely-mosynary. 





The Coming ‘‘ Fifth.”—A Caution. 
Tue streets are no places. for fireworks—don’t drive a horse with a 
“blaze”’ on his face. 


A Free TransiatTion.—Dedicated to Autumnal Croquet-players.— 
a anguis(h) in -herb4:—You'll catch rheumatism if the grass is 
p- 








: aaN A, 
ite > 2 N YW Ml 
vn enol eI YY OP OIP DSL Si Ls y 
eno peg SEA A VEIL LS 


a7 AMAL AAS Y BAA SS ff YY) 
i, GORMLEY TA. 
an iad ee cr er AED SIDI ITY ILA hig 
; : vt IBS PLA iy Y, 
ee Te 
‘ee SF ELL de 
ae > : fom —= Sp rI TI OM Bad 
é ae ae ae et ae Al Cp mn 2 Ahhh hdl A , = 
SS deepen a YL fe 
: a AO CEL ol Me ME Ss ar ay a Mh fa OUST x 
st ellen eel Penden hn ef hat ht ._L Aap Lt" 
_—— ——pinthattintintet Mw 22 A pubdate oaiihadh 
SS | Om a al Mae - ’ 
mA MO HOTM fag 7 ee 


EPs > PP a oe 
i ee eee ae ee 
Ld A ah ee A A 
= SEF Aig gee = Poy TITS | 
a oe x Rela OF @ a9 S's a if f3 SLA ae 
pitied hf load ra ee rs VALS SAE RAE 
ala (MAMMAL OR 
at ee bh gh re 
OE Sha Pe Te PY Pea 
eile Ahad a MOLE EE eI hae ee 
-/M //( Ma mmitsnisithefpshatbisttth 
pels Se al lal Dl ale ee an De 2 
‘IS £4 


a] 
an 
Ce 
<> 
A. 
om 
ee 


3 
™ 
> 
a 
c 
Li 
Q 
LL 
Oo 
—! 
ec 
a 
Lid 
Se 
uu 
= 
z 
ft 
be 
Q 
i 
- 
= 
7) 
> 
uJ 
c 
ve 
we 
O 
uw 
o 
oO 
Cc 
“t 
> 
oO 
uJ 


a, 
Pe 
“4 


Ca 
fi 


q 
TL ae 


if, 


U/ 


| 
s eS 
CNT 

fr Nn Ri 





a 


— Se 


N <—novenser 6, 1869. 


, 7 ae 0 
PIMPS) tf, 


LiPo 


4 ha 4 " 
Mh Y | 
9, VA i — 
TAM) ’ 
OM r 
it) 
li 


CLZae 
y 


a 
\ Aide 


7 
NH Ne rT 
a area r 
a a 
LP 
HT} 
ty 
} 


\ ti 


* " Ra 
yj NER 
ING 
a ha) if 
THN i 
AT 


Say 


NAT 


4; 


A a a a 


Lita teltk 


—. 2 L226 


eS 


a ~ 


he P 
FE hn : 


et ld a a ae 


“ a ee 
' PELIFT A 


hh tt eg = 


i 
re ee Stay 
Wea tperel 
Tea 


(11 ti™~»_— 


iva 


LL ed 


— ae a a 
, A 244 
OLA heakicdiaienfucammnm 
Ws Lhd aT. 


VWVAAU ILA 
VAL 


Ld, he panfaaliatelalrt 
VALLE MOUNT, 


EL 


(TAAA 
fa 
TILL A 


a FF 2 AL 
Wilf 
CMU 7 


ete ASA 
od boleh | 
Md 


VIELILAA 


Y) 


4 


irae gh 
G Mp 
U 
i 3 

yy 

4 


‘ea 

\ 
AVS 

\ ‘ 
wn ¥9 I 
vs 
ee ben 
we Te 
“ah | 


‘ 
AE La. Bane 


BARN RES 
a! 


, y ae by AS ws NN \ 
AY ONS 
RRS 
NS WAS 
RA 
res 


y 
Ae 
, NY 


\\ 
4 S 
. 
Vin 
be 


p 1 ate t a 
23 y \\" 
Ta ; We 


~ 


oy i“ 5 
_ ~~ AY 4 
; : Paes * 2 iM 
— NN RW pa eae : 
a . a 


mT 


Err 


} 


a 


* | i 


BORN MARCH 29, 1799. DIED OCT. 23, 1869. 





il 
VLE Ldn 
EIS 
i772 2 


V2 


iA 


bhi bikid. 


CL 


Eien 


Uda Lh fied 


Whiikss 


4, 
Sh 


sa 
ma 
SHS 


ae 
ve 
F 
ia 


a’ 


14 
Le, 
id BS TTLL 
PLZZ 


7 


¢7 
7 hd 


ny Fn em 


VAAT ZA JiZk i 
wi is 
Wiki hh ulti Ade 


Gh 


ee 


CA re 


ies re 
GAL TR ML a y 
A 4//1¢dne 


MBS Lf) 


mul di 


= cr 


ae 


LZ. 


OL, ea 


iy 
Theda | 


Lhd 


VIP ALLI 


Ss 7% 
Se acmapte. 


oa 
Ste eA aL he 


CaF AZ 


A ae 


i ee 


— 


— « 


— 


cee 
etd ee ed 


TTL 7 2 hea 
Fe ade dt he heed he 


ms 


EG@RETTED. 


HP.C., D.C.L. 


Lacon 


a 
7 


me, 2 2 Poe 
ian ed en 
——— 


——~ - = 
oo —_ 
oy 
aa "A 
ae — 


a 


ae 


ME LE a a — 


ta =_” — - 
Oi is = : 
S ro ya - el reer . ns - =a 
i J, i Pee a ote, ah ae Te 
“ LPP BO rt ee feat : 5 eager 
OO fe py eae : s = 
os ma ait : eet 
7 z a ; 3 c 
_ i rE Sm - pe pellet? Ss - 
~ os = - a —- <ote == x “ 
os Ce a = - “se ~~ , 4 e 
= ; ae hate : delim : a 
== - ae 
= Fee > 3 = = Ps 
: FA tre ty 8 one = : 
EEE Tg a aaah, ie cette ee 
> aol -t <= P ns bgp “ . + | 
eer wrerer* . enpl neg tioaayli pe EI TY I grea . 
—s oe = Se Se 3 
- - oa — =~ +s — a 4 a Pe ba 
: _ = - “ —_ - a =4 ae te agg nag ° “i 
——— ies = Se ee RS 
eae = a git — a fe Birks *y a Pog 
- Se eo aati Py. a — -* 
po — sense = aan ae > a ; seine 
Sg x ee oa _ ell — * 
— Smal c — ser - — ire > 
x Soucek - = a. a a -= 3 “ 
Eee z 7 =e <= rs a5 ea = 
i — A 


P Zt henkuheumate 


GT J 
MES, 
IPD. pot 


CA 


LL 


“ 
eZ 


BORN MARCH 29, 1799. 


J 


‘ 
I 


DIED OCT. 23, 


.. Se 
iM " * 
NY bs ee 
rh) 
Bee eer Sy 


\\\, 
aia 
es 


I869. 

















Novewrrr 6, 1869.] 








OLA 


CT I.—Scenr, Mr. 
Murgatroya’s Office. 
Mr. Murcatroyp dis- 
covered. 

Mvre.—I am a bill- 
discounter and money- 
lender, with gruesome 
secrets in my bosom. 

Enter Mrs. Mourn. 
Mrs. M.— Which it’s 
wishing of you health 
and happiness, sir. 
Mora. (aside).—Ha! 
that Woman! (4/oud.) 
What would you ? 
Mrs. M.—Whichit’s 
a ten pound note as I 
wants,ascan'thurt you, 
and which will keep a 
poor lorn woman from 
revealing unpleasant 
secrets about a kid. 
Mureatroyp.—Hercisthesum! Beoff. [Fxit Mrs. M., with gold. 


Enter Feuicra, his niece. 





Mureatroyp.—Felicia, you must marry my ward, Sir Simon 


Simple, Bart. 
Fexicta.— But he is such an ass! 
Murcatroyp.—No matter. 

prohibited affinities. Soft—he comes. 

Enter Str Srwon Srwpce. 
Mureatroyp (aside).— Sir Simon, you must marry my nicce. 
Str Srmon.—Certainly. Anything youlike. [ Hrit Muxrcatroyp. 
Srmr Srmmon.— Felicia, I love you, in spite of that absurd back hair. 
Fericia.— Sir Simon, I can never be yours, notwithstanding your 
canary wig. 
Sir Smion.—And why ? 
Fexicta.—I love another! Behold him! 
Enter a CLERK. 
Crerx.—It is too true. (Embraces her.) 
Sir Srmon.—I see it is. I will drop a tear. 
Re-enter MurGATROYD. 
MurGatroyp.— Well, is the affair settled. 
Smr Simon.—It is—I cannot marry that girl. In the first place, 
she loves another. In the second, I am not such a fool as I look. 
Murcatroyp.— Then (ha! ha!) I will be avenged! You think 
you are Sir Simon Simple. You are mot Sir Simon Simple! 
A.ut.—Ha! 
Murcatroyp.— Listen. 


[ Drops one, 


Consumed by an abstract desire to havea 


titled man for a nephew-in-law, and not finding one handy, I created | 


you a baronet. I mentioned it at the time to the College of Heralds, 
and they had no objection. But you are not a baronet. You are 
Augustus Cooksey, the son of Mrs. Mould, washerwoman, by her first 
husband! Thus, at one word, do I hurl ye from your high estate! 

Auu.—Incredible! TABLEAU. 

ACT I1.—Mrs. Mould’s Lodgings. Mr. and Mrs. Mould at supper. 

Mrs. Movip.—Here is your tea, bread, and butter. As for me, two 
kidneys is ample. 

Movu.tp.—Give me your kidneys. Iwill be trampled on no longer. 
A kidney for me, and one for your boy Augustus Cooksey, late Sir 
Simon Simple. For you, none! 

Mrs. Movtp.—Ah, me! (Weeps.) 

Enter Avucustus Cooksey. 

Avevustvus.~-What! Think you I would take my mother’s kidney 
out of her very mouth? Here, mother, take both! 

[Nobly gives her both. She eats them ravenously. 

Movutp.—Oh, Mrs. Mould, I’ll pay you out for this! 

Avcustvs.—Stay. I am slow in expressing myself, but I am pretty 
quick at seeing the right thing todo. Iam a young man of good im- 

ulses, but defective elocutionary gifts, and I cannot forget that that 
insolent drunken old cat is my mother, and I allow no one to insult 
her but myself! 

Mrs. Movtp.—My noble boy! [ Weeps over him. 

Avoustvs.— Get out, mother. [ Ereunt Mr. and Mrs. Movtp. 

Enter Fevicta and A CLERK. 

Avaustvus.—Felicia, you here ? 


Fe.icta.—I do—and I feel too—feel, deeply, deeply, for your de- | 


gradation. Once a baronet, nowa cad! Oh, I am glad—truly, truly 

glad, that I refused you. 
Avucustus.—Ever generous Felicia! But why here with A Clerk? 
Fericra.—I have just married him, and we seek concealment from 


the indignation of uncle Murgatroyd. 


SS 





HE LOOKS. 


Asses are not included in the table of | [Js about to strike Avaustus. Avavs- 








| Avovstvs.—Then go in there. It is my bedroom. (They go into 
| his bedroom.) | Exit Avucustvs, 
Enter Mrs. Movin aid Mrs. Merton, a mysterious lady, veiled. 
Mrs. Movrn.—But who might you be, ma’am ? 
Mrs. Menron.— No matter. Do you remember my leaving a babe 
in your hands, twenty years ago, for you to bring up as your own} 
Mrs. Movip.—Let me think! (After a vtolent effort of memory.) 
Yes, I do—I do! We called him Augustus Cooksey. : vi 
Mrs. Merron.—I was his mother— nay, Iam his mother still ! 
let me see him! 
Mrs. Mov.tpv.—He is greatly changed, you would hardly know him. 
Mrs. Merton (with a mother’s anztety).—Is he much grown ? 
Mrs. Movtp.—Much. He wears an eye-glass now. 
Mrs. Merton.— He had no eyeglass when I left him with you. But 
that was twenty years ago! 
Mrs. Movip.—Which he is coming up-stairs,mum. As you have 
come to claim him and take him home with you, you might not wish 
| him to know you are here. If so, conceal yourself in that corner. 
Mrs. Merton.— Evidently my best plan. [ Conceals herself. 
Enter Mr. Murcatroyp. 
Murcatroyp. — Scoundrel! My 
| niece and A Clerk are here — give 
| them up, or I'll 
| [ Zareatens Aucustus with stick. 
| Avevstvs.—Not so! 
| [Aucustvs takes stick and snaps it 
across his knee. 


This to my 


Oh, 





| 
| 
| 





MurGatroyp.— Ha! 
very stick! 


TUS prepares to murder MurGa- 
TROYD when Mrs. MERTON rushes 
Srom corner in which she was con- 





ceal a.) 
| Mrs. Merron. — Hold! He is 
your if TABLEAU. 





Enter Mr. Mov.p. 
Mr. Movtp.—I have fled from my wife, and I am Mrs. Morton’s 


ACT LlI.—WMrs. Merton’s house. 


confidential butler. [ Exit Mov p. 


| 
| Enter AntuuR Merton (/afe Avavustvs Cooksey, /afe Sr Simon 
| Simpxie) followed by Mrs. Mou pn. 
| Mrs. Movutp.—Which my husband is concealed in this house, and 
well I knowsit. Perhaps he is in this room. [ Exit into inner room. 
| Enter Mr. Movutp. Tle 
| sees his wife's umbrella 
| and is about to flee, when, 
enter Mrs. Movunrp, who 
| stops him. 
| Mrs. Movitp.— Which I 
| am a reformed character, 
Mould, and will make 
things pleasant if you will 
return ! 
Movu.tp.—Angel of 
Light, I am thine for 
ever! { They embrace. 
Enter Mrs. Merton, fol- 
lowed by MuRGATROYD. 
Mrs. Merton.—Arthur 
Merton, late Augustus 
Cooksey, late Sir Simon 
Simple, behold your father! 
I was about to explain this 
at the end of the second 
act, but the curtain fell, 
and afterwards the matter 
escaped me. 


eee = 





Murcatroyp.— My son! 
Artur (late, §c.).—My father! 
Mrs. Mertron.—Let us celebrate this joyful occasion with a dance. 
Granp BAaLLet.— Mr. Mvuroatroyp dances with Mrs. Menton, Mr. 
Movuntp with Mrs. Movip, Artounr MuroGatroyp (late ARTHUR 
Merton, late Aveustvs Cooksey, late Sin Simon Simpie) witha 


[ They embrace. 


housemaid, CuRTAIN. 

Oursetves.— The first and second acts are cleverly designed and 
capitally written. The third act is very weak and altogether unworthy 
of the other two. Mr. Byron made a successful dédi¢ in London as 
| Sir Simon. He has hardly acquired the self-contained bearing and 
perfect repose of an old actor, but his performance was distinguished 
by many excellencies nevertheless. Mr. Crank and Mss. STEPHENS, 
admirable as they always are. Mx. Parseiie’s make up as Murga- 
troyd is excellent, and unconventiona!. The scenery 1s sufficiently good. 
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Ye BOBBYE. 


A MBD'AVAL MYSTERY. 


We have much pleasure in reproducing for the amusement and 
instruction of our readers a very curious illuminatior, which forms the 
heading of a rare and undiscovered MS. in the National Collection. 
The text is not deeipherable in parts, but those who are acquainted 
s Worpe will agree with us that the author 
writes like Winxrn’ ;— indeed, in some passages, very much as if he 
had his tongue in his cheek, too! 

From this source we gather a few strange facts. “Ye Bobbye,’— 
whom our author probably with a deeply sarcastic intention styles 
“ Ye Guardiayne of ye Peace ’’—would seem to have been something 
like the Dane, an oppressive and powerful invader of our English 
liberties. He is to be seen in the centre of the illumination “cruelly 
and inexcusably assaulted by two persons who from their garb are 
evidently ble and well-to-do citizens.” The lower group is 
spoken of in the text as an illustration of the manner in which “ cer- 
tayne eville-doers were wont to interfeare with ye B bbye in ye 
penne of hys dutye.” The upper group is described as showing 

ow ye Bobbye executed a certain feat which our author calls 
“runnynge in.” Above these figures occurs a representation of a 
dog, with the peculiar helmet of ye Bobbye tied to his tail. This is 
susceptible of two interpretations :—one is that the dog represents 


courage and honesty, the virtues of the fourfooted and the 
contempt in which they were held by ie Bobbye ;—the other inter- 
ion rests on the tradition that the Bobbye was an enemy to dogs, 


use they barked when he was menging about any place, but that 
he liked cats, which were often accused of stealing cold viands that 
had been really consumed by the Bobbye himself. 

On the left hand of the figures just described is a representation of 
a Court of Justice, as conducted at the period when ye Bobbye was 
in the height of his power. In the background two Bobbyes are seen, 
bearing heavy clubs, and intimidating their prissner who has been 
brought up charged on their evidence. A third Bobbye is in the 
witness box going ae the form of taking an oath. The fi 
in front of him is that of the magistrate or “ Justasse” as the MS. 
denominates him. His face expresses a complete belief of all that the 
Bobbye is going to say. Other Bobbyes are seated in the body of the 
court and are using to indicate their readiness to 


t gestures 
swear to everything that the witnessing Bobbye thinks fit to say. The | mouth you must expect to be hoarse. 
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venerable Beaxe, who was himself a “ Justasse,”’ has some curious 
remarks on the subject of ye Bobbye’s oath, which we will briefly 
mention. He says such an oath was called “a Scotland Yard oath, 
and he explains that as a Scotland mile was in old times facetiously 
taken to mean “a mile and a bittock,” that bittock being in reality 
more than a mile, so a “Scotland Yard oath” meant truth by the 
same measure—that is to say, truth and a bit over—which was a good 
deal more than the truth. . 

On the other side of the illumination two Bobbyes will be seen 
evidently enjoying in the highest degree what is going on in the back 
ground. ‘This is evidently allegorical, and represents a bird which, 
bearing a resemblance to the conventional goose of old illuminations, 
seems to be elevating a Bobbye, evidently of superior rank, to a pedes- 
tal, and making a hero of him. The meaning of the word “ Bath “ 1s 
obscure, but persons of weak mind used to besent there to have their 
heads shaved. 








DULCE DOMUM. 


‘* Domum, domum, resonemus !”’ 


Sick of the shingle and tearful for town again, 
Weary of wandering—cloyed with our clan ; 

Cheerfully chattering, bronzed up quite brown again, 
Steaming to London as hard as we can. 

Ah! what a merry time have we not had of it— 
Breasting the billows and braving the breeze ; 

‘‘ Sorry to leave it?” Ono! we are glad of it— 
Glad to get back to bleak parks and bare trees! 


Gas in the twilight now gleams again rosily, 
Home is a snuggery woes can match ; 

As we drive up to the porch, ah! how cozily 
Gloweth the fire-light from under the thatch. 

Sated with laziness, leisure, and vanity, 
Yachting, and bathing, and seaside renown ; 

Swiftly we hasten, with pleasure—urbanity, 

Back to the noise and the bustle of Town! 


Never talk with your mouth full. If you talk with a bit in your 


~ 











NovEMBER 6, 1869.] 





MAY IT PLEASE YOUR MAJESTY. 


A Humble Address on the Opening of Blackfriars Bridge and 
Helborn Viaduct. 










of yore! 


~) for your face, 


. embrace : 


dark, let the pro- 
mise be bright ; 


| m ~ 
AS. 
pe 


\) 
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Ihe 
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night. 
Oh, welcome your 
face to your people 





again, 

As the Spring after 
Winter — the sun 
after rain ! 


There be sorrow, and 

famine, and want 
ma in our isle, 

Though its woods may be fair, though its harvests may smile, 

For Industry’s hand quits, a-weary, the plough, 

And Labour stands idle with sweat on its brow, 

And Commerce is languid, for well doth she ken 

Less merchandise now are her exports than men. 

Then come once again, mid your people to dwell— 

The land will recover, and all shall be well. 


True, loving, and loyal, we mourned when your brow 
By grief was o’ershaded— rejoice with us now! 

The shadow still spreads o’er the length of the land— 
The veil can be lifted by only one hand ; 

Let this day prove an omen of happier days, 

When Prosperity gladdens the isle with its rays, 
When Industry smiling shall till the rich soil, 

And Labour shall sing and not sigh o’er its toil. 


Welcome Your Majesty! Hark, how it swells 
The people’s glad cry o’er the clash of the bells ! 
How eager they strain loving eyes for your face— 
Like children who look for amother's embrace. 
Queen-Mother, we greet you, how gladly, once more 
To the City your visits oft gladdened of yore. 

Oh, welcome your face to your people again, 

As the Spring after Winter, the sun after rain! 





Pigeon’s Milk Nowhere. 

Tury must have strange creatures in Ireland still, though Sr. 
Patuick did drive out the reptiles. We have it on the authority of 
the Pall Mall Gazette, that among the clauses in Lorp LerTr1M’s leases 
isa provision “that the tenant shall protect the eggs of hares and 
rabbits.” Jrish rabbits must be more extraordinary than Welsh ones, 
and whatever Irishmen’s manors may be, their (r)’abits must be 
peculiar! 





Country Produce. 
ReEceEntT reports state that Bridgewater has produced a large crop of 
the Bribe-berry. The only objection to this fruit (of an inquiry) is tl at 
it stains the fingers very much. 


England Expects, etc. 
An “ Anxious Bargee’”’ writes to us to know whether by keeping as 
near as possible to the “ towing path,’’ he is adhering to the “ path of 
jutey.” 





Tue Puiace ror Kickina-vur a pust.— Mold. 
Tae Mopsrn Istamran Game.—The Suez Canal. 
Forks who have not missed their vocation :—The Vokes Family. 
| _ From grave to gay:—The conversion of Bunhill Fields Cemetery 
into a recreation ground. 
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Ay ELCOME, Your Ma- 
Qi jesty! Welcome 
ss once more 

To the City your 


visits oft gladdened 


We wait for your 
coming—we watch 


a As children who long 
for their mother’s 


The days have been 


Deena Your presence among 
us shall scatter the 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

_ Mr. Rorinson’s Pictorial Effect in Photography (Piven anv Carter’ 
is a very valuable contribution to the literature of Art. It will be 
found most useful in a wider sphere than that for which it is specially 
intended, for the hints upon composition will be studied with advan- 
tage by draughtsmen and painters. ‘The style is so clear and simple 
that a child could understand the instruction it conveys, even without 
the aid of the apt illustrations with which it is supplied. The hand- 
book is elegantly turned out, print and paper being excellent, and 
contains some clever etchings and photographs. The other illustra- 
tions are scarcely so successful, being reproductions of woodcuts by one 
of the thousand-and-one processes which are meant to supersede wood- 
engraving, but always fail to do so. 

Lue Knight’s Ransom (Warne anv Co.) is a reprint of a popular 
novel by Mrs. Vatentrye, and forms one of the “ Household” series 
of novels issued by this firm. An interesting story, with clever illus- 
trations, turned out in the best style of printing, is certain of the 
success it deserves, and needs no elaborate commendation at our hands. 
The same firm issues The Poetical Works of F1za Coox, as one of the 
‘“‘ Chandos Classics,” at a price which places them within the reach of 
all, and yet with such good paper and print as to make the price a 
mystery. 


School or Jail. 


We rather agree with the St. Pancras meeting in the following 
case :— 

The determination of the Middlesex magistrates to erect a new county prison, ata 
cost for the site alone of upwards of £12,000 is already evoking opposition on the 
part of the Mstropolitan parishes. A meeting in St. Pancras last might declared such 
expenditure wasteful and unnecessary, and an agitatiun throughout the country in 
opposition to the proposal! is threatened. 

Would it not be better to expend the twelve thousand in educating 
rather than punishing—in multiplying schoolmasters not jailors - 
Twelve thousand pounds’ worth of Prevention is better that twenty- 
four thousand pounds’ worth of Cure. 


No, thank you! 


WE are sorry to note a new invention—clever enough, we admit — 
by which the labels on bottles are to be superseded by printing on the 
glass itself by means of elastic types. Here is the description :— 

In bottle printing it is done direct upon the glass itself, being permanently burned 
thereon, or varnished, in which latter case it is twice as durad.e as a paper label, 
whilst paper, trimm'ng, paste, and fixing are spared. 

Yes, but unfortunately the genuine liquor is spared too; and bottles 
that once held genuine vintages or brews will be available for inferior 
imitations. We always draw a knife across the label when we finish 
a bottle of Bass or Guinness, but such a precaution against fraud will 
be rendered impossible by the new invention. 


Answerers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
anied by a stamped and directed e:velope; and we do not hold eurselues 


responsible for loss. ] 


B.—The absence of any mention of Lord Derby's death in the last 
number was due to the fact that that number—in accordance with the exi- 
gencies of our circulation—had gone to press before the sad event was 
known. 

S1gNNA.— One half of your contribution is indecent, the other plagiarized 
from our columns—not half bad that! 

F. J.— Your letter of twenty-six folies has little chance of appearing, till 
we issue a quadruple number: -No! not “ qaadruped ’—no insinuation 
was meant, 

— (Sydenham).— You're too sharp. Leok at the sentence again, and you 
will see the S. 7. is right, and you are wrong. 

Box ey (Tavistock).— All nght, well have that free admission the first 
time you perform in town. Se look out. 

Not M. P.—Personally we incline to the accent on the second syllable, 
because of the Greek, but the general voice lays stress on che first. 

H. L. H.—Faulty in construction :—we wish eorresgondents would be 
contented when their MSS. are sent, and not have them scented too. 

Arcus.—Non Semper Arcum tendit Apollo.—You are wide of the mark, 
yet your aim is laudable. . 

Younc GovEkNnor.—The young friend is right—it is a com‘cal matter, 
and yet ‘tis a mat er of coarse. 

Declined with thanks:—J. B. F., Primrose-hill; S. B, Slough; 
T. W. S.; Trojan Horse; L. F. H , Exeter; T. C , Weedon; E B.; Carel; 
P. F. H.; J. J.; W. M. E, Darlington; W. W. B.; S. J. 8, Camberwell ; 
W. R. W., Gloucester: B.; A. H, Fortwilliam; W. T, Ryde; J. B.; 
E. L., Hackney; Toodles; B., Liverpool; M. BR, Dalston; The Chieb; 
J. T., Blackheath; W. F. H., Mayfair; T. H. S.; J. W.; PF. N., Bays 
water; S. P. C., Nottingham; J. C., Forest Gate ; Mortimer; Bung ; Qui ; 
H. M., Bayham-street; J. R.; W. P. H.; Planet; W. TI’, Leeds; Goat; 
O. O.; Amicus; A Rider; P. D.; Nihilominus, 
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‘“HOLLER, BOYS pr 
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Youth, with effigy, to Page, with Bath-chair :—“Hi! Burrons! I'.u aie ve A BROWN AND My Guy ror rourN! 




















NOX ET PRAETEREA NIHIL. - : It is night: the summer breezes seem to ot into m 
Iris night : light of seis 1 te alee high, What is, is—what isn’t, isn’t —that’s not !—] iy ead to ’bed. 
| amr met e he trees with Wa bosom a mauris back an meres “ a ee eee etd 
moon e the scene in softened light : 
And all ly saacny reposing in the beauty of the night. . . g med a anon ekki t tion, 1 , “ast | 
’m smoking hard something EREING ding Knives” in the outlers’) windows j ‘now we 
Dut ’t feel very jolly tor for ’s false to exeneer for thom tea, - | inquire—will they have pon ny by Christmas to lps at 
Ay praia wee s beanty, hair she Seek bees to bet wile -~» | the sirloin of beef? « . Choveiae does M - 
| Ay, it was the proper colour, yellow, in the best of taste. : 
4 an ber eyes were e bing and tender, and her boots were neat and small, Measure for Measure, 
i an Like her Nanda,” Stee was wT ———. re tall, WE see sduartiont by Mesias, ea AND Sox sah guide to vous 
her fe were nose, eath, cation enti Rules © yme, 6 presume’ su 08 are foot- | 
And she always kept on smiling just to show her pretty teeth. enien, | 
And I used ) take her with me évery time when I went out, 
re Tene Y sand Pe. Vncbetel, pat novtled ale, and ‘yeh LONG MAY SHE ENJOY IT. | 
| me how she loved me, how 0 oved her too, tee 
And if I continued faithful she the becld Gove prove’ unitrue. vat ois SHR Bae COU FRR TE : 
But alas! she went to Margate, where she goes when out of town, oe 
Ane oe. met nga the jetty ae one Toe, up ae down. Now BuIPe, sizteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Lliustrated, price 2d., 
'8.n0 longer say Amelia, she to me is now.a m 
Jones is my name—hers was BAKER—now it’ s Mrs. Percy Smirtu. 6 Alen, Neg. 16, s08¢h N ae . or C. Soe &. 
> — = oo RE + ing, 
But I can’ t help thinking that my fate is rather durum — a umersus Liestrations, price 
eta a —to go on living in : the paul, post futurum. Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. 
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CABINET- MAKERS, U PHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FUBNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOOD GATNSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha , having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publie gonerely for a Catalogue, or Price 

List of their bave compiled with considera dle care and supetvision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 

FOURTEEN-ROOM 7 USES (in ae to eapiing an ordinary Catalo ne), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 

various Rooms, and enabling to see at once the exact cost of a singlé article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. - scams 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 
. Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, &t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Noy. 6, 1869. 


“GOODE, GAIN SFORD, & CO. 
| 








" et ti 
-— i ttt Nt 





NoveMBER 13, 1869.] 








THE CIVIC PROCESSION, 
By A Rvstic! 


Tuerr’s the May'r 
In the Chair 
I declare, 
Hurrah ! 
And the Mace 
In his place 
With his face | 
Ha! ha! ; 
Stuck close to the glass 
As they pass! 
Huzza! 


Soldiers bold 
Next behold ;— 
Steel and gold 
They gleam. 
Well, and then 
Watermen— 
Three times ten 
They seem— 
Or probably more, 
As before 
They stream! 


There's the last, 
They are past— | 
All too fast! 
What’s that ? 
Here’s a crowd, 
Shouting loud,— 
I’m endowed 
With fat,— 
They squeeze and abuse me, 
They push and ill use me, 
My hat! 
Oh, they've taken my hat 


iii 
Wlls 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Winter Exhibitions are opening. Mr. WAttIs, as usual, shows 
an admirable collection of pictures by British and Foreign Artists, at 
the French Gallery in Pall Mall. The foreign artists decidedly pre- 
dominate in number, and perhaps in merit. Some of Mr. Leaper’s 
exquisite landscapes, however, claim first rank for England in that 
department. Mr. Boveuton, Mr. Nicot, Mr. Arcuer, Mr. Or- 
CHARDSON, Mr. Perriz, Mr. Vicat Coit, Mr. Goopatt, and Mr. 
Creswick are all well represented in the gallery: and there are 

leasing works on the walls by Messrs LippErDALE, HovcutTon, and 

ALTHROP, among others. 

The Bond-street Gallery is, we regret to say, somewhat disappoint- 
ing. The number of oil-paintings is small, and should have been on 
that account the more excellent. We cannot believe that at this time 
of the year it is impossible to get together a better show of works of 
this class, and we fear that either from want of judgment, or some 
less worthy cause, good pictures have been excluded and bad ones 
hung. The water-co!our exhibition is large, but its standard is not a 
very high one. Mr. Firzceraup’s “ Grandfather,” Mr. Barnes’ 
“‘ Prawn-seller,” and “ Promenade’’—very badly hung—Mr. Smat1’s 
“On Guard,”—Mr. Srms’s “Cottage Pets,’ and pictures by Messrs. 
RossitEx, Britten, and SMALLFIELD are among the few paintings 
which repay one for a visit. The arrangement of the water-colour 
rooms is a decided improvement on last year. 

The person who compiles the impertinent play-bill of the St. 
James’s Theatre is under the delusion that the name of the author of 
the Jumping Frog is not known in England. Why, a shilling book 
containing that and many other of Mark Twain’s amusing sketches 
has been on every bookstall for a year and more—his contributions 
have appeared, signed, in an English magazine, and his writings have 
been popular at Penny Readings. This instructive Yankee better 
go back to his grandmother at New York with a shipload of raw 


eggs. 


=== 


POLITICAL ECONOMY. 
Tue Recruitinc System :—Bought cheap, and sold dear. 


Terrie Fare or “THe Fovr-anp-Twenty Briacxsirps.’’—The 
bed of Pro-crust-es. 

Morro for the hopelessly involved, “See-debt wternumque 
see-debit.”’ 
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POLITE. 


Drayman to Pedestrian :—‘‘ Have A CARE, sIR!”’ 
Pedestrian :—“ THANK YOU, IF IT'S ALL THE SAME, I'D RATHER no! !”’ 
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THE CLOTHES. 


Tue clothes had been washed, just washed in « tub ; 
The morning, though windy, was fine ; 

And Mary, well-skilled in the science of scrub, 
Had hung them to dry on the line. 


When thinking too loosely and freely they flapp»J, 
And dreading the loss of a shirt, 

I imprudently pulled the line tauter—it snapped, 
And down the clothes fell in the dirt! 


«‘ And such,” I exclaimed to my passionate spous, 
‘Is of kindness the consequence dire ; 

Thus ever, when soaped, do Society's sows 
Go wallow again in their mire. 


“Thus, fined for false measures, the scoundrels of trade 
But practise extortion the more ; 

And children whose debts foolish parents have paid, 
Contract bigger debts than before. 


“Thus, pledged to abstain, does each beer-bibbing beast 
For one pint he swilled whilom, swill ten, 

And Fenians from Bridewell, too rashly released, 
Spout treason and twaddle again. 


“Calm, Mary, thy choler, some tact and fincsse 
May repair the results of my freak ; 

And this shirt, if it’s starched with a little address, 
May adorn my fond bosom a week !”’ 





An Excellent Opportunity. 


Ir is announced that Eari Rvusseix and his family will pass this 
winter in Italy. A reform, long called for, might now be appro- 
priately introduced as a graceful compliment to his lordship. Let the 
rate of postage on letters to and from the Continent be reduced to 
something approaching a reasonable charge. 


BVERY ONE TO HIS CALLING. 


Many a man who can knock down abullock with case could not fof | 


the life of him “ tie a fly.” 
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FUN OFFIC#, Wednesday, November 10th, 1869. 

HE times take time to mend, The country docs not recover all 
in a minute from the effecteof Overnenp anp Gueeps smashes, 
Albert Insurance exposés, amd the long strife of Labour and 
~* Capital, with alternate strikes and lock-outs. 

Yet, surely something should be done to prevent worse following on 
bad. We are suffering from a paralysis, but that is the 
more reason that we should not lose strength more than we can possi- 
bly help. Nerve and mugcle may be fettered by the disease; but 
would any wise surgeon suggest their removal as a cure? A quack 
might. And that is why we fear that the glib talk of emigration 
aggravates rather than amends the condition of the co yr. Englend 
breeds and rears stout fellows, and, as soon as they are old enough to 
be valuable, ships them off to other countries! If that is mot “losing 
strength,” what is? It is not even “ gaining oe for now-a-days 
our Colonies are independencies rather than dependencies, and should 





they— which is, we hope and believe, most improbable—imitate our old 
American ions, and take to kicking, it will be no great satisfac- 


tion for England to reflect that she has supplied so much bone and 
sinew for the effectual performance of the act. 





By the time these lines are in our readers’ hands, the Lord Mayor's 
show will be over. We may however take it for granted that the 
authorities have as usual allowed the reughs to have nndisturbed 
—— of the strects after the procession has passed. There will 

the usual rush, and the usual loss of hats by misguided respectable 
donkeys who get into the crowd. 

Nothing could be easier than to stop this horse-play which still 
further degrades a show we have no great right to be proud of at its 
best. Half a dozen policemen, posted at intervals along the route, would 
by closing across the street be able to stop the rush, and prevent the 
accumulation of roughs which gathers as it goes. The City Police are 


eee 
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Su Memoriam, 
GEORGE PEABODY, 


Born 18Tu Fes., 1795. Drev iru Nov., 1869. 





ANOTHER honoured head laid down to sleep! 
A heart, Gop-filled with pity for the poor, 
Is still: —behold how many come to weep,— 
His mourners all the hapless, who endure 
Scant food, and hard-earned wage, and cold, in silence deep! 


England, too, claims her place beside his grave, 
Her son—though he was born beyond the seas. 
“Stronger than water, blood!””—and she may crave 
Share in her benefactor’s obsequies, 
Among his nearer kin beyond the Atlantic wave. 


Come, tearful Charity, and sit you down 
Beside the tomb that holds the good man’s dust. 
And yet—look up and see where angels crown 
The generous, the gentle, and the just— 
So Heayen’s approval stamps the bright and pure renown. 


A Handel to his Name. 


Tus Musical Standard tells the following amusing story :— 


At the Crystal Palace during an organ performance by Mr. Coward, therame of 
Ilandel, then inscribed on the front of the great instrument in the centre transepr, 
attracted the atte:tion of a listening couple, and was made the subject of enquiry on 
the part of the lady. ‘‘That’s the name of the gentleman who's playing,” was the 
confident reply of the swain in her company, given with all the pride of superior 


| knowledge. 


We suppose the swain imagined that the organ was a grinder and 


could not be played without a Handle of some sort. 


Astounding ! 
We sometimes hear of insults offered to the British flag in foreign 


quite equal to the task, for they are a fine body of men, of a far | parts—insults that are promptly avenged. ‘This is the first time we 


— stamp than the ordinary Metropolitan constables. 
n 


If they | have heard of anything of the kind happening in an English port— 


y have the order, we feel sure they have the power to prevent the | the act of an English officer— and allowed to pass unpunished. 


* 


scene of riot and ruflianism which yearly brings the Civic Ceremony 
into discredit. 


ee 
—— 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. !40. 


Tue days grow cold—the nights are long, 
Let’s gather round the roaring logs 

With pun and picture, tale and song ; 
We'll bid defiance to the fogs, 

And frosts and snows, and sullen sky : 

This book shall make the season fly. 


1. The Witless they named him, 
He cared not a bit ; 
The wise might well claim him, 
So keen was his wit. 


2. Oh, gnats and fleas, and creeping things, 
With legs and feelers, wings and stings ; 
While thus about you buzz and creep, 
This will not let me go to sleep. 


. The sun’s o’erhead in midmost heaven! 
An hour ago, it struck eleven. 


. It’s a good sort of lozenge for cold or for cough, 
And drives their most harassing symptoms off. 


. She stood upon a wood-crowned height, 
te babes, as ermamn says, were mit her. 
e gazed u e hard-fought fight— 
A wandheiinn @niiighheoeel to hit her. 
A fate she'd have escaped, no doubt, 
By Minden’ what she was about. 


6. His wonderful self-approbation 
Declared he was competent quite, 
To perform a most grave operation, 
Or lead our good fleet into fight. 
Sotvrion or Acrostic, No. 138.— Brew Beer ; Bezoar, Rhyme, 
Exhaustive, Waiter. 
SoLvTion or Acrostic No. 138.— None correct. 


or 


“ The Commander in Chief at Portsmouth, Vice Admiral Sir James Hop», G.C.B., 
struck his flag on board the Duke of Wellington, and proceeded to the Chunne! 
Isles!” 

This is a case of “a Briton striking home’’in the most unprovoked 


manner. 





Bullet for You! 


A CONTEMPORARY states that “CarTrain Brownz, late commanding 
the Guicowak’s Horse Artillery, was tried by court-martial and 
ismi the service, not for any dispute with his Colonel, but because 
he did not show up at His Highness’s ball.” This is missing the ball, 
and “ getting the bullet” with a vengeance. 


Which ? 
A MODERN German drama has been adopted for the English sige 
under the title of “ Won not Wooed.” The principal characters wi!l 





| be sustained by Mr. Hermann VeEzin and Miss Nzeizson. Under these 


circumstances we have no hesitation in saying that Mr. Vezin is most 
likely to prove the “ one not wood.” 





A Perennial Winkle. 
We are glad to see that Mr. Jerrerson is making a triumphant 
tour of the United States in the character in which he made such a 
Rip-utation in England. 





A Question. 

Tus Nord of Brussels reports a suicide at Vienna, and says that 
someone “blew out his brains last night with a pistel.”” We should 
like to have medical testimony on the point, as we have the strongest 
doubt whether a man who di a pistol at his own head has uny 


brains to blow out. 





Way is a balloon like silence >—Because it gives ascent! 
A Srocxsroxer is always a good chap to make your share ami. 
Wuat would a man have been termed had he predicted “in the 


brave days of old” the publication of a halfpenny evening news- 
paper P—A N’-Echo-romancer. 


—— 
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VERY SLIGHTLY. 


To all the jolly men I know, 
‘The jolly women also— 

To all my friends, both high and low, 
That I can truly call so— 

To all the set who, knowing ie, 
Would greet you most politely ; 

I'd introduce you—but, you see, 
I know them very slightly. 


I’ve clung for many years to Suitu, 
In fine and cloudy weather ; 
I thought that friendship was a myth 
Till we were friends together. 
-A splendid sort of chap is he 
Lo those who judge him rightly ; 
I'd introduce you—but, you see, 
I know him very slightly. 


You’d like our fellows at the club, 
Of chaff there’s little danger : 
They never sneer, they never snub 
The unassuming stranger. 
You’d soon be friends with two or three, 
Suppose you met them nightly ; 
I'd introduce you—but, you see, 
I know them very slightly. 


You'd fall in love with Emus Brown, 
If only once you met her ; 

If once you called at Camden ‘Town, 
You never could forget her. 

As pretty as a girl can be, 
And musical, and sprightly : 

I’d introduce you— but, yon ses, 
I know her very slightly. 


I wish you knew my Uncre Jacx, 
From whom I’ve expectations; 
In short, I wish you knew the pack 

Of my esteemed relations. 
I’m pretty sure you'd all agree, 
And cling together tightly: 
I'd introduce you—but, you see, 
I know them very slightly. 





A Questionable Statement. 


Ix Le Sp:vt we have a description of the wolves in the Ardennes 
and on the Pyrenees :— 
_ The bathing stations, when buried under snow, present 2 curious aspect. The 
inhabitants have abandoned them, the houses are shut up, the wolves roam through 
the strects with mournful howls. This spectacle is to be witnessed even at Lag- 
néres de Luchon. 

We do not pretend to be infallible, but if we had heard this said of 
Ramsgate or Margate we should have at once guessed that the re- 
porter was labouring under an error, and mistook the lodging-house 

eepers in winter garb for wolves. Such a mistake cannot be 
considered an unnatural one. 


A Tire-ade. 
_ We are glad to see steam tramways are getting general recogni- 
tion :-— 
rhe authorities of Glasgow have granted permission to run experimentally, omni- 
buses drawn by patent road steamers, with india-rubber tires, through the streets 
vu! their city. 


But stay! If india-rubber tires, won't it soon be quite worn out ? 





A Morris Dance, 


THE capers cut by the petitioner in the case of the Duke or 
NEwWCASTLE’s bankruptcy, on hearing the decision of CoMMIssIONER 
WINSLow. 





Across the Walnuts. 
Has Sherry of a nutty flavour a peculiar tendency to affect the 
head ? 


A Correz Statut.—Too often, Horse Beans. 
A Sone that should have a running accompaniment.—The Hunts- 
man’s Chorus. 


“‘Foors rush in where angels fear to tread.’’ Case in point—sce 


drapers’ windows—The Improved Shakespeare collar. 


Wir whom are you most frequently placed en rayport? With the 


Postman. 





nT 





FUN. 
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A HINT TO EDITORS. 

Ir newspaper editors find a difficulty in filling their columns at this 
dull time of year, it is their own fault. There is a thrilling paragrap): 
in the papers, every day, headed “ Military and Naval Intelligence”’ 
which describes, to a throng of breathless readers, the significant fact 
that Ensicn Jones is stopping with his mamma for three months, or 
that the curly little lad in the blue jacket whom you noticed as having 
fallen asleep at the Smirus’ juvenile party, is appointed mi lshipman 
to the Rigiculus Mus 2. These paragraphs are constructed with all 
the ingenuity of the “To be continued in our next ”’ school of com- 
position, in which the author abruptly quits the subject just when t):, 
reader’s nerves are strung to the highest pitch of expectation. Thu: 
we learn that— 


Yesterday a Board of officers, consisting of Col. Clark, 7th Dragoon Guards, C °. 
Andrews, Royal Horse Ar. illery, and Capt. A. T. Stewart, 6th Inniskil!ing Dragoon-. 
assembled in the officers’ mess-room, 7th Dragoon Guards, to report upon the qua’.- 
fications for promotion of Lieut. Thomas Davison, Cornet G. D. F. Sullivan, an! 
Cornet C. K. Rennell, 15th (King’s) Hussars. A similar Board, consisting of (... 
Dillon, 2d. Battslion Rifle B:igade, Major E. Bowles, 4th Battalion. 60th Rifles, ani 
Major Miller, 67th Regiment, assembled in the officers’ mess-room of the 2d, Bat- 
talion 13th (Prince Albert’s) Light Infantry, to report uponthe qualifications for 
promotion of Lieuts. E. B. Quirk and B. B. Twyne. The examination in each ca-c 
was carried on in accordance with paragraphs 159 to 165 of the Qe-ei's Regule- 
tions. 


IIere is a forcible bit of picture-writing. We have the Board or 


| Officers—their names and ranks—the very regiments to which the, 


| belong and the very spot on which they assembled. 
‘trembling Lieutenant and the two trembling Cornets, blinking unde: 


| 





| 
| 


' 
' 
} 
; 
; 


| development of the story. 
| becomes of Davison ? 


‘ 


We have the on 
the eagle eyes of this Rhadamanthine three, and breathlessly we hurry 
on to learn their fate. Will Cor. Minos, Con. Wacvs, and Carr. 
RHADAMANTHUs be merciful, or will the wretched subalterns be relegat«.! 
once more to dull regulation text books? At this point the author 
deserts his subject, and, so to speak, begins a new chapter, and in th 
belief that at all events at the end of the story we shall learn the fate 
of the unhappy subalterns, whose fortunes have so deeply interested 
us, we prepare to listen to the proceedings of another “ similar board,’ 
which assembled in a similar place, to try the qualifications of two 
similar subalterns, for similar promotion. So far so good—the trick ci 
repetition is perhaps unworthy of a skilled romancist, but the upshot 
may perhaps account for it—it may be necessary to the proper 
But of upshot there is none! Whit 
Where is Sutnivan ¢ and how about Renne we : 
are questions that are in everybody’s mouth. In the face of the fact 
that these vital doubts are still unsolved, it is but a poor satisfaction 
to learn the exact paragraphs of the Queen’s Regulations under which 
these examinations were conducted ; because, for anything that apprars 
to the contrary, they may have been the wrong ones! 

The interest that Great Britain takes in the personal history of her 
Military and Naval subalterns may reasonably be supposed to ext nd 
to subordinate members of other callings. If newspaper editors are at 
a loss for paragraphs, let them open a column for “ Medical Students’ 
Intelligence,” “* Utterings from Utter barristers,” “The Movements of 
our Deacons,” “ Prospective Arrangements of Attorneys’ Clerks.”’ The 
information that Dresser Perxrys has exchanged his valuable set of 
amputating irons for House Surgeon Jounsen’s silver watch anil 
chain and three sovereigns, or that Brown, of the Inner Temple, his 
consented to hold Smrru’s brief in that robbery-with-violence case, ii 
Smirn should happ<n to be in another court when it is called on, or 
that the Rev. Joun Parsons, the new curate of Simpleton-super-mare, 
has been required by his vicar to engage an older and uglier house- 
keeper, are facts in which society will take an interest as it does in 
learning that— 

The usual furlough season has commenced at Woolwich, and leave of absence 
has been granted to a number of officers of the garrison. 


Or that— 
Ensigns Hickson and Grey, of the Ist Battalion 3d Buffs, stationed w th depot at 
Chatham, have receiv. d leave till the 30th of December. 





A Fact for the Festive Board. 
Ture can be but little harm in “drmking like a fish” so long as 
it is borne in mind that fishes have but two gills. 





HE'S WELCOME! 
A Parys-Taxkrne Man.—Our Doetor. 





DARWINIAN DEVBLOPMENT. 
Wuen does a bonnet cease to be a bonnet ?—When it becomes you, 
my dear! 
Imitation Fur!—Ata Drag-hunt. 
AG8 BEFORE Honesty.—In some Wine Merchants’ Catalogues. 
A Cocxney onr.—A regular bone of contention :—The aitch bone. 


ToPpoGRAPHICAL definition (may be seen through readily.J}—West 
Ham—Cremorne Sandwiches. 
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Come along—let us quit this atmosphere of quiddits and quillets, 

TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. | cases, jumanek and jatelie Let us ane the scene of the laws | 
No 4.—Cuancery Lane. delay for Fleet-street :—what say you? will you take your Mentorto , 

Ou, law! And well may you invoke the genius loci when you are | the London and stand hima dinner? So be it—I prefer SawyEn’s to 
ushed about by crowds of eminent practitioners, as if there were no | lawyers. 


w of assault and ba’ , and an action would not lie when you are 








— into oe ey rg eo . a ar to get into Our Gazetteer. 
‘hancery, a destination to w other folks do not hasten so gladly: i eee 
and whence they do not return so quickly. . Tue Prompter’s Paradise: Kew. 


: The Billiard Sharper’s Paradise: Poole. 

There they go! Barristers in and gowns, and the gentlemen : ane = 
who “instruct Soh” them—it sounds like teachi g weasels to suck raw Ln a . ree) See re ire) 
eggs—with blue bags. What, you don’t know who that is? Did 9 See ane © Sena: e (Cheshire). a 

neuen henaet Tike end Mar "t Lewis Place? And that—you don’t The “ Promoter” and “ Director’s” Paradise: Diddlebury (Shrop- 

Know who that is? Why that ie~but go and look in Kmvo’s window | Shire). a ore 
and you will see the cartes de visite of all the legal celebrities—the : 
window is like the key toa historical picture. All the heads of the In-questionable Shape. 


profession have been served up on plates by those Herods the photo-| Ir the Cambria Daily Leader is serious in stating on the 28th ultimo 
onan. You can see the younger members of the bar looking | that:— 
longing! at Mr. Cuantes Warkine’s show-case further up the Lane, 

aalies they had arrived at photographic fame ;—for when you 


The fatal accident on the Great Western Railway is adjourned to Monday nest, 






| 
: all we can say is that the Railway Companies are on 
have woh ll taken for the public, you have some hopes of deliberation we never suspected them of, in aias for the slaugh- | 
The Lane is a teenenaiiaen with strongly-marked characteristics. ter of their passengers. 
Cause and effect are close neighbours :—there are the law courts, and . 
here are the barred-windows and bolted doors of the sponging houses. Quite So! 
The distance nontes oe - . — ae eS A THEATRICAL paper says :— 
Look here—here is the matter can compre- afte Win ana cant 
hended by the tallied —we “ge enters of Phe The eminent trag Mz. will appear shortly at the Theatre. — 
Master of the Rolls”? Ihave no doubt you have often wondered Our remark as to that isthe shorter the appearance of any tragedian 
whether they were French rolls ;—look at that board, and you will | the better, in our opinion. 
immediately see from its grimy state that the rolls are rolls-in-the- ee 
mud « me way that who get into Chancery are said to| Srraprive Fettows.—Doctors and Dominies. 
“ sti in em 7 oo? ‘ 2 ea ba 
pif you are wise you willbe & to siti al h a man to administer a facer to the “gold ring.”— Mr. Bovur 
e law an acq as you ma uire uenting this ” . . ; 
nemvow wee which Menu ts ths joni, vA tnd : dag oe at ua celr “rotten concern” in which we care to invest :—A Basket 
pemety. ee goes Sznszant Brioworr, and here comes yo * ; : 
that stout man is a bailiff—yes, he is, but you oo Drericutt Task IN THE Hot Szason.— Keeping one’s weather-eye 
not bailife me unless you like. Pardon the vile pun, my young friend, | °P¢2, without constantly wetting the other one. 
but know they never make any | here—except such A Supriementary Exnririon or Human Naturnz.—The second 
jokes as “ dismissing a case with ~ column of the Zimes. 
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THE PERFECT CURE. 


By a SvuFrreReEr. 


E’VE reached a nice 
crisis in Com- 
merce and 
Trade— 

How long will it 
take us to get 
its effect 
o’er P 

And the sole satis- 
faction for all, 
I’m afraid, 

Ts to hang a Di- 
rector — yes, 
hang a Direc- 
tor! 


ae 


confidence 
will not for 
long be re- 


stored: 
Bub- 


Yet a few 
go any 
ble-projector 
Was clin of 
getting  to- 
gether a 
Board— 

So, let’s hang a 
Director—yes, 
hang a Direc- 
tor ! 


Oh, 


incomes are 
docked, and 
we scarcely 
can pay 


Onur 





Our taxes—we tremble to meet the collector. 
Till now we were very well off in our way— 
So let’s hang a Director—yes, hang a Director! 


And just at the time when we’ve nothing to spare, 
The railways, confound ’em, have taken to hector ; 

They have doubled—aye, sometimes have trebled the fare— 
So let's hang a Director—yes, hang a Director! 


We have pinched, in the hope of insuring our lives, 
But the Company proves to a careful inspector 
So rotten, ’tis useless to tell us it thrives— 
So let’s hang a Director—yes, hang a Director! 


Directors—aye, guinea-pigs, all of the lot— 

Let’s make of the tribe, mob, conspiracy, sect, or 
Whatever you call ’em examples: why not ? 
Let us hang a Director—yes, hang a Director! 


—_— SSE ene ene een 


Hyper-critical. 

_A very particular friend of ours objects to the clever performance | 
of a certain family at Drury Lane Theatre in the Belles of the Kitchen, | 
on account of its being “ Vokes’ et preterea nihil. 

UN EE He ge G | 
Literary Intelligence. | 

WE are enabled to give unqualified contradiction to the report that | 
Mr. Cuarres Dickens intends to bring out a companion to his Cvic/et | 
on the Hearth under the title Croquet on the Lawn. 

Latest from Chelsea. | 

Why is a man who hates writing like one of the inmates of Chelsea 

Hospital >—Because he is a pen-shunner! 


Ex Cathedra. 


Why is a St. Paul's scholar who has adopted the Navy as a profes- 
sion like a waterproof covering ?— Because he’s a tar Pauline. 


Dogs a fox hunter always wear Tally-hosiery ! 


Way a wife should be submissive to her husband.— She is his | 
Proper-tie. | 


Be Warnepv.—Marriage often brings a man’s home to a state of | 
| Aunt; Null: Fil: ; A Stinger. 


‘quall-or. 





FUN. 





| Telics, turned up his nose. 


' solution. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


In Rhyme and Reason, and One by One (RovTLEpGE AND Sons, Broad- 
| way) we have two of the prettiest children’s books of the season. 
When we say that they are illustrated by Oscar Pietscu and other 
German artists, our readers will be able to judge of their excellence. 
It is something, indeed, to be able to place such art in the hands of 
our children. The first-named is a sslivciiven of juvenile verse, the 
second consists of fables and short stories, and both are turned out 
with all the luxuries of excellent binding, paper, and type, in the very 
best style of the Camden Press. 
| ,in Nursery Numbers (Wane, Bedford-street) we have a bright 
= book for the younger children, who will be tempted to 
| learn to count by the capital coloured pictures, in which a pretty and 
| fanciful mode of teaching the figures is conveyed by some easily Been 

verses. 

The same publishers also issue four more juvenile picture-books of 

the “ Aunt ode ” series, Dick Whittington, Lily Sweetbriar’s Birth- 
day, Uncle’s Farm Yard, and Diawionds and Toads—all pleasantly illus- 
trated and readable. 














A Hint for Henderson. 


Tse San Francisco Mews Letter contains complaints against the 
police of that city for pistelling people on suspicion, and not only for 
pistolling them but for not doing it well :— 

There was never a lot of such poor marksmen known. They almost invariably 
miss people who are running to fires and afteretreet cars, and seldom do more than 
break the arms or legs of men who are standing quictly on the corners, or of women 
gazing into shop-windows. Im the case of the latter, the fault probably lies in the 
haste of the officer, who usually fires before he gets a good shot, when it is just as 
casy to approach and stick his pistol under the bonnet. Someallowance must of 
course be made for excitement, and more for the timidity which impels the officer to 
break around the corner before the trigger is fairly drawn. 

We trust the amusing journal we quote is not taken in at Scotland- 
yard, or we may have Coronet Henperson revolving in his mind the 


propriety of revolvers for the force. 


For Notes and Queries. 
Ir is a curious fact that the British Waterman when plying for a 
fare used to call out “Here you rn!” The Greek Ferryman of course 
always had a # in his boat. 


ARCH ZOLOGICAL INTELLIGENCE. 


A CELEBRATED antiquary while searching in the Fleet river for Rojan 
It is said that he will present it to the British 


Museum. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepicd MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselues 
responsible for loss. 

MERJA (Moseley).—We cannot make out the meaning of your note. 

H.—We have cast our eye over the lines. We can’t scan them. 

Vox Poru.t.—We should recommend you, instead of reading the poets 
when the lamp burns “ re to turn your attention to the spelling-book 
—you seem under a spell! The lines which you say were written by the 
spirit of a departed poet doubtless belong to the invisible world—it is im- 
possible to scan them! It isa pity the habit of correct quotation was not 
among those you “ contracted when at College’’ —“«t stetiruntgue ?” 

One who does not consider bimself a goose (Cambridge).— You are sure 
of the monopoly of that opimon, whatever its worth. 

TRADDL*8.—Some of your lines are capital, but then they are the red 
ink lines ruled be ween the verses. 

H. W.—Be happy—one of your contributions is accepted. 

E. S. (Somerset House).—Too late in the day. 

ILrorD.—Surely you mean Rum-ford, you send us such a queer 


Your apology is accepted. 


Hicu T1pe.—Then don’t do it again. 
a miss— 


Cuop.—In spite of the masculine hand, we guess you to 


steak, 

Q. E. D.—If you do purchase the book, you will see that you are utterly 
wrong in your notion of what constitutes a polysyllabic rhyme. ; 

W. T. (Ryde).—See last answer ; yet you were nearly right, if you could 
bunt have left it alone. 

BEN L.—- Thanks for suggestion. 

Declined with thanks : - Trojan Horse; F. L.; W. C., Kingsland; D. ; 
Dunce; J. W, York; F., R. M. A., Woolwich; Non-Swearing German , 


_A. B., Romsey; Adolphus; Subscriber from the First; C. A. V.; Black- 


wall; S. D.; E. B., New Burlington-street ; J. T. ; W. P., Gloucester-roud : 

.R.; W. H.; Polly G. G.; A. P., Kidderminster; W. E. ; Embowed 
Eld; 8.; H., West Cononia; Jibber; D. F., Kingsland; T. L. Ww , Liver- 
pool V. V.; Peppery Party; M, Leeds; N.N. N.; 8., Liverpoo!; Niddle 
Noddle; Nursery Rhymester; P. W., Broughon; Curiius; The Boys | 
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A SEASIDE SKETCH :— DONKEYS. 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


NOVEMBER. 


Tinsley’s is a good number this month. We regret that the indis- 
»osition of the authoress compels the suspension of ‘‘ Austin Friars ”’ 
or a time, but the magazine gains by the greater scope afforded for 


variety. 

Dehyovie is not up to its usual mark in the pictertal department. 
If we are to judge from the cut to “Do you know this?” of the 
illustrations of Miss Kilmansegg advertised as by the same hand, all 
we can say is we are sorry for Miss K.! The literary contents are 
hardly as brisk as they generally are. 

In the Cornhill the hero of Mr. Reapr’s story is becoming rapidly 
spoilt—by turning swell. A paper on Hara-Kiri is interesting. The 
other contents are much the same as usual—just a bit perhaps. 

London Society is possibly keeping its best artists k for the 
Christmas number. One picture—to some pleasant lines, “Phases 
of London Society”’— is very weak. The li contents are light 
and re as ever, and we are promi a new novel next 
mon 

We have also received this month’s number of the always interest- 


ing Scientific Opinion ; of The Young Lady’s Journal, a sheer miracle 
as both quantity and quality; Science Gossip, with some 

i engravings; Zhe Naturalist’s Note-book; The Westminster 
Papers ; The Carlow College Magazine; The Elizabethan ; and The 
Shipwrecked Mariner, a anes which pleads a good cause, and 
should be supported by all Englishmen. 














[NovemBer 13, 1869. 
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Wool he be Worsted P 
A “WELL-kNown alderman is reported to be one of the candidates for 
the seat vacated by Me. Layarp. We rather think, however, that the 
electors of Southwark will be deaf to his entreaties, and will not let 
him stuff Corron into the ears to set their brains wool-gathering. 








NOTICE.—Nov. 15, with Numerous Illustrations, price One shilling, 


Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870, 


Containing Contributions, artistic and literary, by T. Archer, F. Barnard 
E. ©. Barnes, M. Browne, W. G. R. Browne, F. F. Broderip, W. 
Brunton, E. Capern, C. 8. Cheltnam, H. 8S. Clarke, D. Cook, E. Draper, 
L. H. F. Du Terreaux, W. 8S. Gilbert, L. C. Henley, E. H. Jones, 
H. S. Leigh, A. Locker, W. J. Prowse, W. Reynolds, T. Robbins, H. 
ah Pra 'y W. Sawyer, C. W. Scott, J. Scott, A. Sketchley, M. 
Stretch, J. A. Sterry, J. G. Thomson, W. Thornbury, G. Turner, W. 
J. Wiegand, the Author of “ Lilliput Levee,” and ‘Tom Hood. 


Also, Now Ready, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely I liustrated, 
price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 


*.* The number of Fun containing the Cartoon, entitled “ Oh, Stay!” 
has been reprinted, and is now on sale. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


FURNISHIN 


Messrs 
ot oe or have compiled eonsiderable care and su 
HOUSES (in 
Sting benbay Touaas Cosa Sais eo 


List 
FO 
various 
whole 


279m, careeronD sot, be rng nf mere vl 
-ROO. 
Roome, 


a single 
POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
ESTIMATES, 


i from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
arniture, classified in the 


), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of F 
article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Nov. 13, 1869. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 77.—HONGREE AND MAHRY. 
(A Transpontine Remzince.) 


HE sun was setting in its wonted west, 
When Honecrer, Sub-Lieutenant of 
Chassoores, 
Met Maury Davsieny, the Village Rose, 
Under the Wizard's Oak—old trysting place 
Of those who loved in rosy Aquitaine. 


They thought themselves unwatched, but 
they were not ; 

For Honereg, Sub-Lieutenant of Chas- 
soores, 

Found in Lrevrenant-CoLoneL JOOoLEs 
Dvusosc 

A rival, envious and unscrupulous, 

Who thought it not foul scorn to dodge his 
steps 

And listen, unperceived, to all that passed 

Between the simple little Village Rose 

And Honcregz, Sub-Lieutenant of Chas- 
soores. 


And Honeree, who was wise a3 
Disguised himself that night in 
Round flapping hat, and vizor 
And made, unnoticed, for the 
Iie passed the unsuspecting 


(Who little thought a man in 


Allegiance to his Maury and his king. 

‘If Maury bad» me lead these fated men, 

I'd lead them—but I do not think she would. 

If Cuaruzs, my king, said ‘ Go, my son, and die,’ 
I'd go, of course— my duty would be clear. 

But Maury is in bed asleep, I hope, 

And Cuarues, my king, three hundred leagues from this: 
As for Lrgutgnant CotongL Jooiss Dvunosc, 
How know I that our monarch would approve 
The order he has given me to-night ? 

My king I’ve sworn in all things to obey— 

Vil only take my orders from my king!” 

Thus Honcrer, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores, 
Interpreted the terms of his commission. 


he was good, 
ample cloak, 
mask of black, 
English camp. 
sentinels, 


this disguise 


Could be a proper object of sus- 
picion), 

And ere the curfew bell had 
boomed “lights out,” 

Ile found in audience, Bedford's 
haughty Duke. 


A clumsy barrack-bully was Dvnosc, 

Quite unfamiliar with the well-bred tact 
That animates a proper gentleman 

In dealing with a girl of humble rank. 
You'll understand his coarseness when I[ say 
He would have married Maury Davnieny, 
And dragged the unsophisticated girl 

Into the whirl of fashionable life, 

For which her singularly rustic ways 

Her breeding (moral but extremely rude), 
Her language ae but ungrammatical), 
Would absolutely have unfitted her. 

How different to this unreflecting boor 
Was Honeree, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores! 





AOA Ne OTe Wee a ™~ er. 


“Your Grace,”’ he said, “start not —be not alarmed, 
Although a Frenchman stands before your eyes. 
I'm Honoreez, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores. 

My colonel will attack your camp to-night, 

And orders me to lead the hope forlorn. 

Now I am sure our excellent Kinc CHar.es 
Would not approve of this—but he’s away 

A hundred leagues, and rather more than that— 
So, utterly devoted to my king, 

Blinded by attachment to the throne— 

And having but its interest at heart, 

I feel it is my duty to disclose 

All schemes that emanate from Cotonet Joorea, 

If I believe that they are not the kind 

Of schemes that our good Monarch could approve.’ 


a 





Contemporary with the incident 

Related in our opening paragraph, 

Was that sad war ’twizt Gallia and ourselves 
That followed on the treaty signed at Troyes ; 
And so LizuTENANT-CoLONEL Joo_es Dusosc 
(Brave soldier, he, with all his faults of style}, 
And Honerer, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores, 
Were sent by Cuaruzs of France against the lines 
Of our Sixth Henry (fourteen twenty-nine), 

To drive his legions out of Aquitaine. 


* But how,” said Bedford’s Duke, “ do you propose 
That we should overthrow your Colonel's scheme ?’ 
And Honereg, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores, 
Replied at once with never-failing tact— 

‘** Oh, sir, I know this cursed country well, 

Entrust yourself and all your host to me, 

I'll lead you safely by a secret path 

Into the heart of Cotonen Joours’ array, 

And you can then attack them unprepared, 

And slay my fellow countrymen unarmed. 


When Honcrer, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores, 
Returned—suspecting nothing —to his camp, 
After his meeting with the Village Rose, 

He found inside his barrack letter-box 

A note from the commanding officer, 

Requiring his attendance at head-quarters. 


The thing was done. The Duxe or Beprorp gave 
The order, and two thousand fighting men 


TENANT-COLONEL JOOLES: 
Crept silently into the Gallic camp, 


“Young HoncGrer, Sub-Lieu- 


ee ee 


He went, and found Luiev- | 


i _ tenant of Chassoores, ' And slew the Frenchmen as they lay asleep, 
‘This night we shall attack the And Bedford's haughty Duke slew Cotong. Joores, 
English camp, And marr’ed Maury, pride of Aquitaine, 


Be the ‘forlorn hope’ yours— To Honcresz, Sub-Lieutenant of Chassoores. 


you'll lead it, sir, 

And lead it, too, with credit, I've 
no doubt,”’ 

(These last words with a cruelly 
obvious sneer’, 

“‘As every man must certainly 
be killed 

(For you are twenty ’gainst two 
thousand men), 

It is not likely that you will 


ERS I OI ND 


a 


return, 

But what of that? you'll have 
the benefit 

Of knowing that you die a sol- 
dier’s death.” 


Obedience was young Hoxareze’s s'rongest poiat, 
But he imagined that he only owed 





Wuat is the form of an escaped parrot? A Polly-gone. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, November 17th, 1869. 
¢Y ? MORE. complete success than the Queen's visit to the City 
a could not have been. Cloudless weather and an imposing 
‘eZ ceremony gone through without any failure may count for 

much: but it was the popular and unofficial demonstration 
that was the great event of the day. Such a spontaneous and hearty 
reception as greeted Her Majesty's first appearance for many years 
among her faithful people, silences completely the doubts of those who 
believed her prolonged absence might weaken English loyalty. It is 
to be hoped that now she sees the genuine pleasure her presence 
among them gives to her subjects, the Queen will give them many 
opportunities of secing her. 
Some sion was felt, in consequence of a so-called Fenian 
proclamation. posted in various places by some malevolent or idiotic 
— that an attempt would be made on the Queen’s life. Her 
Majestyy however, with the courage she has always displayed, came 
fearlessly in an open carriage at almost foot-pace. She knew she was 
safe among her people. They were her real Life-Guards; and had 
any madman ventured to attempt to injure her, his life would have 
fallen a sacrifice to the just indignation of the populace. 
The cheering crowd that lined the streets on that memorable Satur- 
day set ite foot on disaffection and stamped out treason. 


Tue contest between the railways and the public seems drawing to 
a close, and victory declares for the latter. In answer to a letter on 
the subject, the chairman of the London and Brighton has stated that 
with the beginning of the year there will be a reduction of the 
suburban-traffic fares. This, of course, means that all the companies 
in the Southern Confederation will lower their prices, and renounce— 
it is to be hoped for ever—a policy which has been injurious to them 
as it has been unjust to the public. 

It is only right that on Mr. Larne, the chief instigator of the in- 
crease, should devolve the duty of announcing the reduction. No 
doubt experience has proved by the stern logic of pounds shillings and 
pence that prohibitive fares do not increase traffic receipts. But it is 
impossible to avoid asking, whether Me. Larne and Srr Epwarp 
Warkn have not had reason to attribute their exclusion from Parlia- 
ment since last election to the unpopularity their railway policy earned 
forthem? If so, they may rest assured that their return to a liberal 
railway policy will conduce totheir return by Liberal constituencies, 
for the English people is a forgiving race. 

SSE st 


Worry probable. 


_ A pack of fox hounds, a country paper relates, bolted the other day 
into the shop of a Pontypridd grocer, and seized a seven pound parcel 
of tallow candles, which they “worried” and devoured before the 
huntsman could beat them off. Note the sagacity of the dogs! not 
for them the precious stuff sold now-a-days:as butter, they preferred 


tallow, 
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Better Pay him than the Doctor. 


PATERFAMILIAS, ing over his butcher's bi i 
youngsters will » ednee “teething.” eewemnaaben his 


A NAUTICAL EXAMINATION. 


Wuere does a biting wind blow from? Gnawr! 
Where does-@ squall come from? Sow! 


A Bap Investuent.—The Shoemakers’ Stocks. 
_ A Srimmainc Apvenrure.—Brewing a bow! of punch, 

Happy Days vor Pavpgsrs.— When “ their toke is of bullocks.” 
ede exercise for volunteers: “ Camp ”’-a-know- 
: Wuy is°@ Haunted House like\a Clock? Because it’s a horror- 
| Ey-rreu to Wir. What the Birmingham gun: trad —a fai 

field, and no favour. rs oy aa 

BARROWED FROM THE CosTeRs.— What are the shipping charg: 
apples? A penny frei — 

How you May Jew your Lanpiorp.—Let -quarters’ 
on, and then tell him you have a leash of the enh ee 
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Two words that mean sad suffering and pain, 
A great reproach in this a Christian land ; 

Oh! that the guardians knew how great the gain 
Of Charity that flows from open hand. 


1. The dearest hopes of all his life 
Were centered in it; 
And he might lose or win a wife 
All in a minute. 
. A place with a parsonage, such a queer name 
Of a book by advertisement well known to fame. 


3. If she was this, 
And worth a kiss, 
’Twas scarcely this 
To rob the miss. 
4. To be with pain and work oppress’d, 
To be aweary and distrest. 
5. A squire who lived through many a stanza 
As famous as old Sancuo Panza. 
6. I fancy they would call this so 
In French of Stratford-atte-Bow. 
7. This scarcely means in modern speech 
The dedication it would teach. 
8. Oft sought, oft squandered, oft neglected, 
Yet very seldom quite rejected. 
. In married life a quarrel will reveal it, 
But not till then do spooney lovers feel it. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 139.—Layard, Ayrton: La, Ally, Yal- 
ler, Alight, Rodrigo, Don. 


Correct Sorvutions or Acrostic, No. 139, Recritvep, 10th Nov.:—Dead 
Pansy; Hector; Tom and Jim; Timothy & Co; J.0. P.; Lochinch; B.P. R. ; 


Diggory Dibble ; Lizzie J. 


to 


©o 


Open Columns. 

We regret to hear reports of a very serious “ crack-tar”’ affecting 
the stability of the supports of the Holborn Viaduct. If the columns 
are cracked the whole structure must be a little crazy. Let us hope 
the pillars of the Constitution are more sound than the constitution 
of the pillars. We trust we shall hear before long that the difficulty 


—like Holborn Valley— is to be got over. 


Precocity. 


A PROVINCIAL paper states—though with evident doubt as to the re- 
ception of its assertion—that “the child with which Mrs. Cuumr pre- 
sented her husband, our well known fellow-townsman and butcher, 
proves—strange to say—to be a chopping boy.”’ Strange precaution of 
nature to endow so young a creature with the instinct needed to sup- 


port its existence. 


Shutting them up. 


Tue momentous deliberations of the Court of Common Council have 
been conducted on onc or two recent occasions with closed doors. We 
should be glad to see a little more disposition shown to get through 
Municipal business with closed—cupboard—doors. 


Drop it! 
Tue English Riflemen carried off nearly all the long range prizes at 
the recent competition at Liége, We hope that Belgium’s grief at 
this defeat will not be great enough to make her drop the “ National 


The Full Meaning of the Word! 
WHEN penny-a-liners say that charity children are re-galed on 
penny buns, does it mean that they have a blow-out ? 


THE SOCIAL SCIENCE CONGRESS. 


Ir is proposed that in future the ladies shall have a congress of | 


their own, to be called “The Sew-shall Ladies Congress.” 


ItitzeGaL Puarmacy.—Compounding a felony. 
Tue Chief of the-Darkies on Doncaster Race-course.—The Town 


Moor. 


Micxte Txuovcut at Micwartmas. —A GoosE ster not to be 


laughed at—from the Stubble to the Platter. 
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LOVING AND LOYAL 


A BAD LOOK-OUT FOR DISAFFECTION AND TREASON 
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LOVING AND LOYAL GREETING 
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THE BATTLE OF (IRISH) BULL-ONG. 


Ocuone and wiristhru, 
For the fatal philaloo 
B’tuxt the bould O’Donocuve and Mistner G. H. Moone’ 
Have yez heard about the pother 
How they both shot one another, 
Tn a sanguinary struggle on the Bull-ong shore * 


The O’DonocGuve, bedad, 

"Tis he that is the lad! 
Och, ’twas Bonny Peet he challenged last to tight, begor ! 

"T'was himself thin, so to spake, 

That smacked Moore upon the chake, 
Which indooced him to the meetin’ on the Bull-ong shore. 


The ©’ DonocuvE, sez he, 
‘* Forninst me I can see 
There’s orators as fustian love to spout galore.”’ 
Sez Moors, “ It’s me you mane— 
The deduction’s moighty plain.” 
’ I'was that as caused the jool all on the Bull-ong shore. 


So, sez Moorg, “‘ Ye spalpeen, you— 
Ye'z called THe O Donocuue, 

Though divvle a one o’ me can tell yez what it’s for— 
Faix,’tis nothing but a flam— 
I as much the Rajah am 

Of far Sering-gap-a-tam on the Bull-ong shore! 


Then the Chieftain of the Glens 
A fiery challenge pens, 
’Tis an insult that can only be wiped,out with gore ; 
So there the hero stud 
A-ragin’ for the blood 
Of the other injured pathriot on the*Bull-ong shore. 


MistHEer Moors, the darlin’ duck, 
His pen in answer tuk, 
Defiance back again like any l’ine to roar, 
‘‘ Bedad,” sez he, “I’m there,, 
So we'll settle the affair 
And exterminate each other on the Bull-ong shore.” 


Then their seconds they was sint 
Their friends to reprisint— 
Ye’d have thought they foightin’ mint—and nothin’ less or more ; 
But each was seized wid fear 
As soon as it was clear 
They’d a dacent chance of matin’ on the Bull-ong shore. 


The O'Donocuvur, sez he, 
‘“‘ Faith, it’s jokin’ you must be— 
Sure, I love yez like a brother, ye noble orat-or.”’ 
And Moore replied, ‘“ Hurroo! 
My dear O’ Donocuveg, 
Let’s embrace and sthrife eschew on the Bull-ong shore.” 


‘Twas thus these heroes bould 
Our expictations sould, 
Abandoning their vows to shed each other's gore. 
For, ye see, one didn’t dare, 
And t’other didn't care, 
For a sanguinary ruction on the Bull-ong shore. 


So let us drink unto 
The bould O’Donocuvg, 
And Erin’s gallant champion, Mistuer G. H. Moore. 
May their glory never cease 
Till they have to swear the peace 
’Gainst each other and all pathriots on the Bull-ong shore! 


—_ SS SS 
A Fishy One. 


Wuy ign’t a closely contested boat-race like a cod's head and 
shoulders P— Why, don’t you see, it must be much more like a herring 


when it is hard-rowed! 





At the Double. 
SHOULD not an infantry Lieutenant be styled a Corn-ct when he is in 
the foot, in a marching regiment ? 





To CoBBLERS wo Srout.— Wax eloquent. 
Tue Best (T)issue paper :—Bank of England notes. 


Oprgrrations of the Gold-Ring :—Marriages. (N.B. ‘This does not 
hold good in United States.) 
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CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
NOVEMBER. 

Temple Bar is an interesting number this month. The “ Poetry of 
(the Period ”’ is so-called spiritual poetry, which is amusing. “ Aunt 
| Sally's Account of the Tidal Wave” is weak. ‘ Mademoiselle 
| Scuderi”’ is powerful. 
| In the Argosy we have a better picture than usual, ‘Johnny 
| Ludlow” finishes up his “stud story”’ well. Altogether it is a good 
| average number. 
| Once a Week: contains a readable variety of articles. The illustra- 
, tions are susceptible of improvement, but taken as a whole the 
| number is as good as it is cheap. 
| Tne St. James's contains an appreciative biography of the late Lorp 
| Derny, with a portrait. “Cabinet Photographs” is continued, and so 
| is the series of “Clerical Celebrities”— perhaps on the whole some- 
| what too much of biographical matter. The illustration of “ Too 

Late,” is a most extraordinary one. 

Our Young Folks, among other excellent articles, contains a capital 
; report of “The Doll's Regatta,” written in the very vein of fun for 
| the little ones. ‘ Little Barbara”’ is a very affecting sketch. 


' 


The Atlantic Monthly has an exquisite poem entitled ‘‘In Memo- 
riam.” ‘“QOur Phil” is interestingly told, and “A Dredging 
Expedition’’ makes one sigh for such a day on the Gulf Stream. 
“The Brick Moon”’ is a wonderful story. 
| We must say a word for anew venture, The Gintleman's J-urnal, the 
| first sumberetalieh is tte biggest. nine-penn’orth—and the te:st—we 
ever saw. The chromolithograph of “ Hunting the Tiger” is very 
good. The literary contents are wholesome reading too, which we 
cannot.say for most publications for boys. 


een 
Letter from Let-in. 


TO THE EDITOR. 
Ir you do not see what you require in the window, ask for it, 

Sir,—Attracted by the above announcement in the windoweof what 
appeared to be ar ble ironmonger's shop, I recently emtered the 
establishment and stated my modest requirements, viz , aglass of Litt«r, 
cheese and biscuit. Nothing but a speedy exit saved me from a well- 
intended blow with a bronze fender, rather a nasty weapon. Let this 

be a warning:from one who has been. Taken IN. 





None of your Source. 


Tue Court Journal says :— 

It' is very to hear of the safety of Dr. Livingstone. He writes to say 
that he bas. the sourceof the Nile. We hope be will return with it shortly 
to England. 
We hope he won't.. That is to sey, we hope the Doctor will/shortly 
return to England, but we hope he will not bring: the source of! the 
Nile with him; for we are now into a time of the year when 
we shall not be in any want of water. however, the Doctor decides 
to bring it with him we hope he will first take the precaution to clear 
it of crocodiles, for they axe a-species of “ wild fowl” not very popular 
with Englishmen. 





Lex Talionis. 

A GERMAN-SAUSAGE-MAKER wae tried at Lambeth the other day for 
Ming om a Meenas He — with him, knocked him 
own, and then, lifting himupflunghim into a. copper fifty: - 
five gallons of scalding. hot water; which of course killed) him. 
brute should be punished by the law of retaliation, and:taught whiatiit 
is to “ boil” with something else than rege. : 


HARDLY “‘ THE RIGHT MAN IN THE RIGIT PLACE.” 
WE observe that at the Hammersmith Police Court Mr. DayMan is 
often called upon to hear “ night charges.”’ 


THE C’RECT CARD. 
Eacu succeeding mail confirms the fact, at first received with in- 
credulity, that at the Cape spades turn up diamonds. 


MEDICAL DEGREES—OF COMPARISON. 
Posirive—a guinea fee. Comparative—a sovereign remedy. 
Superlative—advice gratis. 





A Sounpinc-Boarp :—The Board of Trade. 


Wicar of Bray! 
“Fixe Featuers Maxe Fixe Birpe.”—Not always—the “ Bunt- 
ings’’ are sober-coated. 
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Wuar celebrated divine do a donkey’s panniers resemble/—Tke | 
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Comin’ versus Income. 


A San Francisco paper states that “in 
Virginia City, Nevada, pretty waiter-girls 
| are taxed.”” The pretty waiters taxed for 
their pleasing fraits might suggest a very 
| popular impost to Mr. Lows. Taking all 
| females who are be-coming-ly attired as 
| waiters, he might by introducing the tax in 
| this country induce all who had pretensions 
'to good looks to insist on being taxed—it 
would be a voluntary female poll (or should we 
say “‘chignon ?”’) tax. 


1 ei f, | ! Dis-gas-ting! 
Weill ee) | Cay Tue gas in our district is so bad that it is 
ses 3 positively incorrigible. Will it be believed ? 
—it positively went out without our leave the 
other evening, and we never! noticed its ab- 
sence though we had lit two or three candles 
in order to see whether it was properly 
| lighted at the beginning of the evening. We 
| guess the gas-o’-meter must be almost as 
irregular as the metre of Watt WuitTmMan— 
| anyhow, its contents are quite as obscure. 
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| A Strange Fatality. | 
A poor fellow who went to see the Lord 
|Mayor’s show the other day got much 
| knocked about in the crowd, and positively 
‘lost his head. Some kind-hearted Irish | 
4 | bystanders, who saw the accident, took him | 
| 


iT 


vy) ur 


Bare? 


Aaa 
| 
La 


_home with the intention of breaking his head 
| gently to his family, but the latter fortunately 
} did not observe the loss. _ According to the 
7 | latest reports he is progressing. 
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A Curious Fact. 


EEN | Trutw is stranger than fiction. A gentle- 
UU La ANN Ngai ieee §man in our neighbourhood astonished at the | 
mews | backwardness of his potato crop, had the 
Mog 6 opround examined by a most experienced 
Sea judge. It was discovered that the potatoes 
| were short-sighted and couldn’t see their way 
Saas )~§6 through the soil. After dressing the ground 
| with a liberal supply of spectacles, our friend 
was rewarded by seeing the tubers growing 
| like winking. 


j 
| 


| Shocking Inhumanity. 

| Own Saturday last we hear that an eminent 
|medical practitioner while crossing the 

| Thames at Blackfriars fell in with a friend. 

| Although the bridge was crowded at the time | 
| by what we fear we can only call fiends in | 
| human shape, no notice was taken of the 
7 | occurrence. The two sufferers proceeded | 
_ together to the nearest tavern and liquored 


| up. 





Similia Similibus. 





anny _ Tuz Life Guards who assi he 
A NEW VIEW OF VeSTMENTS. pens te tka Wee ak Veto seve al 

















. picked men. The pockets of a good many of 
. (4° FACT.) the spectators were in the caenaelimment. 
Little Innocent :—“ On, Ma! Ien’r oe A RUDE MAN TO PREACH IN HIS NIGHT-GoWN 
AND BRACES ! Bowre-m1a.—Texas. | 
: — —— | 
THE LOST ONE. The nes of ae spent, oh, how can I count, 
: . ave as Crvusog his days used to notch ? 
I wavs oo ao Sy ee ——— a Thou art gone—though rewards up to any amount 
: I have offered for thee, Punctuality’s fount,— 





Time may pass all unheeded by me, for a blight 
Has shattered my reasoning were 
Etiquette. 


No more shall those slender and delicate hands oe Fn 
Be watched with attention by me: Orrsn disguised in liquor.—The Morella Cherry. 
tg Geese wandering poise aw - far-distant lands, 
ey no lo: may point to me duty’s demands A Nop’s as coop as, &c.—What moll hould fai P 

I . - leg (But they he winks? usc should the fair sex shun 





But, alas, now for aye thou hast taken thy flight ! | For some rascal has stol'n thee, my watch ! | 
| 
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ALGERNON POPPLETON PARAGOROSE. 


ede— 
for speed! 


RAGOROSE, 


of his nose! 
Indeed, 


pede 





ever I seed! 
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RAGOROSE 
Is regarded with wonder wherever he goes; 
And he’s always prepared heavy wagers to lay— 
In half-ponies—you ne'er saw so queer:a display. 
In fact, 
Exact, 
; Here he is-in the act, 
By which his own nose he-has constantly backed! 


ALGERNON PorrLeTon Paracorosr, 
To a very bad cold the development owes. 
"Twas a cold in his head to begin with, of course, 
But ended inmaking him funnily ho(a)rse. 

The gang, 

Slap-bang, 

With the music-hall twang, 

Describe as ‘a snorter”’ this steed in their slang! 


ALGERNON Porri*ToN PARAGOROSE 
With collectors of taxes comes often to blows. 
lor they are desirous to tax his proboscis, 
And he says “they knows that his nose not 8 hoss is.”’ 
Forsooth, 
The youth 7 
With the feature uncouth, 
Can boast one good feature — of telling the truth. 


ER re pee en ee mee rR ENmaNgY EE anemumane —— 
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ALGERNON PoPpPLETON PARAGOROSE 
With his nose gets ahead very fast, you'll suppose. 
lor that organ, as you may perceive from the crook, it 
Is greatly of use when he wishes to “ hook”’ it. 

Oh, yes! 

I guess, 

Like this capital §, © 

These lines are “the tale of a nose,” you'll confess! 
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Strange Ind-kneed! 


CoNsIDERABLE excitement should be felt in surgical and anatomical 
circles on account of a case in the Bankruptcy Court the other day 
when it was proved that one KNrEe was up to his neck in difficulties. 
That’s a poser. 


Given without Reservation. 
On special cccasions we believe that the Chicf Commissioner of 
Police calls out the “‘ reserve’’ of the force. ‘Too many flagrant cases 


lead us to infer that this must be—not in the z division only—an un- 
known quantity. 


A CONSOLATION SCRAMBLE, 


WE rarely see a bicycle rider without feeling assured that he will 
be “ better off.” 


MANY A TRUE WORD, ETC. 


WueEn the value of a joke entirely depends on the sound, it is per- 
haps as well not to crack it. 








THE COWPER-NICAN SYSTEM. 
% s . 
Sic itur ad dis-astera.— Joun Gutpin’s Ride. 
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= we OME talk of 
. thie _veloci- | on the stage, where the native of Caledonia generally confounds the 


For speed, 
No _ veloci- 


Would try com- 
petition, that 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
Ir is not everyone who wears a kilt that is a Scotchman, especially 


Doric twang with an Irish brogue, and may be said in the matter of 


But here’s the | costume to be “kilt entirely.’”” Even those of us who have been 
chap, say’ J, | fortunate enough to attend a London Highland celebration, and yell 


incoherent healths with a foot on the table, or witha “richt good 


ALGERNoN Por- | wallie waught,” and have learned all about “haggis and cockio 
PLETON Pa- | leekie,” and “ bannocks”’ and “ gigots” and “ tappit hens,” and think 


ourselves “sonsie lassies,”’ or ‘“pawkie chiels,”’—have only a vague 


What a very | notion of what real Scottish talk is like. We read Burns with a 
strange run- 
ning that is shepherd seems to have a crook in his speech. What then must have 


glossary and confound him with the Skalds; and even the gentle 


been the feelings of a whole lecture hall full of ladies and gentlemen 
who met at the City of London College, in Leadenhall-street, to hear 
Mr. Cuaries Ferrier read extracts from the humorous and pathetic 
poetry of his native heath? Well, the curious part of it was that, as 
he read even Tam o’SuanTeEr neither in stage Highlandish nor in 
Cockney Gaelic, they liked it so much as to rise to real enthusiasm, 
and henceforward we shall perhaps be able to have a “nicht wi’ 
Burns,” without its being followed by a morning with aches; at all 
events, we should advise anybedy who wishes to hear the “ Immortal 
exciseman born beyond the Tweed,’ well interpreted by being well 
read, to look out for Mx. FPsrerer’s next reading. ; 





Like a Shot! 
A CONTEMPORARY, in discussing pauperism the other day, came out 
rather strong. It recommended that :— 


The really destitute—(we admit the politico-economical difficulty) —should have 
work to do, and wages in return; the reealcitrant sturdy > ggar, pur et simp/-, 
should be shot out of hand as a pest to society, und a foe to the common weal. 

We hope, in the interest of humanity, that when our friend recom- 
mended sturdy beggars to be “shot”’ out of hand, the shooting was 
only intended in the sense in which other “ rubbish is shot.’’ 


Paving the Way. 


Lonpon lately in some parts anticipated the welcome presence of 
Royalty. Oxford Street for many days past had been lookamg ‘ up.” 


A Tale of Tubbs. 
Wuat a graphic volume would it be if Marylebono’s relieving 
officer were to publish his experiences of “the short and simple annals 
of the poor.” 


Gushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
ied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourseives 
responsible for loss. | 


J. K. (Harlow),—If we were to discuss poor FREEMAN’s platitudes, we 
should be really laying ourselves open to one of his charges against current 
literature—that it “spreads abroad a parcel of rubbish,’’ by retailing his 
‘‘ rice-pudding.”’ 

F. C. 8S. S. (Exeter).—If you read Fun you would know better. 

NEPTUNE.— Quite at sea this time. 

“ PresumpTuous Acis”’ (Barrow-in-Furness).—We wish you (and 
other presumptuous Aces—we hope that plural is correct) would consume 
your own smoke, This is the epigram our office-buy wro'e on your 
envelope. 

Rubbish net to be shot herve. 
In your barrow in furnace had sou to be burned 
Consigned your MS., you our tha:.ks would have earned, 

T. B.—You must be legible before you can be eligible. " 

NEPTUNE.—We are fla'tered by your encomiums, But we must decline 
the verses as a question of manner not matter. 

C. J. T. (Sherborne).—Much too late in the day. 

E. G. (Chelsea).—The drawing would pass—the joke won t. 

EGoMET.—We can see no fun in your contribution—but you can have 
your revenge by not seeing your contribution in un. . 

J. J. M. (Abergavenny).—If you require the return of the sketch, why 
don’t you attend to our rule, and send a stamped addres-ed envelope ¢ 

E j. M.—Please not to send other matter with your Acrostic answers. 
Declined with thanks. 

Declined with thanks:—W. C., Kinzsland; J. D., Jewin-crescent; 
L. L.; Maxwellton; Observer; H. R. K., Harrow; J.G. P., St James s; 
H. H. C., Dublin; F. D., Hackney; J. I. L., Bridgenorth; J. B. ee 
Brixton ; Corrander ; B.; Anonymous Ass; My Aunt; F., Dalston; T. B., 
Liverpool ; RK. 8.; Another Noodle; Curio: O. R J. C , Aylesford ; J. B. ae 
Liverpool; O. C.; Gilbert, Newcastle on-Tyne; F. U.; D. J. F.; G., t. 
Ives; E. 1'.; J. H. T., Bridgend: R. W. B.J., Bow; N. A. M , Glasgow ; 
Jones; J. B., Forest Gate; R. W., Paragon-road ; J. H. F., Charrington- 
street; J. H. P.; R., Poland street; Incipient Punster; P., Atheney. 
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THE ROYAL VISIT TO THE CITY. 


By ovr Moon-struck ReporrTer. 


A tovety day! Both sides the way, the streets are gay, with grand 
display of flage. Hooray! The people, they along them stray, or 
patient stay, despite delay, for they essay to see to-day, with glad 
survey, Victoria, whose gentle sway we all obey. Hoozay! 
Hoozay! The a bray. Hats off, I pray! 

Here comes the yor, I do declare! His head is bare; with 
graceful air, bows here and there, he lets us share. And look, too, 
where a lady fair, with jewelled hair, so debonnair, sits by him. 
Blare of trumpets, glare of banners ne’er her heart can scare, as they 

through street and square and thoroughfare, where folks, I dare 
assert or swear, on bench and chair, will cheer and stare. 

Oh, look at that old party fat! Just twig his hat! With skins of 
cat ‘tis bound, that’s flat. Or if not fur, as I aver (perchance I err), 
his porringer is feathered, sir! His character we all concur in guess- 
ing—per programme—as spur of memory’s stir to London—her, if 
you prefer, Remembrancer. 

And now, hurroo!—in order due, by two and two, like heroes true, 
the Horseguards (who are red not blue), delight our view, their coats 
look new, “their swords is drew,” a few to hack and hew or 
run you Srenahy which you would rue. Now bid adieu to retinue— let 
them pursue their route while you—though you eschew a loud shaloo, 
with much ado bid welcome to the Queen. Hurroo! 

Yes! Here she comes! I hear the drums, and louder hums 
from countless sums of swells and chums—from men worth plums 
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(to merest scums from London slums. But one and all, both great 


and small, they shout and bawl, and welcome call. 

And lo, ’tis she, Her Majesty! Come, three times three! In every 
key let us agree to shout till we so hoarse shall be, a bo’sun, he who 
roars at sea, might sing a glee, (say up to G.) along o’ we. 

God save the Queen! Long life, serene and evergreen, be hers to 
glean, whose gentle mien with pleasure keen we all have seen. 

And now it’s time to cease to climb Parnassus. I’m, unlucky mime, 
as in bird-lime or some such slime, stuck fast for rhyme for this 
sublime prime chime ! 


NOTICE.—Now Ready, with Numerous Illustrations, price 13., 


Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870, 


Containing Contributions, artistic and literary, by T. Archer, F. Barnard, 
E. C. Barnes, M. Browne, W. G. R. Browne, F. F. Broderip, W. 
Brunton, E. Capern, C. S. Cheltnam, H. S. Clarke, D. Cook, E. Draper, 
L. H. F. Du Terreaux, W. 8S. Gilbert, L. C. Henley, E. H. Jones, 
H. S. Leigh, A. Locker, W. J. Prowse, W. Reynolds, T. Robbins, H. 
Sandercock, W. Sawyer, C. W. Scott, J. Scott, A. Sketchley, M. 
Stretch, J. A. Sterry, J. G. Thomson, W. Thornbury, G. Turner, W. 
J. Wiegand, the Author of “ Lilliput Levee,” and Tom Hood. 


Also, Now Ready, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, 
price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 
. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 


List of their ve care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of BEV TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOM HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Deere. thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 58.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Nov. 20, 1869. 
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THE GREAT VIADUCT STAKES | up with racing transactions will preclude any surprise at the 
a | announcement that when the Viaduct settlement came off, several 
By ovx Srortine Reporter. | piers were stated to be cracked up. 


Tue Great Viaduct fixture was inaugurated on Monday the 8th 
instant. It produced eight runners, and came off at eight o'clock 


recisely. 
{ . Thera was a large crowd of visitors, but little or no betting, though | TO A BEE WORKING ON A SUNDAY. 
| I observed a select body of backers, with short clay-pipes lounging | Dear Bee, your industry unique 
+ about near the starting post. Provokes me to admire you; 
The weather was particularly fine and the course in good order. I scarcely work one day a week, 





: ; H , ‘8’ work t tire you! 
Tue Hansom Sraxzs, of Sixpence a Mile, and Sixpence the extra ae SOnen Sage Ween Sees Hive you 


person. Children to be paid for. One mile. 


Mr. Wo.tpram’s Sixteen-forty-one . . . . .(Jarvey) 
Mr. NeGretti’s Hansom-is-as-Hansom-does . . (Cabby) 
Ma. Grampa Geemee. -« « 2 3 0 6 aw 8 ore 

. Me. Wrient’s Keb . . . . « © © « « © (Whi 
bi Mr. Seymourn’s’Amsum . ..... « « (Hi) 
L Mr. Necretti, Jun.’s Nought-one-seven-two (G. Woh) 
Mr. A. Wueatstone’s Hoss-and-Hansom. . (G. Hugh) 
Mr. Brown's ’Ospitaller . . . . . . © (Coachey) 


The moment the flag fell they all got away well together. Growler 
made play with ’Ospitaller in close attendance. Hansom-is-as- 
Hansom-does managed to get by them, and rushed to the front, 
followed by Nought-one-seven-two and Keb. Half-way over the 
course Growler dropped back, and joined Hoss-and-Hansom which 
had never been in the running. At this point Sixteen-forty-one 
began to creep up, keeping close to the right hand side. On nearing 
the stand Nought-one-seven-two drew across the course, which drove 
Keb and ’Ansum out of their track, and allowed Growler to pick up 
lost ground. A few yards from the post, Sixteen-forty-one went to 
the front and without ever being headed won in a canter by a length. 
Hansom-is-as-Hansom-does ended two lengths in front of Growler, 
Keb fourth, and ’Arsum next. ’Ospitaller came in last dead lame. 

Later in the day there was some good racing between the Bays- 
water, Paddington and Kilburn ’buses. The Islington ’bus was the 
favourite, but the City Atlas was well supported. 

I am sorry to have to record that the proceedings did not terminate 
without the circulation of some ominous reports. The unfortunate 
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And yet to our Established Church 
You seem a foe obdurate, 

You leave Religion in the lurch, 
And slave like any curate. 


Beware! for while you thus extract 
Your gold from Flora’s diggin’s, 

You might provoke by such an act 
The rancour of a Stiggins. 


Besides, your labour might suggest 
To unbelieving BrapLavGus, 

That laws which Sunday trade arrest 
Must be unjust and bad laws. 


You wouldn’t wish to propagate 
Such sad immoral teaching, 

And make each naughty reprobate 
Deride our solemn teaching ? 


*T were better far to stay at home 
And give to leisure one day ; 

To feast within your straw-built dome, 
And work again on Monday. 


Go, quaff from waxen cups thy fill, 
Industrious flower-inspector ! 

No grudging Sunday Liquor Bill 
Can rob you of your nectar. 


manner in which the names of some of our nobility have been mixed | Maxiu.—A poor man is to be avoided-- he lacks principal. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, November 24:), 1869. 


HE parish of St. Pancras is acquiring a terrible and unenviable 

notoriety. While it was content to be the purveyor of amuse- 
ment to all who read the reports of the squabbles of its Guardians 
at the Board-meetings, little harm was done. But when seven 
inquests are held in one day on the bodies of paupers who perished, as 
proved by the medical evidence, from the unwholesome state of the 
wards, the case becomes serious. England in the Nineteenth Century 
cannot afford to have it said that because parochial dignitaries want to 
keep down the rates, the poor are to be allowed to die—as people died in 
the Black Hole at Calcutta, and from the very same cause ! 

This is the evidence, and it is authenticated by the medical testimony 
of such eminent men as Messrs. Sotty and BrupENELL CARTER, as 
well as by the fact of the numerous deaths. 

But, of course, the palrish authorities have their answer, and their 
friends, who (when everything has been prepared for their visit pos- 
sibly) report favourably on all the arrangements. Of course the 
Coroner got up the case, and, of course the two Medical Inspectors had 
interes motives in réporting, and, of course, the paupers were 

revailed upon to die in order to further their aims—at least the St. 
’ancras Board would haye us believe so. 

We, however, prefer to accept the statements of Messrs. Sotty and 
Carter, and to ask the Poor Law Board whether they intend to per- 
mit parochial authorities to revive in civilized London of the Nine- 
teenth Century the horrors of the Black Hole of Calcutta! 





“Tue quality of mercy is not strained.” It is certainly not 
clarified in some cases when it is filtered through the Home Office. 
Not very long since Sir E, G. C. Earpiey was sent to prison for 
bigamy, but oned—or rather released afterwards, on the plea of 
ill-health, and on the understanding that he was to expatriate himself. 
It is doubtful whether such clemency would be displayed to any 
bigamist not also a baronet; but such immunities are not the only 
blessings of the order. 

Sm E. G. C. Earpuey has apparently recovered his health, and has 
returned to his native land, for a short time since he was brought up 
on the charge of obtaining £5 by false pretences. But when he was 
brought up on remand, the prosecutor declined to go on with the case, 
and the magistrate (doubtless remembering the conduct of the late 
Lord Mayor under similar circumstances) allowed him to withdraw. 

Once again, then, our baronet gets off scot-free! We protest against 
his immunity in the interests of the Baronetage, to which such large 
additions have been recently made—it is not fair, by allowing such 
latitude to Str E. G. C. Earpiey’s eccentricities, to subject such a 
numerous body to so strong a temptation to crime! 


Se 
A Good Joke. 


Mr. Bernat Osnorne possesses such a keen appreciation of 
humour, that we are at a loss to understand how he can refrain from 
laughing in the faces of the Waterford electors, who are meditating 
the return of “ Captain Macxsy” the Fenian, now a convicted felon 
in an English prison. The proclamations say “his return will place 
him and the electors of Waterford in their proper colours before the 
world ’’—only an Irishman could see the propriety of being repre- 
sented in the House by a man who won’t be there at all! 





Spoiling the Crops. 

Tuy don’t manage some things better in San Francisco. We 
observe that, at the Mechanics’ Fair held there recently, there was 
exhibited a rope made of the twisted hair of convicts cropped in the 
state prison. In England we make much more profit out of the 
trimming of our felons—we make expensive chignons of them. 





Tux Worst Excursion ovr.—A “ go” of gin. 
. 2s common, but reprehensible, practical joke :—“ Pinching”’ an um- 

Tue Last Ture a CHANCELLOR or THE Excuzquer sHOULD Tax.— 
The public credulity. 

Frve Ant Derrmrrion.—The old masters (aye, and the modern 
ones, too) :— Wives. 

Way is aman who is fond of writing like a cheap means of tra- 
velling ?-——Beeause he’s a pen-esteemer. 
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APPEARANCES. 


APprEARANCES, like facts, possess 

A stubbornness which, I confess, 
’Tis hard to overcome. 

Yet some appearances, forsooth, 

Are just the opposite of truth— 
You'll notice I say “some.” 


Crime, undetected, shows a face 
So calm; of guilt you see no trace— 
No slightest hint therein. 
Whiie Innocence, if snubbed or dunned, 
Becomes so highly rubicund, 
It seems not shame but sin! 


What sunny and delightful hues 
In Bubble Companies one views, 
When on the verge of “ bustin’. ” 
Your cripple going for a walk 
As well might think a cabbage-stalk 
A staff that he could trust in. 


There’s Mr. Squoss1eE with his wife 
Appears to lead a happy life— 
Before spectators, tender ; 
But when there’s nobody in sight, - 
My goodness, how they brawl and fight, 
With poker, tongs, and fender! 


Oh, you’ll grow wiser by and by, 
And view with a suspicious eye 

All kinds of outward seeming; 
And then, unless you’re deaf and blind, 
Appearances you oft will find 

With vile delusions teeming. 


E. G. I’ve an appearance here, 
I sketched it down on Ryde’s famed pier, 
Near Cowes that fill no dairy. 
Look at this party! Does it strike 
Your fancy that he is so like— 
So rery like a 





A Trying Position. 


Tue Times the other day informed us that three eminent engincers 
are to “sit upon” the piers of the Holborn Viaduct. The piers 
deserve to be sat upon, in one sense, for not having stood better, but 
we should think the position of the three eminent engineers will prove 
a rather difficult one, since sitting on the piers, they will not only 
have to report upon but support the bridge. 





Spanish Intelligence. 
Tx crown of Spain has been offered to the Duxe or Genoa. 
course he will accept the Genoa-rous gift. 


Wrrcn Noxsopy can Deny.—A Lancashire one. 


Of 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 142. 
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BIOGRAPHIES OF THE WORLD’S GREATEST MEN. 











Foes and frosts and funny weather,— 

Cold and muggy both together ;— 

One truly can’t tell what one ought to be at :— 
For this is the season—and this is that! 


1. This the carpenter will use 
Who has to deal with female screws ; 
I don’t intend 
Mean folks, my friend. 


2. A book-in-breeches, if I were, 
This is the form ] should prefer. 
3. Put two and two together, you’re an adder. 
This is as bad as that—it can’t be badder. 


4, Although of course one always knew 
That these things grew, 
Not until recently could one assume 
That they could bloom. 
. A celestial performance—yet I know 
Twas on the stage some years ago. 


. If you’ve not got them in by this, 
Your gardener has done amiss ; 
For in the Spring, 
When they should fling 
Their leaves out, they’ll be late, I wis! 
7. With this, so folks declare, 
The old and wrinkled fair, 
By certain parties clever, 
Is made beautiful for ever. 
8. This person you may call ‘‘a steward ”’— 
On shore though, not with land to leeward! 


Qt 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 140.— Winter Annual: | 
Wamba, Irritation, Noon, Tolu, Eliza, Russell. 

Correct SoLvutTions or Acrostic No. 140, REcEIvED 17th 
Nov.—Nell and Liz; D. P. W.; Pimlico Tom Cat; Sour Lemon ; 
Bond; Old Cider Eye; Nemo; Derfla and Ycul; Halleaths; P. 
M. Il.; C. and E. L.; Suffolk Dumpling; B. P. R.; Edmonton; 
Toodles ; Cheeky Trio; Dead Pansy; Cuddie Headugg; Rowley; 
Tim Bobbin; Gray’s Gallivanting Giants; Ruby’s Ghost; Tar- 
nagulla; Podge’s Grandmotier. 

We have to apologise for an error which was overlooked in the 
formation of Acrostic No. 139. 


A Ticut Fir. — Del. Trem. MORNIN 


(Reprinted from our next number.) 

Some men are born to honours, some achieve honours, and some 
have honours thrust upon them, Peter PEDDLER was not one of them. 
The only honours he ever scored were ace and knave, at threepenny 
points, and even then dummy held the knave. 

He was the child of his parents, who consisted of a father and mother 
principally. As a baby, we grieve to inform Mr, Grorce Cruik- 
SHANK and friends (who will kindly accept this intimation), he took to 
the bottle early. His mother having eloped with the best beadstead 
and the table linen, including a suit of clothes belonging to the lodger 
on the first floor, with the man inside them, the infant Perer was left 
to {his own resources, so no wonder he took to the bottle as a succeda- 
neum. Owing tothe perversity of the milkman, who was to have sup- 
plied him with one cow’s milk, but called in the aid of the pump, thie 
poor child as he grew up took after his iron nurse. 

Though so early addicted to the bottle he never got on. His school- 
master said he never knew such a backward boy. 


exact reverse. ; 
His youthful path lay through flours, best, seconds, and middlings, 


owing to his having been apprenticed to a baker. He made bread for 
a whole neighbourhood, but could hardly contrive to get his own 
living. Though he got up at early hours there was little prospect of 
] 7 * 


rising. 
finished with two feet and the other with a bald patch on top of his 
head. 


He died. The parish held him in such high esteem that it buried | 


him gratis. Perhaps this was owing to a fellow-feeling on the part 
of the Chairman of the Board. He was a dyer too, and that made him 
sympathise. ; 
Perer had never married. It was chiefly in consequence of this 
that his widow did not marry again. 
this that his orphan children were not left destitute. 
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His end was sudden—both ends were, in short, for one | 


It is also believed to be due to | 
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COMING EVENTS. 


lst Pickpocket :—‘* SEEN Tue Lorp Mayor, Brix ?’’ 
2nd Ditto :—“*No; 


> 9? 


BUT IT’S WERRY POBABLE AS I SHALL TO-MOKRER 





| Such was the distinguished career of a man, who, but for the acci- 
| dent of birth and the want of money, might have risen to a position of 
_ great eminence in the eyes of the world :~—he might, in short, have be- 
| come a guardian of St. Pancras parish, a post for which his intellect 
| suited him, and the duties of which he would have duly discharged if 

he had not been afflicted with a conscience and troubled with a heart. 





Proving a Title. 

Tue new journal entitled the Commercial World sets a good example 
of honesty. <A glance at the initial letters of its heading is sufficient 
to convince one that it is what it professes to be-a three pen-ny 

_ paper. 





At the Bottom of it. 


_ Weare informed that the cracks in the columns of the Holborn 
Viaduct have arisen out of a misunderstanding. 





We don’t like | 
children to be forward, but they might be sideways in preference to the | 


Pack o’ Nonsense! 


The Cotswold Hounds mect occasionally at “‘ The Balloon,” 
“‘ fliers’ they must be! 


| 
+ 


What 


Gate along with ye! 
_ Gate meetings” are threatened with abolition at the hands of the 
_ Jockey Club. Bad news for lovers! 


| Men who dot the i’s :—Pugilists. 
| Poor Retrer.— Being relieved of one’s watch. 

A Cuass deserving Legislation on “ Adstract Principles.”’—Dick- 
| pockets. e 
Nort a bad name for one who has to stand the fire of all the eritics: 
| —BoxaLL. 
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PETSETILLA'S POSY: 
B Guiry Extrabagance. 





\¥ CHAPTER XII.—(Contrnvep.) 

« Se ‘ERENE Mightiness, Electoral High Seignior and Hereditary 
27%) Grand Archduke of Nexdorea: —- May it oo your wor- 
(SS) shipful Highness, the humble individual who’ has the 

honour of addressing you is a frozen-out market gardener. 

Sire, the hearts of all market-gardeners turn to your Serene 
Mightiness and the great and good nation over which you rule. 
The Aphanisns are a slaughterous and beef-loving people. The 
Nexdorean race is gentle and vegetarian, and the market-gardener 
yearns for annexation to your Serenity’s dominions. Sire, I 
am a market gardener with an especial grievance. I am a copious 
cultivator of peas, your Mightiness, and used to be purveyor to the 
Royal pigeonry. But of late a new Ministry has sprung up and the 
most pinching economy reigns in Aphania. Will your Serenity credit 
it, that although the purveying of peas to the palace has been an 
established office for hundreds of years, my appointment has been 
cancelled on the shabby pretence that as there are no pigeons the peas 
are not wanted. 

“Serene Mightiness, by this paltry economy I have thousands of 
waggon loads of peas thrown on myhands. I welcome your Mightiness’s 
arrival as an opening for disposing of my wares. I am ready to pro- 
vision your whole army on the most reasonable terms with the requisites 
for that wholesome viand so beloved by the noble people of Nexdorea— 

-soup ! 
or" Same Mightiness! Donot imagine this selfish motive is the only 
one that actuates me. I have reserved a more important consideration 
until the end. Sire, I have it in my power to give Aphania into your 
hands. My father. who like myself is disaffected, and suffers under the 
tyrannical rule of Bunco, is within the town, and at a given signal will 
fling open the gates for the admittance of your Serene Mightiness’s 
army. By the end of four days he will have managed to carry 
out his operations, and your Serenity shall march into Aphania with- 


out difficulty.” 

“ What tee can I have for this ?”’ said the Archduke. 

“T will not ask to be paid for my supplies of peas until after the 
capture of the city, and when your Mightiness orders the assault you 
may tie me to the biggest drum in your arsenal and stun me to death 
if at my signal the gates’are not opened as I promise.” 

“ Just sit down, will you, and put your proposition and undertaking 
down in black and white.” 

“With ome sire, if so humble an individual as a market-gar- 
dener may be seated in your august presence.” 

* Oh, rubbish,”’ said the Archduke. 

So Remsxy sat down and drew up his offer and guarantee in a neat 
and legible form. The Archduke looked it over, approved of it, and he 
and Remsxy affixed their signatures. 

“ And now, young fellow,” said his Serenity, “as we have settled that 
all right, I’ll trouble you to go and fetch in your peas. for I haven’t 
tasted a spoonful of pea-soup since I quitted Nexdorea.” 

“ At what time does our Serene Mightiness dine ?” asked Remsxy. 

“About two. I can’t bear late dinners. Of course I have to dine 
late at home because it’s a matter of state, but in the field I can do as 
I like, so we feed at two!” 

“ Then I regret to say that it would be impossible for me to provide 
the peas. My warehouses are under the drums of the garrison, and I 
can only remove Se pees at night.” 

“Well, then, mind you bring me some for to-morrow; my brave 
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fellows have not tasted 
peas for weeks, and, by 
the way, just hasten your 
father’s operations, for 
the sooner we carry the 
city the better. News of 
the invasion may reach 
the Aphanian  com- 
manders, and if they at- 
tack us inthe rear and 
the garrison makes a 
vigorous sally in front it 
would be rather ugly.”’ 

“In four days, your 
Mightiness, the gates 
shall be flung open for 
you. TheAphanianarmy, 
if it knew of your ar- 
rival, could only arrive 
by forced marches weary 
and demoralised, just in time to witness your triumphal entry.” 

“There’s something in that! ’’ said His Serenity. 

Remsky took his leave. The same night he brought his first 
waggon-load of peas to the Nexdorean camp and was promptly taken 
prisoner by the outposts, who were of course unacquainted with his 
interview with the Archduke. Remsxy begged to be taken before his 
Mightiness, and after some difficulty persuaded his captors to carry 
him to Fizrororr’s tent. 

‘“‘ How’s this ?”’ asked the Archduke, when he saw who the prisoner 
was, “ what have you been doing, eh ?”’ 

“T was bringing in my first supply of peas when I was captured by 
your soldiers!” ; 

“Is this so?”’ asked the Archduke. The captain of the guard said 
that the prisoner was taken when endeavouring to bring a waggon- 
load of peas into the lines. 

“ Very right of you, captain,” said the Archduke, “ You’ve done your 
duty nobly, but this young man is in my employ on secret service.” 

“So he stated, your Serenity, but as he had neither pass nor safe- 
guard, I doubted his statement !”’ 

“ Ah, of course, I ought to have thought of that!” said Fizroporr. 

The upshot of the affair was, that Remsxy was provided with a pass 
which forbade any interference with his movements, and gave him 
right of ingress or egress at all hours and in all places. 

This was just what Remsxy wanted. He set to work for the next 
three nights and conveyed all his peas into the Nexdorean camp, where 
two or three large tents were given upto him forstorerooms. And for 
three days the Nexdorean forces ate pea-soup to their hearts’ content. 

On the fourth day Remsxy waited on the Archduke, and informed 
him that all was ready. The army was accordingly directed to march 
on the city, with trumpets blowing and banners flying, but with strict 
orders not to discburge their drums till the Archduke gave the word 
of command. 

His Highness led the way mounted on his piebald charger. His 
staff surrounded him, and on his right a teamof eight cart horses drew 
along the largest drum in his arsenal. Remsky was bound to this 
enormous instrument. One bang of the steam hammer by which this 
drum was beaten would have stunned him to death. 

The whole Nexdorean army followed in double lines. perma 
It was an imposing sight. a. 

As they approached the walls of Aphania, which were 
crowded with aged people of both sexes, ReMsky gave a 
long shrill whistle. To the amazement and delight of 
the Archduke the huge gates of the city were thrown 
open. He galloped up to Remsxy, shook him warmly 
by the hand, and ordered his bonds to be at once 
undone. 

Then he rode to the front of his army, took off his 
helmet, and waving it in the air gave the word of com- 
mand in a loud voice— 


“Grasp Sticks! MAKE READY!! DRUM!!!” 


Each soldier in the Nexdorean army plied his drum- 
sticks as if the success of the day depended on his single 
effort. But not a scund came save a subdued tapping. 

The silence of the Nexdorean drums was no mystery 
to Remsxy, who had slipped away as soon as his cords 
were loosed. 

Remsxy had made good use of the pass which the 
Archduke gave him and wandered all over the camp day 
and night. He discovered that the drums were stacked 
outside the tents to be ready for immediate use in case of a surprise. 
This was so much the better for the scheme he and his father had in 
their heads. 

_Armed with a small bradawl and a large basket of peas he spent the 
night in stealing from tent to tent. Artfully boring a small hole in 
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the parchment of each drum where it would be least likely to attract 
notice, he filled up the whole of the interior of the instrument with 
eas. 
It was a tremendous task and he had to work very hard to get it 
done and at the same time keep a sharp look out so as not to be found 
tampering with the arms. 


His father was entrusted with the task of conveying the peas from | 
| essays, which are dear to all lovers of English literature, and are 


| welcome indeed in this very handy and elegant form. 


the stores to the camp, leaving them at a place previousl ed on 
whence his son could fetch them. This conaideear Lightened 
Remsky’s labours. Had he been compelled to convey the peas from 
warehouse to camp he would never have found time to fill the drums. 

While the Archduke and his army supposed Remsxy was bringing 
in the provisions from his distant warehouses, the artful young fellow 
way stealing about the camp “ spiking ”’ the drums—to borrow a term 


from the artillery. 





ON AN OLD BOY. 


A BUTTERFLY bachelor—naughty old boy! 
My innocent maidens beware of! 

He’s said to be sterling, but mind the alloy, 
His heart you can all have a share of. 

But though he is fairly decrepit, you know, 
He has still such a fancy for pleasing, 

That he seems to rejoice d Ja Farintosu BEAv ? 
He is winning in spite of his wheezing. 


My naughty old man, though a bachelor gay, 
Has the air of a gallant—the sinner— 

He ogles the milliner over the way, 
But fears indigestion at dinner. 

He talks in a jaunty and insolent air 
Of women he’s won or is winning; 

But he certainly puffs on ascending a stair, 
And shows his best teeth when he’s grinning. 


He haunts, like a funny old fellow, the spots 
Of youth in its exquisite spring time, 

By the side of coy maidens he wickedly trots, 
But he’s, pig-like, afraid of the ring-time. 

He searches for violets, bloweth the rose, 
In Frenchified fashion /es baisers. 

In a bed of patched wrinkles reposes his nose, 
He has certainly comical ways, eh! 


A shambling, a rambling, a merry old dog, 
Who, of course, tumbles nightly to pieces, 

May be fancied by some no unbearable clog 
For the sake of his lace and his leases. 

But still, meriy maidens, I beg you reflect, 
Though he now is so civil and courtly, 

You'll all grow more beautiful still I expect, 
But he'll take to drivelling shortly. 








A Fact for Mr. Freeman. 


Tue brutal sport of bull-baiting has long been abolished, but how 
many are there even in the present day who bait their horses! 


Foreign to the Subject. 
Ir a man commits himself under the influence of a bowl of punch, 
how should he be tried P— By a “mixed ”’ jury. 





A Spxric of Nob-bility. The Sprig of Shillelagh. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tue inauguration of the Lstcu Hunt memorial has doubtless sug- 
gested the publication of some of his best Essays (Horren, Piccadilly), 
with an introductory biographical sketch, which does not strike us as 
particularly well done. The frontispiece is a view of the monument, 
which is plain almost to ugliness. It is unnecessary to speak of the 


The Swallows of Leigh Farm (Hoce, York-street) is an amusing 
story for children, being the fabled doings of a family of those birds 
and their feathered neighbours— whose portraits, not always flattering 
ones, lighten up the pages. It is a pity that the author has fallen 
into a “vulgar error’’ with regard to birds, when he speaks of a 
swallow going to sleep and “covering his head with his wing ”’—as a 
fact a bird does not put its head under its wing, it lays it in the 
feathers of its back. 

From Messrs. Morrat Anp Co., of Dublin, we have received besides 
a batch of pamphlets theological, polemical, and political, a little 
volume of verse Concerning Earthly Love, written by ‘a Country 
Parson,” who would have done better to stick to sermon-writing, we 
think; Heirs of the Soil, a story intended, we presume, to settle the 
question of Land Tenure in Ireland, but rather calculated to engender 
the heart-burnings that spring of bigotry and intolerance: and 
Redemption Thoughts, a volume of bald prose cut into faulty blank 
verse lengths, with a dedication which we consider profanity : and a 
portrait of the author that looks very like vanity. 

We have received from the Albert Press, Great Rusacll-street, 
specimens of “ Fernographs” for illuminations. The designs consist 
of texts combined with groups of ferns, and their effect when edloured 


cannot but be beautiful. 


An Objection Overcome. 


: TuovGu Commerce is said to be ina bad way, Trade must be look- 
ing up, to judge from this advertisement, clipped from a provincial 
paper :— 


\ ANTED, a HOUSEMAID. A parlor maid kept. State age, wages, and all 
particulars. A personal interview preferred. One who has lived in a trades- 


man’s family not objected to. Apply to Mrs. ——, S—— Huuse, near ——. 

Let the community of tradesmen take comfort! The prospects of 
a servant who has lived in their families are not hopelessly destroyed ; 
to be in their employ does not impress an entirely indelible stain on 
her character. Let the hopes of housemaids look up! ‘To be in the 
service of folks who keep a shop needs not necessarily to be a bar 
against their return to respectability and genteel situations. 


Auswers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


Musicus.—We use blue ink in preference to our life-blood as a writing 
fluid, on this journal. Your notion of comic writers is too funny—which 
your MS. is nof. 

A PaTEx.—Such a pater could hardly go futher, and fare—no, rhyme 
worse. 

H. B. (Harrow) has harrowed our feelings, with a joke about being 
ploughed for examinations. Let this answer prove a scare-ifier. 

C. B.— Our rules are plain enough. We wish your writing was di'to. 

TorToIss.—You have made our hair stand on end. 

GEORGE (Fenchurch-street) says, ‘‘ Having composed the following con- 
undrum, will you please insert it?’ We deny the charge. We did not 
compose it! 

W. R. B. B.—We believe a penny will do. 

Cuor.—Still far from first of your kind. 

QUIEN SABE —An accidental suspension, 


your estimate of the MS. you enclose. 
QUOUSQUETANDEM.—We never heard of a donkey tandem before. 


GEM AND VioLa.—Our rules will not permit us to oblige you, or we 
could not say no totwo fair damsels with such pretty names, 

Not a SWEARING GERMAN.— You seem to know as much about rhyme 
as our Tom-cat— in fact, we prefer his mews, 

T. P. D.—You should not “venture to think’’—it only confuses you. 
We don’t believe in your watery twaddle. 

AMATEUR.— The New Series of Fun began in 1865. Be careful of that 
reputation of yours among your maiden aunts—you won't get it elsewhere. 

Declined with thanks:—C. B., Baker- street; W. S , Newcastle-on-Tyne ; 
Bingo; R. F., Hastings; Ten Hours, Winchester; G. V. E., University 
College; T. V. W.; i. W., Liverpool; A. S., Glasgow; Ben; Steel Pen; 
J. B., Westminster; M. M.; J. B. T.; C. J.C. G., Manchester; Sultan, 
St. Paul’s; Suggestion; Park-lane; G. H. W., Pontypridd: G. G. V., 
Walsall; Popinjay; M., New Hampton; B.; C. H., Piccadilly; Pakoe; 
G. A. D., Granville-square; Wes; C. W. A.; Lebanon; C. M., Liverpool ; 
Pop-Fizzlewick. 


We quite agree with you in 
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1.—The O'Donocuvr writes a letter. 

2.—Mr. Moore in consequence orates and calls the O'D. a Sikh. 

3.— The a invokes the God of Battles thro’ a party by the name 
of Suirn, 

4.—Mr. Surrn dears the missive like a bird. 

5.—Mar. Moornz’s military friend awaits Mr. Suitu at the “ Bur- 

lington.”’ 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


NOVEMBER. 


Ix St. Paul's we have in “In Babyland”’ an admirable description 
of an infant-n established by private charity. “The fortunes 
of the French Empire ”’ is the political paper of the month, and there 
are—as there always are in thi t magazine—several other 
most mere ye 
Good Words is a pleasant number this time. “ House-hunting” 
is tal and well illustrated. ‘‘ Holyhead Breakwater ”’ is good, too, 
and the Editor's “ Peeps at the Far ” are chatty and pleasant as 


ever. 
The Sunday Magazine has a very interesting instalment of “‘ Episodes 
in an Obscure Life.” The illustration to “Sundays on the Conti- 
nent’’ is very good, as are those to the last named paper. 
Good Words for the Young appears with a new and very telling 
wrapper this month. Its contents are admirable, as usual. The new 


POURTEEN-ROOMED ‘ROUSES aa padibense So publiekiae om-oniinaey 
<aiens these ead enahiinr Wie 








Purchasers to see at once the lannaat 


[NovewBer 27, 1869. 


THE JEWILI 
“ Oh, if I had a blundherbuss, I’d go and fight a jewil, ma’am.”.—Motty Briaturoan (Tender Irish ballad). 


6.—The Warrior's notion of how it is to be settled. 
7.—Mr. Smitu thinks firing in the air more civil. 
8.— When the O'D. hears Boulogne is suggested, he cries * Agony! What 
about the Channel passage ?”’ 
9.—The seconds thereupon talk it over. 
10.—And agree to withdraw the objectionable letters on both sides. 
11.—The principals will henceforth exhibit as the Siamese Twins. 


Editor continues his story, in which Diamond at last gets to “The 
Back of the North Wind,” and Ricnarp Rows gives a capital sketch 
of “ Running Away to Sea.” The pictures are plentiful and excellent: 
The illustration to “ Keeping the Cornucopia” is a marvellous spec?- 
men of tint-cutting, with difficulties of no small magnitude to over- 
come. 


A Vorce from our waste Lands :—*“’ Zi? called for.” 





NOTICE.—Now Ready, with Numerous Illustrations, price 1s., 
Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. 


Also, Now Ready, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, 
price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. 





GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 
Mesers. GOO GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Custo 
have compiled with considerable supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


mers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 


thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 58.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Nov. 27, 1869. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 143. | 


Tue law allows not, as we see, 
My second in my first ; 

My first with second seems to be 
Of all their class the worst. 


1. A great cavalcade comes and prances before us 
In song, and their word forms a part of the chorus. 


2. Go search upon the banks of Rhine, 
Or in the land of France; 
The grape there yields a noble wine, 
Beneath Sol’s ripening glance. 
But never wine was there, I wis, 
That could at all compare with this. 


| 
| 
3. He follows, as all huntsmen know, | 
A useful occupation ; | 

And they upon him will bestow 
This strange abbreviation. 


4. If a horse could play a tune 
On the mountains of the meon, 
Prancing in a hansom furious, 
’T would be this, and very curious. 


5. The music of Brownrne rings fainter and fainter, 
But still one word more gives the name of a painter. 


6. ’T was a shame to shut up the most beautiful girl, 
And to cut off her hair with each wandering curl ; 
For my part, I know that I’d drowning seek rather 
Than bear such a name as bore Josuvua’s father. — 


7. A sort of CHADBAND in possession 
Of muffins, this is his expression. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 141.—Jnfirmary, Work- 
house : Interview, Noddebo, Fair, Irk, Ralph, Mossoo, 
Adieu, Riches, Yoke. 


Correct SoLutTions or Acrostic No. 141, recerven Nov. 24th— 
Timothy &Co.; Tadand Her Grandmother ; Dead Pansy; McC. ; 
J.O. P.; Podge’s Grandmother. 


MORE IN SORROW THAN IN ANGER. 
A TurEEPENNY Bit:—A native oyster. 


PFS 





A Spor or Rary.— Manchester. 


PRETTY PLAIN. 


Messrs. CassELL, PETTER AND GALPIN publish Zhe Child’s Bible, 
The Popular Educator, The Household Guide, and other works of the 
moral and instructive class. So particular are they, it would seem, 
that when tempted by the allurements of Doré’s illustrations they 
published Baron Munchausen, they ensured the propriety of that less 
serious work by securing a clergyman to edit it. 

Dr. TyNnpALL is a scientific man, one of our most distinguished 
savants, and he has especially gained a reputation in connection with 
his researches into Light and Heat. 

The British Public is a creature of impulse, and when it sees the 
name of Messrs. CassgELL, Petter AND GALPIN to a book, takes it for 
granted that an article emanating from a firm which goes in for the 
moral and educational will be in all strictness and integrity what it 
professes to be. 

The British Public is a creature of impulse, and when it sees the 
name of Dr. TynpAut to a book called Natural Philosophy, issued as a 
new publication, will take it to be of recent date, and will suppose that 
it is the Doctor’s work, especially as far as the treatise on fight and 
Heat is concerned, at least. 

Messrs. CasseLit, Petter AN» Gaupin have published “ Natural 
Philosophy in Easy Lessons, by Joun TyNpDALL.”’ 

Dr. Tynpatt writes to Scientific Opinion, and says “ neither upon the 
cover nor upon the title page is there a word or date to inform the 
public that the book, as far as I am related to it, is a reprint of some 
short articles written fourteen or fifteen years ago for Hughes's Book of 
Lessons, and published in that book side by side with contributions 
from various other scientificmen. I use the words ‘as far as I am 
related to it’ because the Essays on ‘Light’ and on ‘Heat and 
Chemical Power,’ with which the volume ends, are not mine. They 
are from the pen of Mr. Ropert Hent, and bear in a very subdued 
form"’~-on one page and in very “small caps” indeed—“ their 
author’s name.” He adds, “The articles could never stand, and were 
never intended to stand, as a separate work on Natural Philosophy.” 

The British Public, Proressor Tynpatt, and Messrs. C., P. anv G. 
are in the position of the little girl, her cat, and her grandmother. 
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WHETHER WISE OR NO? 


This is Jack Perkins who thought himself up to the weather—instead of 


that, the weather is down on him. 





Said the little gir], ‘‘ Someone in this room is a stupid—and it isn’t you, 
puss, and I don’t meanme!”’ “Stupid’’ is not the word to apply in 
this case, but the British Public will no doubt have no difficulty in 


finding a word—and “ it isn’t you, puss, and I don’t mean me! 








TO MY DEAR WIFE. 


My love, I cannot call thee fair : 
’T were difficult, methinks, to trace 
One feature that the world will dare 
To call good-looking in thy face. 
But Love is blind, and sets aside 
Thy faults of countenance and limb : 
Thy husband feels with proper pride 
That thou art fairly fond of him. 


I cannot call thee rich, my dear: 
"T'would scarce be true, in any sense, 
To call thy twenty pounds a-year 
Profuse and princely opulence. 
And yet a maxim thou canst find— 
A sentiment in which I join— 
Which says that a contented mind 
Is better than a lot of coin. 


My own, I cannot call thee wise, 
For, oh! far otherwise thou art ; 

In Learning’s race to take a prize, 
Tis requisite to make a start. 

It grieves me not that thou hast got 
No farther than thine A BC; 

For thou hast mastered (happy lot!) 
The science of adoring me. 





A RounpDep Pgriop. —The Commonwealth. (Ioundhead, can't you 


see, thickhead *) 





-_—-~-- 


ee 











———— 


| 126 | | U N. [DecemBER 4, 1869. 








ODE TO A HOLLOW TOOTH. 


On Mr. Kincsiey’s PRINCIPLE. 


H, my _double- 








when they come simultaneously with the necessaries for which we 


| ders, 
Shame it is 
| to view 
i yy, ft ZR 
= FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, December 1st, 1869. QS, . Of a 
“JE have rather a cheerful time coming, at least those of us| SN Oy reminders, 
' who are tax-payers, and thanks to a paternal Government | <\\\fim But no a 
there are precious few who are not. On the first of January SS to you! 
we shall, thanks to the ability of that amateur financier, Mx. | SS Wel come, 
Lows, be called upon to pay a tax en an income we have not received, | ee grinders 
on a carriage we have not ridden in, for property we have not — | SSS double 
—in short, for everything that we can possibly be mulcted for i | SSS \ In ont back- 
advance ! . | eS most jaw, 
The thing is a swindle, and|a cruel one. Taxes are heavy enough | SHES y Source of pain 
SES ) and trou- 
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have to . When we have te pay them prospectively, and all at | SS IS 
once, es eden is rather more fan we Sonar Shee Bvt will submit SS SS 
to in silence. SS rage, and 
The whole race of tax-payers are not millionaires, and some con- SN ee : awe ! 
sideration might have been shown by the eae of different N “REE | Tired we are of 
months for the payment of these extortions. But when they come all Pa KK NS 7 \\ iW chewing 
at once they will be the ruin of many a struggling man—and to make | WRENS N es \ mo Free from 
it better, there is what is called an Act to do away with imprisonment | (EageSERw [BRIA | S SSA aa ate 
for debts under Bankruptcy, which will really revive the harshness of | § SSS Sh eee = What the 
Joun Bux is simply throttled by a Lows fellow, while his pockets a 
are picked by legitimised plunderers. stewing— 
Our remark is “Thieves!” | Pudding, jelly, cake ; 
Tired of easy bobbing 


Ir we may trust rumour the City is likely to be still further im- 
proved ere long. The Corporation are so well pleased with their re- 
cent successes that they look with a favourable eye upon all sound and 
practicable schemes for beautifying the City. We have seen one now 
under consideration, which will, if carried out, make London East of 
Temple Bar a city of magnificent distances. The old narrow streets 
will be widened, open spaces secured wherever possible, and the Civic 
buildings concentrated about the Guildhall. —— 

Of course such a scheme means money, but then the City is rich, and 
as it also means work for the many unemployed, we shall be glad to 
see it adopted—even if only in part. The Poultry in Cheapside, and 
the block of Holywell Street in the Strand, are doomed. The sooner 
some one begins to clear them off the better. 





My Stars! 


Here you are, my Telegraphic Companies,—now that the Govern- 
ment takes your old lines out of your hands start new ones—to the 


stars ! 

M. Charles Cros calls the attention of the French Academy to a means of commu- 
nicating with the inhabitants of the planets. He states,the Scientific Review says, 
that this might be done by sending rays of light from parabclic reflecting mirrors to 
the said planets, so asto produce a set of intermittent telegraphic signals, which 
would easily be understood. He endeavours to prove that such spots of light would 
be easily visible on Venus or Mars, and he alludes to certain bright spots on these 
planets which several astronomers have observed at various times, and which may 
- telegraphic signals that are being sent to us by the inhabitants of Venus and 
Mars. 


There is only one little drawback to this. Who is going to the 
planets to explain the code? Of course, when once that is done, the 
whole thing is easy ! | 





A Patriotic Scheme. 


A conremrorary predicts that the income tax will be reduced by 
one penny next year in consequence of the enormous sum realised by 
the legacy duties on the estates of the late Marquis or WESTMINSTER 
and Mr. Peanopy. We would gladly have retained the impost at its 
original rate rather than have lost two such men. But what a vast 
area of usefulness this opens up for the numerous millionaires who 
have never emulated the virtues of a Peanopy, and the wealthy lords 
who are not Marquises of Westminster. We throw this out as a hint 


merely. 





; ; Ducks and Drakes. 
Turs is startling :— 
Mr. Drake, who put down the first oil well in Ame ae 
worth 1,000,000 dols., recently died in the vekho. Sp Pe st one ime ws 


The unhappy Draxe must have been assisted bythe bial 
in the disposal of his money. iit adios 


Simpzr Vingens.— A boarding-school Miss. 





a essessssststnessessssibsssnsnensecsneseene- 


Up and down of maws— 
Jovial grinders throbbing, 
Aggravate our jaws! 
Swell our flushing faces, 
Screw our nerves up, pray! 
Till we’re left no traces 
Of our yesterday: 
All our features smother— 
Lump them into one, 
Till a fellow’s mother 
Wouldn’t know her son. 
Fill our days with anguish— 
Fill our nights with grief ; 
Till our senses languish 
Sighing for relief. | 
Through each nerve and sinew | 
Shoot the frequent pang, 
Till the power that’s in you | 
Fervently we dang! 
Hark! the bell for dinner! | 
Bless we fondly it ; 
Since, as I’m a sinner, 
We can’t touch a bit. | 
Gleam, ye toosey-pooseys, 
Coral lips below! 
What of you the use is ? 
I can’t eat, you know! 
Gleam, ye toosey-pooseys, 
While I sit aghast, 
Muttering abuses 
Of the vain repast. 
Go on—ache to-morrow— 
j 


ble, 
Anguish, 


Rack me in my dreams, 
At each root a sorrow 
Gnawing deeply seems. 
Let “the set, ten guineas = 
Rest in others’ jaws, 
While their glittering grin is 
Greeted with applause ! 
Never they in truth ache, 
Softening hearts and gums. 
*Tis from genuine tooth-ache 
English courage comes. 
What are artificials 
Good for, if you please ? 
Merely as initi 
Of digestive ease ! 
But the brisk neuralgia, 
Settled in your cheek, 


Drives your English hearts of oak 


Crazy in a week! 
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NEW SONGS FOR OLD ONES. 





LADY SARAH PRATT. 
Part I, 


Or all the girls that are so smart, 
Accomplished, and all that, sir, 
The girl on whom I’ve fixed my heart 
Is Lapy SARAH PRATT, sir. 
My name is BensAMIN DE VERE, 
My income’s eighty pounds a-year ; 
And she’s the daughter of a peer— 
The Earr or MAarrowrat, sir! 
T bought in Regent-street a carte of lovely Lany Saran, 
She is the darling of my heart, and she lives in Belgrave-square. Ah! 


see 


My mother and my sisters three 
Are chaffing me no end, sir, 
And, but for Saran, I should be 
Without a single friend, sir. 
My Saran, though the thing seems queer, 
Has met her BensAMIn DE VERE. 
The trusting soul no cause of fear 
Appears to apprehend, sir, 
And I have sworn I 11 never part from dearest Lapy Saran, 
Who is the darling of my heart, though she lives in Belgraye- 


square. Ah! 


Part II. 


Mistakes occur in families, 
The greatest and the humblest. 
And thou who art so jolly wise, 
Take heed in case thou stumblest. 
’Tis known to BENJAMIN DE VERE 
That she who is to him most dear 
Is not the daughter of a peer. 
© Muse! In vain thou fumblest 
For words in which to state that Lapy Ciara, and not Saran, 
Is offspring of the noble house—the house in Belgrave-square. Ah! 


But Lapy Saran MARROwFAT 
(I should say Lapy Crara) 
Is mistress of the maid, Miss Prarv, 
Whose other name is SARAH. 
And in the Times ’twill soon appear 
That Saran Pratt, with joyful tear, 
Is merged in Mrs. Ben DE VERE, 
And that the happy pair a 
Tour abroad have taken, ere they settle down to share a- 
Partments neatly furnished, though not in Belgrave-square. Eh ? 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


In the interregnum between now and Christmas, one is glad to re- 
visit old scenes of delight. What can be more pleasant than to spend 
an evening at the bright little house in Wych-street, or the even 
brighter little box in Tottenham-street? At the Prince of Wales’s— 
which combines in appearance all the gorgeousness of the drawing- 
room with all the natural grace of the conservatory, School is still 
kept by Miss Witton, assisted by an able staff of teachers—of enjoy- 
ment. The dialogue still sparkles, and the company still acts with 
its original freshness and force. 

At the Olympic, judicious alterations have made Little Em’ ly all that 
can be desired. The storm scene is greatly improved, and much 
tediousness has been excised. Miss Appison, as Rosa Dartle, still 
bears off the palm. 

We have much pleasure in calling attention to the approaching 
benefit of Mr. E. J. Youna, at the Queen’s Theatre, to whose numerous 
frequenters he is so well and favourably known, that even the un- 
diminished attraction of Turn of the Tide, and the exceptional attrac- 
tion of Milky White, will hardly be necessary to command a bumper. 





A Peal of Grandsires. 
Surarcat operations are evidently not performed frequently enough 


in the neighbourhood of the Scotch paper which favoured the world | 


with this paragraph :— 

At the funeral of a child in the Western Cemetery, Dundee, the other day, the 
following relatives let down the coffin—the father, two grandfathers, and the 
surviving great-grandfather. 


We shouldlike to know how the great grandfather could have 
assisted at the ceremony if he had not been surviving. 


A Banp er Horze.—The Wedding Ring. 








DE GOBBLES. 
A FASHIONABLE Mystery. 


WHEN we were at school together Dz Gonnties and I were intimate 
friends. In fact, as we fought each other with great punctuality once | 
a week, I may say we loved one another like brothers. . | 

After we left school we did not meet for many years. He went 
abroad, and I stayed at home, which was one of the chief reasons why 
we saw so little of one another. 

He had been in England about a year, when learning his address, I 
resolved to call on him. When we parted at school I lent him half-a- 
crown and my pea-shooter, and I wished to see if he had a soul of 
honour and would return them. 

I called at his chambers in the Albany and was at once ushered into 
hisroom. He was sitting on the sofa in an embroidered dressing 
gown. His countenance wore a strange air of depression and be- 
wilderment. 

‘“Ds Gopsies, my boy,” said I, with all the warmth of our old 
affection, “ how are you ?”’ 

‘Because the one kisses his missus, and the other misses his kisses,’ | 
said he, gazing at me in a vacant manner. 

“Why, hullo!”’ I exclaimed, ‘‘ What is the matter ?”’ 

He gave a sickly smile, and said “ When it's a-jar.”’ 

[ could see that his brain was affected. I was the prey of conflict- 
ing feelings, because painful as the spectacle was, it was gratifying to 
think that the friend of my boyhood was capable of suffering from an_ | 
affection of the brain. 

“My dear De Gorstrs,’ said sitting beside him and taking his 
hand, “ what ails you?”’ 

“ Because he’s a head-scenter,’”’ was his reply, which at once con- 
vinced me of the hopelessness of his disorder. 

In time and by degrees, combined with dry sherry, I got him to be 
more cool and collected. He told me his sad story. 

He loved and was—as he fondly hoped—beloved again. The lady 
of his choice was the daughter and heiress of the Bisuor or Kiiuy- | 
CHICKALOLLADADDY in the Colonies. She moved in good society and | 
so did De Gornies, whose aunt on his gradnmother’s side was a Duke | 
of the blood royal, as he told me. 

His adored had one failing. She spent her whole time in construct- | 
ing or solving riddles. It was owing to his constant efforts to engage | 
her affection by sharing her pursuits, that my poor friend was reduced + 
to such a state of mental prostration that everything in the form of a ! 
question appeared to him in the light of a riddle. | 

The course of true love had gone smoothly enough with him until | 
that morning, when on visiting his affianced he received a shock that 
harrowed up his gentle and sympathetic soul. 

The object of his attachment had greeted him on his entrance with 
these remarkable words— 

‘“ Bloodshotten, barbarian, bacchanalian, beholden, beargarden— 

| baboon!” 

It was an insult his lofty soul could not brook. He left her pre- 
sence never to behold her more. After revealing this melancholy 
story to me, he rushed to the mantelpiece, snatched down a pair of 
bellows, and placing the muzzle to his temple, before I could 
interfere—blew his brains out. 

I hurried off to break the sad tidings to the bereaved danghter of 
the Bisnor or KriiycuwicKALo“LApAppy. I told her that her crnel 
words had driven him to the rash act. 

‘‘ Why,” said she “TI was only solving the Double Acrostic in The 
Weekly Whirl of Fashion. Just run back and tell him so!l’s 

I did, but it was useless. So we buried him. He never spoke 
again. But then we didn’t expect him to do so. If we had we should 

_ have asked hima riddle. His last words were, “I giveitup.”” We 

| hadn’t the heart to take it though. The bishop's daughter never 

| solved the acrostic, The Whirl of Fashion never reached a second 

' number, and the result is that to this day she remains in ignorance. 

|  Snuch are a few of the awful results of indulgence in Charades and 
Double Acrostics, a vice to which we owe all the murders, coroners’ 
inquests, lunatic asylums, patent corkscrews, brass-headed nails, and 


other horrors of civilization. 








‘‘The Creature’s at its Dirty Work Again.” 


Tuat nasty woman, Mrs. Srowr, has issued what is called “a card” 

in one of the American papers, proving that she is determined to carry 
ladiceat 

PUlcare 


' on her profitable task of libelling the dead. She intends to d 


'all that she clears by the dirty work to the Freedmen’s Schools. 
Legree himself could scarcely have conceived a more cruel insult to 
the negro than that! 


CLASSICAL. 
| Tuz Day ArTer THE Farr.—Puesvs pursuing Darune. 


| Tue original “ culler of simples :”’ Green. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 


No. 5.—Fuieetr Srreer. 


Let us take a—No, hang it! That has been done to death. Come 
stroll with me in the Street of the Fleet, where there is a hurrying to 
and fro. It isa locality flowing with milk and honey—at least not 
exactly, for there is no dairy init, and Tae Beehive is in Something 
Court. No, it is a land flowing with printing-ink and printers’ devils 
—a land of literature and journalism, where all the showers of frogs 
and gigantic gooseberries congregate, and whence all the news of the 
day issues to the remote parts of the earth. 

And here it is that you will meet all the talent and wit of the daily 
press, and general literature. You step in and take a sandwich—and 
in so doing rub elbows with a gentleman in whom you do not recog- 
nise the Editor of the Morning Barthquake. Or youtake a sherry and 
bitters, and reaching to the counter for it over the shoulder of a party 
in front, you knock his hat over the nose of the author of the last 
successful novel or the last new play. 

That jolly looking old gentleman is one of the veterans in this army 
—a gallant soldier, too, who has fought many a long hour by Shrews- 
bury clock, or rather St. Bride’s. With him goes an Epicurean of 
rotundity. You'd scarce think that he had once tripped along a silver 
cord and tied himself into a gordian knot to entertain a large and de- 
lighted audience; but he has, and the public enjoyed it greatly. 

That ul youth, with the spectacles, is a well-known 
littérateur. He has haunted London for some time, and is a poet too. 
Hark, he is singing to himself—though the noise in the street is so 
we that you would not hear him if you were not listening atten- 
tively :— 

“Down with the Parliament, ho, for the King! 

Out with that rope, there’s a rebel to swing. 

Kiss me that girl with the ribbon-decked curl, 

And crack me the crown of yon white-livered churl.’”’ 


A Compositor who passes him murmurs something about the 
auuiteneate ai —his meaning is not plain. 

The cry is still theycome! There's the boy to write you an article 
on any subject you like at the shortest possible notice with more 
illustration, allusion, fun, and humour than most — could squeeze 
into as much space in a twelvemonth anda hydraulicram. He is 
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conversing with a giddy grey-haired boy, very handsome in spite of | 
his youth. Go along! dear boy, go along ! 

Two gentlemen from a neighbouring island. One belongs to the 
Altar and Crown, the organ of the Constitution and Conservatism. 
The other hails from the Sempiternal Semaphore, the journal of the 
Nation and Liberalism. The lion and the lamb—* you pays your 
money and you takes your choice’’—hail from the same Emerald 
pastures, good luck to them! ; 

But somebody says this is personal, and must be put a stop to, or it 
will be as scurrilous as the London letter of “The Jobbing Under- 
taker” of the Dicksamville Hedgehog—Heaven forbid! We'll dry 
up at once. 


[That’s all very well, but we had waited till the last moment, and 
this was all that repeated messengers could elicit, in slip of six lines, 
from our able Special Reporter, who has not been in Fleet-street for a 
fortnight.—Ep,] 


A Good Excuse. 


Inventors may be excused from attempting to perfect the 
photographic process. It is a thankless office to be a ‘process 
server.” 


Une Arriere Pensee. 


Wuewn the Prince gives up his Harri-ers, of course the farmers 
round Windsor don’t think it Bod-ish. 


BY THE MAN IN THE MOON. 
“ EssEnTIAL”’ oil to make an election run smooth.— Palm oil. 


Tue Toper’s Martell-o Tower.—Cognac. 

To Amatgur Eruior1an Mexopists.—Act as Niggers, if you are 
gentlemen. 

A Re-dun-pant Acr.—Calling the attention of Shortcash to “ that 
little Bill.” 

Wrves dress plainly, and show your husbands that you are incapable 
of “ flouncing ” about the room. 














| 
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STANZAS.’ 


Why am I sad—so sad the livelong day ? 
Oft from my bosom steals the weary sigh, 
And down my cheek the pensive tear will stray— 
Ah, why; ah, why: 
‘Tis not that I am friendless! many a face 
Beams on me still as in the hours of youth, 
And many a hand clasps mine in warm embrace 
Of love and truth. 


Tis not that I am feeble; I can tread 
The savage steep and lay the red-deer low, 
Or swim the torrent when it thunders red 
In wintry flow. 
"Tis not that I am poor; with loud acclaim 
Men tell the glories of my lordly line ; 
Ancestral acres, riches, honours, fame,— 
All, all are mine. 


"Tis not that I’m unloved; the brightest eye 
That ever beamed hath blessed me with its rar, 
The sweetest lips that ever framed a sigh 
Pressed mine to-day. 
‘Then wherefore sad ? ah, here I see I've penned 
Five separate stazas, so it’s nearly time, 
By all the rules of comic verse, to end 
My gentle rhyme. 


With artless mention of the next-door cat,— 
My mother-in-law,— my grinder’s aching roots,— 
My neighbour’s piano— or my sleepless brat,— 
Or boots—tight boots. 


But as I fancy that in sober truth 
A smile thus gained would be but feebly wrung— 
I'll leave boots, baby, relative, and tooth 
Unsung, unsung. 


Fire and Water. 
THERE is something in this—if there is not in the guns :— 


Officers of artillery complain, and apparently, the Army and Navy Gazette thinks, 
not without cause, that, in the mimie actioxs lately introduced, their guns are 
captured by cavalry and infantry under circumstances which would be impracti- 
cable in real war. They say that their antagonists march up to the cannon’s 
mouth with a total disregard of the fact that shot and shell would be vomited 
therefrom in real battle, and proceed to capture batteries which would be 
unapproachable if anything more deadly than smoke were discharged from their 
pieces. 

We can propose a remedy. Let each battery be supplied with a 
fire-engine, and play upon the advancing foe. If the enemy can 
stand the water, they may be taken to stand the fire. 


Sweet are the Uses of Adversity. 


THERE would seem to be something logically convincing about a 
prison! Look here:— 

The Fenian Prisoners confined at Portland’are said to have expressed their disgust 
at the pretended zeal of their false friends, and to have very strongly deprecated 
continuance of the agitation on their behalf as likely to *‘ prolong rather than 
shorten the duration of their punishment.” 

Why don’t they petition Government to allow the zealous friends to 
exchange places with them, if they are so anxious for their release? 
It would do them both good! 


One for the New Zealander. 


Ir is reported—say the colonial papers—that the moa—the gigantic 
bird of New Zealand—has been recently seen alive by a party of 
Germans in the Ruabine Ranges. We have heard of German cozens 
before, and we should like ourselves to see moa before we believe. 





Good News. 


“Tue Princess Marcuerita”—say the Italian papers—* gave 
birth to a son on Friday. The prince has received the names of 
Victor EmmMANveEL FrErpInanp, and the title of Prince of Naples.” 
They forget to add that on the Saturday he was offered the Crown of 


Spain. 


A Musical Fish. 
We see that the famous Srrapivarivs violin has been purchased 


by a gentleman of the name of Happecx. We should have thought 
| the harp of ’Errin’ was more in his line. 


A Untversat Catu-Brrp. — Chanticleer. 








lane 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


DECEMBER. 


Tinsley’s is an amusing number. It contains a more than usually 
large and varied number of articles, from which} it becomes 
invidious to select any for special notice. The verse is pleasant—the 
illustration to “ George Canterbury's Will”’ exceptionally good. 

They must be hard to please who cannot find within the effective 
wrapper of Oranges and Lemons—the Christmas number of Oncea Week 
— something to suit their fancy. The illustrations are decidedly in 
advance of anything the periodical has given us as yet. The story of 
Mr. Saunpgers is worthy of the author of Ad! Drake's Wife—we 
need to say no more. 

The Belgravia Annual is an immense improvement on last year. 
Though they are most of them ghostly, the pictures are much better. 
There is one exquisite bit of engraving by PaNNEMAKER (showing what 
that talented engraver can dowith slight materials), which alone is worth 
the price of the book, as an example of the particular style to which it 
belongs. The literary contents are interesting. There is a good 
story by Miss Brappon, a screamingly funny one by Mr. Astey H. 
BaLpwin, an amusing one by Mr. Durron Coox, and a musical 
legend in verse by Mr. Turner. Among the less happy contents is 
“Cyrus Sydenham’s Search,” by Mr. Couuerte, one. of the weakest 
and worst of the herd of imitators to whom Mr. Gitnert’s original 
art has given rise. ‘Changing heads with Captain Copp” is some- 
what too like an article entitled‘ A Curious Experience,” which 
appeared in Fun last March, but then Mr. C. H. Ross, if we may 
judge from the announcements of a ‘Comic Annual,” is prone to an 
indulgence in “ the sincerest form of flattery ’"—imitation. 


SS 


A Toast. 


To the very good health of “ Brown, Jones, and Rontnson!”’ the 
respective and respected mayors of Haverfordwest, Huddersfield, and 
Beverley. 


—_—$—__—_— a 


Ir is said that the performing monkeys at the Holbern Amphi- 
theatre are undergoing a course of imstruction im whist, so that they 


may exhibit other “ trick acts.” 


At Sea. 
Ir is no part of the barber's duty to see to the ship's ‘‘ combings.”’ 


Auswers to Correspondents. 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 


N. A. M. (Glasgow).—We have no recollection of the previous contri- 
butions, but if they are as original as your last—‘‘ When 1s a door nota 
door ?— When it’s a-jar,’’— we fear they have long since lighted fires. 

PARNASSUS PARSNIP.--You deserve to be boiled for thinking that 
“¢ girl’’ rhymes with “ spell.” 

H. A. S.—We never knew such a H. A. S. before! 

Stumps.— Out! 

FLARE-vup.—Should have sent us a cutting. We cannot hunt up such 
matters. 

F. M. B. (Dulwich).—Has been done long ago. You offer it to our 
‘“‘ excellent journal if not already forestalled ’’—do you take us for a stable ¢ 

G. S. (Birmingham).— You should be able to write a decent hand before 
you attempt any other kind of writing. Penmanship should precede pun- 
manship. 

Euity Winpsor (Ardwick).—Your disloyalty is mere vulgarity that 
thinks itself clever. As for your Sam, we shan’t stand Aim ! 

H. L. (Conserva'ive Club, Manchester) will receive an answer when he 
attends to our rules. 

Q. E. D.—The criticism was correct, but its writer does not seem to have 
carried theory into practice. The rhyme you send might pass in a batch — 
as a special rhyme to a hard word, scarcely. 

Tue author of “ Scylla and Chars bdis’’ pays us a bad compliment. He 
sends usa religious squib, which shows that he does not read FUN, in which 
we do not allow even clergymen to joke on serious subjects. Besides, his first 
line is, “Oh, who shall we choose’’ Let him learn grammar and charity. 

PEDAGOGUE-— ought to be whipt. We should like to see his pupils 
administer the flogging. 

Declined with thanks :—An Old Subscriber; Chop; Donahoo; Mark- 
- Wes; W.C., Kingsland; F. L, Lombard-street; Jim: B. F. L.; 


J. H.; Dan; B.; Barnsbury; H. 8., Belvedere; J. 5. B., Barnsbury , 
Trotters ; J. G., Cork; W. M.; R. C. L., Dublin; M. W., Dublin; “ For 
shame;’’? W. F. C.; Dumos; Minny; P. C. E. O., Manchester, oo 
Thorn; F. A., Walworth; Koscybusko; 8. R. T.; “ Returned with 
thanks ;’”’ Grinder and Co.; A. S., Glasgow; J. S., Finchley New-road ; 
H. P., Kennington ; G. C. D., Oswestry ; L. V., Dalston; Mulo. 
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GUN-BOAT YESTERDAY VERY NBARLY HIT ME ONCE OR TWICE!”’ 


—WE WAS practisin’ at you!”’ 


Going Ahead Indeed ! 


We are getting so much ahead in this present century, that we are 
rounding on 0 ves and catching up antiquity. It behoves the sub- 
editors of newspapers to be careful that they do not admit, as referring 
to recent occurrences, paragraphs that relate to barbarous ages. We 
are moved to these remarks by meeting in so admirably conducted a 
paper as the South London Press, this relic of the brutality of the 


A Memphis jury has acquitted a traveller who shot and killed a cabman for over- 


_This is evidently a free translation of some arrowhead inscription 
| discovered at Memphis in Egypt. We believe there is a place called 
' Memphis in America, but even in a country so advanced in civilization, 

we canpot believe that such an incident could have happened. 





An Utter Absurdity. 


We see that Mzssrs. Dunn anv Co. advertise a preparation called 
‘‘Fragranta "’ intended to sweeten the breath. Would it not be wise 
| for the candidates for Southwark to distribute bottles to the crowd on 

nomination day, in order to purify their language ? 


to see at once the exact 
whole house. 
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ART AND SCIENCE. 


Mahistyck (who has been at it all day for a week making a pre-Raphaelite study of seashore) :—‘“I say SOME OF YOU FELLOWS IN THE 


Jack Tar :—“ Lor, WAS THAT YOU SITTIN’ HERE YESTERDAY, SIR? Wuy, YOU WAS 80 STILL WE THOUGHT YOU WAS A BUSH OR SUMMUT 


Give Him Rope Enough. 


Tipg-Enp Hovssz, the dwelling-place of the notorious Hices, has | 
oem. sold. The untied end of a rope would be the most fitting end 
or him. 


Mem o’ random. | 


For the information of the intelligent foreigner, we may state that 
Yeo !- vil is not a seaport town. | 


The March of Intellect. 
Ove postman -a lover of the Chronicles of Old Englind—reads 
RapPin’. | 








NOTICE.—Now Ready, with Numerous Iuustrations, price 1s., 
Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. | 
Also, Now Ready, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, 
price Twopence, 
FUN ALMANAC. | 





| GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


, CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 
Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and OO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public gence for a Catalogu+, or Price 
care and supervision, a Series of REVISKD ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 


classes of Furniture, classified in the 
cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, &. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Dec. 4, 1869. 
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PETSETI&ESRA @ FUSSY : 
A Fairy Extrabugaunce. 








CHAPTER AIII. 
THE ROUT. 


human exertion. When you consider the number of drums in 
the vast army which Fizproporr had got together and the 
enormous quantities of peas required to fill those drums, and the 
time consumed in the operation, the whole thing seems utterly in- 
credible. However if one begins to allow incredulity to interfere with 
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get some of their drums emptied, and to elicit some sound from them, 


| the gallant army, which had issued but a short time before full of hope 


O wonder that Remsxky was nearly worn out by his super- | 


| power employed. 


one’s study of fairy history, it is time to abandon that delightful | 


branch of one’s education. I trust none of my readers are likely to 
doubt the chronicles of Aphania in which this achievement of 
Remsky’s is duly recorded. A well known controversial writer has 
taken some pains and devoted some time and a large quarto volume to 
proving by logic the incontrovertible nature of this historical record. 
But those who remember that a lamented Archbishop proved logically 
that there was no such person as NAaroLEon Bonaparte, we, I think, 
shall do wisely not to 
rely too much on logic, 
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No person in his 
sane senses who re- 
members the enormous 
height to which Jack’s 
beanstalk grew in a 
single night, can pos- 
sibly refuse to believe 
the story of Remsky’s 
peas, which were per- 
haps a large and fine 
variety of their class, 
like the bean in ques- 
tion. The history of 
Jack and the Bean- 
stalk has survived for 
years, defying the 
ravages of time and 
the incredulous tend- 
ency of the age. It 
is to be hoped that the 
extroardinary narra- 
tive copied in these 
pages trom hitherto 
undiscovered docu- 
ments in the Record 
Office, will be accepted 
with equal faith and 
no less’ readiness. 
Time has given its seal 
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and pride from the camp, broke and fled in every direction, throwing 
away their drums on all sides. 

The Archduke made a gallant but unavailing effort to rally his 
troops. He tried to discharge a volley of “ rub-a-dub-dubs”’ from the 
steam drum, which he stoked with his own distinguished hand. But 
Remsky had artfully filled the cylinder with peas, and when the steam 
was turned on at full pressure the piston could not descend, though 
the peas were crushed into a solid conglomerate by the great horse- 
1 Seeing that further effort was useless, and fearing 
that the boiler would burst and injure the Archduke, Fretp MarsHan 
GAGAGAGGUM let off the steam, and turning the Archduke’s charger, led 
him off the disastrous field. 

Still the Aphanian garrison rushed on, making a terrible uproar and 
ao all before them. ‘The Archduke’s piebald took fright and 
0OLLCd, 

_Away dashed the terrified animal, helter-skelter, over hedges and 
ditches. The Archduke finding the reins of no use, clung to the 
pommel of the saddle and shut his eyes. In vain did Fretp MarsHaL 
GAGAGAGGUM shout “stop him!’’ You might as well have tried to 
put salt on thetail of a 
flash of lightning. 

Away went the pie- 
bald! It knew nothing 
of the country over 
which it was going at 
apace that would have 
turned a steeple-chaser 
pale. It came toa bank 
and rails, rose at it like 
a bird— but, alas, there 
was a terrible drop on 
the other side, and 
down it came on its 
nose and knees in a 
gravel pit. 

The Archduke was 
thrown, and by ill luck 
tumbled head foremost 
into a large drum, 
which had been flung 
away by his retreating 
army. He was hurled 
into it with such force 
that he was buried up 
to the elbows, and as, 
like all drums, it was 
tightly packed with 
peas he could not by 
any means extricate 
himself. The horse 
picked himself up and 
hobbled away with no 
worse damage than a 

air of broken knees, 
nut although he was 
a@ sagacious animal it 
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of authentication to the Beanstalk and established its veracity, but there | never occurred to him to help his master out. The result was that 
is an air of conscious truth about this younger narrative that must | his Serene Mightiness, when iscovered some hours afterwards, had 


command the belief of all who still retain their faith in fairy tales. 
When the Archduke gave the word of command, and the drums of 
the whole Nexdorean army hung fire, the Aphanians gave a loud 


| become quite black—or rather pea-green—in the face, and was in fact 


miserably smothered. 
The news of his death reached the archducal palace some weeks 


shout. At the same instant the garrison made a sally. Only the aged | later, and was received with universal lamentation. The Archduchess 


and infirm had been left on the walls. The whole available force had 
been drawn up inside the gates armed with everything that could by 
any ingenuity be made to do service as a drum. Necessity is the 


felt quite lonely now that she had no one to abuse and beat her. Even 
NINNIASTERAFINA missed his brutality. 


‘‘Poor dear,’ said the Archduchess, “how playfully he flung his 


mother of invention, and as in insurrections the peasantry turn their | topboots at you! And to think he should be snatched away in his 


scythes into weapons, the people of Aphania made bandboxes do 
service as drums. 

The garrison, I repeat, sallied out, headed by the Honourable Com- 
pany of Kettle-menders, mounted on the donkeys which they em- 
ployed in their trade to drag their carts, and armed with tinkettles, 
brass saucepans, iron frying pans, copper fish kettles, and other 
resounding implements of various shapes and sizes and different metals. 
After the cavalry came a miscellanous body of foot armed with band- 
boxes, biscuit tins, and a host of other resonant articles too numerous 
to mention. The rear was brought by the corps of washerwomen, 
armed with washing tubs, and headed by a grenadier company bearing 
large coppers from the laundries. 


the oldest inhabitant. 


whelming force of noises. 


VOL. X. 


rime.” 

“Tt would be something only to feel his fist between one’s shoulder- 
| blade: ’’ sobbed the sister. “It would be at least an assurance of his 
existence.” 

‘‘ He kicked one with such grace,” sighed the wife. 

“He flung a plate with such an accuracy of aim!” snuffled the 
Princess. 

‘‘He used to p-p-p-pinch one so playfully till one was black and 
bubbububublue !”’ ats out the widow, breaking down utterly. 
‘‘He was so vuvuvuviolent and so googoogoogood!"’ echoed the 


| weeping NINNIASTERAFINA. 











| In alternate strophe and antistrophe these two silly women bemoaned 
Such an uproar had never been heard of before in the memory of | their tyrant as the best man that ever walked probably was never 


The Nexdorean army consisted of tried | mourned. 
veterans, but their bravery was unavailing against such an over- | 
After a few frantic but vain efforts to | 





WueEn does a cask of beer look foolish ?—When it’s stoop-ed. 
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fr FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, December 8th, 1869. 
HINGS do not seem to improve in the City. The circulation of 
CU ‘ the famous Old Lady of Threadneedle-street is not in a healthy 
‘; , Weare almost inclined to believe that she has foolishly 


are injuring theirhealth with. At any rate, we have heard frequently 
that “money is tight’’— with some painful allusions to tats, of late 
coming from the Chief Magistrate himself ! 

This is a painful case of; commercial prostration, and we can only 
hope that prompt steps will be taken to bring her round and restore 
her previous pursy appearance. At present her scantiness looks 
melancholy as well as suspicious. 


state. 


Dors it not strike Messrs. Smirn and Wi.utne that the railways do 
them a great injury by not supplying better lights to their carriages ? 
We believe we can note an appreciable difference in the number of 
evening papers purchased at this time of the year when it gets dark so 
early. What is the use of buying a paper which it is impossible to 
peruse by the dull glimmer of the carriage lamp, and which one seldom 
has time to look over at home? 

The South Western, in this respect, as in others, the worst managed 
line in England, is notorious for the visible darkness of its carriage- 
lamps ; but recently the London, Chatham and Dover Company would 
secm to be anxious to rob them of the distinction. 





NEW SONGS FOR OLD ONES. 


__ --——- 


THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 
Joun Anprnson, when our acquaintance began, sir, 
You'd hair on your brow like a black silky mat; 
In outward appearance you're not the same man, sir, 
But grey as a badger and blind as a bat. 
Your foolish old wife, who in youth was the toast of 
The beaux, and the bloods, and the wits of her time, 
Confesses that now she is nothing to boast of, 
‘Though counted a match for her Joun in his prime. 
The loss of good looks while your partner's confessing, 
She swears that the frost on our forehead, my love, 


adopted the sek habit of lacing, which the younger belles | 


| 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 144. 


Now the light has grown uncertain, 

Light the gas and draw the curtain — 
Night draws in apace. 

Just about this time of year, 

Days grow short — of daylight clear 
Scanty is our grace. 


. Know you the land of the lobster and oyster, 
Where edibles all are supplied you by Pr ? 
The former's nutritious, the latter is moister, 
And this is the way of disposing of him! 
2. Ticking, ticking up amounts, 
Sit the clerks o’er their accounts, 
And these compare, 
With charges there. 


3. Had a weak king ne'er placed this on the ships, 
His royal orb had ’scaped perchance eclipse. 
4. If you can guess what this is like, 
Upon the head at once you strike. 


5. Over the blue— 
Over the blue 
Ocean to trade in cerulean hue, 
Over the blue— 
Over the blue, 
Ships are dispatched not a few. 


6. If those little choristers, dear young souls, 
Had not come in with clean faces and stoles, 
Bringing this, with the other things used for ablution, 
It may be averred, 
The poor little bird 
Would never have suffered such dire retribution. 


7. We have our fling, 
We skip and sing, 
Few creatures gay as we. 
You would express 
Your mirth, I guess, 
By saying you're like me. 
Soxtution or Acrostic No. 142.—November, Horrible: Nutwrench, 


os 


Octavo, Viper, Error, Miami, Bulb, Enamel, Reeve. 


Correct SoLurions or AckosTic, No. 142, recrivep Ist Drectuprr.—Noue 


correct. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. | 
In The Story of Our Colonies (Hoce, York Street) Mr. Fox Bourne 


whose name is a guarantee for any work, for which research, perspi- _ 
cuity,and a judicial mind are required, has added another success to an | 
already long list. It is, in fact, a history of our British possessions, 
detailing “ the virtues and vices, the designs and accidents, which led 
to _the ormation and development of our Colonial Empire :’’—a suf- 
ficiently comprehensive design, but one which Mr. Bourne has carried | 
outadmirably. — 

_ The Rules of Rhyme (same publishers) it would of course be 
impossible to criticise in these columns, but we must say, that if the 
numerous correspondents who favour us with contributions in verse 
would study this little hand-book, they would save themselves—and 

S us—a great deal of trouble! 

Mr. Horren, of Piccadilly, does good service by the publication 
of a collection of Speeches on Great Questions of the Day, by the Premier. 
The book is turned out in a handy and presentable form, like all Mr. 
Horren’s publications, and will be a valuable vade mecum for the 
young orator or the would-be statesman. 


Ts wintry—no more than as winter's a blessing, 
Is frigid—as much as the bright sky above. 


So down the steep hill as we journey together, 
Your hand for protection, and mine, Jonn, to cheer, 
We'll brave as we may stormy wind and rough weather— 
We'll walk with the strength of each other, my dear. 


And when we have done with our grieving and joking, 
And when it grows dark at the chill close of day, 

We ll enter the smallest of houses—at Woking —" 
And sleep side by side ; will we not, Mr. A. ? 





Reason not Rhyme. 


Here is an extract reflecting seriously on some country cousins :— 
To tur Epiror or rue Daventry Express. 


Sir,—Since my residence in Daventry I have noticed how exceedingly ungallant 
the gentlemen are. Often when saluted by ladies, not saluting nears tan: or 
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if doing ro, by a nod and astare. At firet I was particularly struck wit: the beha- Tat ae ae ne eee | 
viour, bu’ being told such was nearly always the case, I would suggest that if some : 
kind- poested pane wore Ge . xe lessons . posseness to the aforesaid cenTLE- A Sticker ! 
“RY, such I suppose they call themee'ves, I thiak it would not only show good Tue Postmaster General, in connection with the Telegraphs | 
will ,b Re 4 ; a | 
-~ —— crt yt at - bemefitted by it, Yours, ete. en by Government, advertised the other day in the Daily News ' 
o which complaint, all we ave to my s— for “a contract for the Supply of Red Fur Telegraph Poles.’? This | 
If such gentlemen flourish in Daventry, is an odd sort of pole compared with the general posts at St. Martin’s- | 
The ladies should send them to Caventry le-grand. There they don’t allow the hard-worked subordinates a 
a _ —e their nests. Do they intend to offer them a 
Chip from Chippenham. chance of a warm lining of fur instead? But why red fur? Surely out | 
Snnees che: lms San y fail to be in sn of consideration for the letters they should be seal-skin. 
a fact closely allied to the memorable history of the “Four-and-twenty | 
Blackbirds.” We will not keep th ~ : = pled thrush has FOR WEAL OR WOE!—‘ A WINTER'S TALE.” 
been captured near Chippenham. Tue Weald of Kent before the Wolds of Yorkshire | 
eee ‘ 
City Mem. Tux Finest Part ° ; ‘ 
Sagan ; of the Show at the Agricultural Hall. — The 
New opening in the India-go Trade :—The Suez Canal. XX-hibition at the Refreshment Stalls. ¥ i 
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City Men (gathering round the Old Lady in Threadnezdle Street, another Viel™ 
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another Viet of Tight-lacing):—“TOO TIGHT—YES, YES, MONEY’S TO) TIG! 
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THE SIREN. 


ACT I.—Sceng, Old Villa on the Bay of Naples. Sanrronrivs, an old 
fiddler, discovered, with Fines, his daughter. 


Sartorius.—Yes, Fides, your poor old father is by chalks the 
greatest composer of this or any other day. But he is very old and he 
drivels and slobbers about in a manner which I am sure must irritate 
you. 

F'ipzs.—Caspar Albano's opera is produced to-night. 

SarTorius.—And he never sent me a box, though he is my pupil! 
Ungrateful scoundrel! (Drivels.) But I must be firm! (Proudly.) I 
am a great composer. (Composes himself.) 

Enter Caspar. 

Caspar (with appropriate action).—Here is a box for my opera. 

Sartorius.— Happiness! Fides, go and dress—I want to speak to 
Caspar, particularly —( Exit 
Ines). Caspar, above all 
things, lead a respectable 
life! (Caspar = quails.) 
Now I'll go and dress. 

Enter Fives (dressed). 

I prs.— Herel am—and 
how do I look ? 

Caspar (waving his legs 
about). — Exquisite! I 
love you. 

F'inpss.—Caspar—this is 
sudden— 

Caspar (wagging his 
head).—It is. 

Fives.—But my father 
will not let me marry a 
fiddler. 

Caspar (slapping his heart).—I will ask him—If he consents ? 

Fiprs.— I am yours. 

inter Count CARNIOLI, CAspAr’s patron. 
Caspar (winking his eve).—Count, I am going to be married. 
Count (a sad dog).— Never! Itisruin toa young man. (Aside.) I 





will introduce him to the lovely Princess Leonora Falconieri—she shall | 


swamp his faculties. [ Exeunt to the Opera. 


ACT II.—Scene 1. Saloon of Opera Box. Wild Neapolitans discovered 
tn opposite box. Princess FALcoNIERI discovered with a fat man of 
easy manners. Also a Countess in pink net. 

Princess.—The first two acts of the opera are charming. 
(Fat man waves his hand, with an action that speaks volumes.) 
Princess.—Ah, here is «Count Carnioli—he will tell us about the 
composer. 
(Fat man changes his leg with an air of quiet resolve.) 

Enter Count Cauniour (Fat man hooks his fingers into his waistcoat 

pocket and sniffs). 


Cocunt.—The composer is a young fellow who was formerly a goat- | 
herd. I. took | 
him from his. 
goats, educated | 


him, and this is 
the result. 


Charming! Ah, 

the third act is 

commencing. 
Count.—This 


quisite air in the 
piece. The 
Moorish chief, 
Ef-Strange, is 
supposed to be 
bidding adieu to 
the Alhambra. 

(The Moorish Chief bids adieu in an air which suggests a feeble amateur 


practising the bass part of a very long and slow choral grace. The sham 
audience applauds —the real audience don’t.) 





Pruvcess.—They are calling the composer. (Throws bouquet.) | 


There! I have thrown my handkerchief too! How very awkward! 


ScgnE 2.—House of Princess Fatcontenrt, lately the property of Joun 
Mitpmay, Esq., and before that, the residence of the Pumpydoor. 
Enter the Princess from the opera. 
Puucess.—I wonder if the young man, Caspar, will call to-night ? 
Oh, he will not dare—he must know that the handkerchief was thrown 
by accident. 


[Exit Frvgs, | 


PRINCESS.— | 


is the most ex- | 





| Enter Servant. 
SeEkRVANT.—A young man, madarm ; this is his card. 

Princess.—’Tis he! Show him up. 

Enter Caspar, he trembles. 

Privcess.—Are you not well ? 

Caspar (throwing out his chest).—QOh, passing well—passing well! 
(thumping his ribs). Down, 
little flutterer. 

| Privxcess.— May I ask to 
what I owe this visit? It 
is 12 p.m. 

Caspar (winding his 
watch).—It is—I—a— 

Princess. — You seem 
confused. Have you been 
drinking 

CASPAR (clearing his 
throat). — Drinking? No, 
I—I—I want to play youa 
little thing of my own. 

Princess.—Do, (aside.) I 
will slip out unobserved, 
and so shall not hear him! 





Bal, 


(Caspar sits down to an organand plays a long amateur fugue, recognised 
at once by the audience as the work of the master who composed the 
Choral Grace. After five and twenty minutes of this) 

Princess (re-entering, in desperation).—Look here. If I allow you 
to sit with your arm round my waist, will you leave that fearful 
_ instrument. 
Caspar (working all over).—I will. (He does), [ Txdleat. 


ACT II1L.—Sceng 1. Boudoir at Villa Faleonrert. Caspar and 
Princess discovered. 

Caspar (erying like a child).—It is now six months since the com- 
mencement of our relations (to which I will not more particularly 
allude) and you have changed much. You do not love me, Leonora! 

Lronora.—Ridiculous. I love you considerably. 

Caspar (flinging himself on a svfa).—No. You love that young 
operatic tenor. It is all over between us. 

Lreonera.—Nonsense. (Caspar weeps, like a drivelling donkey as he 
is.) I hatemen whocry! (dnd so do we.) 

Caspar (looking at his “ Bradshaw’”’).—Farewell! I leave you! 

Lronorna.—Stay—I did but jest! (Looking earnestly into Ats eyes.) 
I do love you! 

Caspar (working his right arm).—You do? Ecstacy! I remain! 

[ They embrace, then extt Leonona. 

Enter a Servant with note, which she gives to Casvar. Tle reads: 

‘“ Farewell! I do not choose to let my lovers leave me—I prefer to 
leave them! Leonora.”’ 

Caspan (trembling like a jelly). She has eloped with the tenor. I 
will after them! (He afters them.) 


Scene 2.—Some Ruins by a Lake. Enter a person of grotesque appecrance 
whose name is not in the east. He nods awkwardly to the audience, who 
Jor some unaccountable reason hiss him. one grotesque personaze. 

Then enter Caspar and Count CARNIOLI. 

Caspar.—They left in a carriage and pair and are sure to drive 
| through this very intricate ruin. 
| Enter a carriage and pair, with small portmanteau on roof. 
Caspar (presenting a pistol, not at postilion, who may fairly be suppored 

to have the immediate control of the horses, but at the portmanteau on 
| the roof).—Stop! 

The carriage door opens and old 
SartTokits, appare tly maude 
lin drunk, descends. 

Caspar (feeling for his eye- 
glass).—My old tutor! 

Sartorivus.—Gentlemen, my 
| daughter Fides is dead—I am 
taking her home to bury her— 
I have packed her in that 
portmanteau, and she passes as 
luggage. 

Caspar (tearing out his hair 
by the roots). —Vass on,oldman ! 

The Princess and the tenor 
cross the lake in a gondola. 

Caspar (writhing with internal eonvulsions).—It is she! 

(Dies in great agony).—CuRTAIN. 

OvrseLves.—The piece, (a very unwholesome one), is cleverly 
adapted by Mr. Parcrave Simpson. On the whole, it is detestably 
acted. Exceptions, however, may be made in the cases of Miss Kate 
| Savitte and Mr. Cocuian. Mr. ALLexTon makes a ghastly display 
| of his incapacity. The scenery is commonplace. 


| (Does 80.) 
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SELECT SIGHTS FROM THE SHOW. 
1. The Learned Pig. 2. A Scotch Steer. 3. Calves, not to be exhibited by order of the Lord Chamberlain. 4. Black Cat(L). 5. Prize Kid. 








| That lays the beef (not prices) lw: 
And many a bullock fat’ll 
Ne’er see again his cosy stall 
Within the Agricultural Hall, 
Where is the Show of Cattle. 


THE CATTLE SHOW. 


From North and South and West and East | 
Behold them thronging—man and beast— 








Feeder and fodder, guest and feast, 
All to one spot they battle— 

That building vast, and wide, and tall, 

They name the icultural Hall, 
Where is the Show of Cattle. 


Thither by railway snort, and fuss, 
Or in the crowded crawling "bus, 
By Hansom, or in growler “ wus,” 
Along the roads they rattle. 
To see the wonders great and small, 
Within the Agricultural Hall, 
Where is the Show of Cattle. 


Their is all of sheep and beeves, 
Oil and mangel wurtzel leaves— 


Their guileless rustic prattle ; 
tebitt aen e call 
Not, at the Agricultural 

Where is the Show of Cattle. 


Well, converse upon sheep and kine 
In your opinion—and in mine 
Most certainly—is quite as fine 
So my pate an ht 
say we gladly— ve 
‘ithin the Agricultural 
Where is the Show of Cattle. 


Yet, no! Prize oxen must, you know, 
Succumb at Christmas to the blow, 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
On the 22nd ultimo, at the St. James's, the good old comedy SA? 


Stoops to Conguer, in which Mr. Lionei Broven’s acting still con- 
tinues to be the chief attraction, was supplemented by a burlesque 
entitled La Belle Sauvage. It is described as by Brovcuam, but it has 
evidently been so largely re-written to suit the topics of the day, that 
it is scarcely fair to credit—or rather discredit that gentleman, with 
the halting lines and cockney rhyming in which it abounds. The 
scenery and dresses, though scarcely so gorgeous as those of Columbus, 
a kindred burlesque, were very fine and telling. The last scene. a 
burlesque of Trafalgar-square with a very pretty ballet of Indian 
maidens, ensured the success of the piece—or rather supplemented the 
efforts of Mr. Broven, whose acting as Captain John Smith was 


| genuinely humourous, and original. Mar. Marx SmirH was very 


effective as King Powhatan, and was well supported in the first scene 
by his Chiefs in council. Mrs. Joun Woop, as Pocahontas, was not to 
our taste. Her first scene was overweighted with a quantity of 
operatic music, which it is no depreciation to say was not sung as it 
would be on the lyric stage. For the rest, her acting was spirited and 
vivacious, though at times it hovered dangerously on the limit which 
divides fun from vulgarity. Ofa hurdy-gurdy song, all we can say is 
that since the great ScunerpEr appeared last at this theatre we have 
seen nothing so—well, so lively. 

With the combined attractions of Gotpsmirn’s comedy and this 
rattling piece of burlesque, the St. James’s audience have no need to 
complain of short fare, but they have an additional bonne bouche thrown 
in, in the shape of 4 Happy Pair, in which Miss Hersert and Mr. 
Fareen perform. 
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| THE GOOD TIMES LONG AGO. 
OVERS of old were, so I 
am told, 
Far better off than we: 
If the lady were coy they 
force would employ 
And carry away of she, 
And wed her off-hand— 
Yes wed her off-hand— 
Whether she would or no: 
Lut that was in (you un- 
derstand) 
The Good Times Long Ago. 


Debtors of yore noduns could 
bore 
As duns bore you and me— 
They discharged their notes 
by cutting their 
throats, 
Instead of by Bankruptcie— 
They scattered their brains— 
Yes, scattered their brains— 
Whether they would or no: 
But that was in (as a friend explains) 
The Good Times Long Ago. 


Masters as well, as I have heard tell, 
Had servants worth more than ours. 
If they wouldn’t obey they sent them away 
To hang from the topmost towers. 
They throttled the knave— 
Yes, throttled the knave— 
Whether he would or no: 
But that was in (remember, I crave,) 
The Good Times Long Ago. 





So, truly, if we had chanced to be 
Lover, or debtor, or master, 
Why, of course, ’twould exactly have suited we 
| By a deal, than this present, vaster! 
But had we been 
| Poor fellows mean— 
Whether we would or no, 
We should not quite 
Have felt delight 
In the Good Times Long Ago! 


——__— 


The Grand Prize Pictorial Double Acrostic. 

We have received so many solutions of the astounding puzzle in 
the Comic Annual, and the incorrect guesses are so much the more 
numerous, that we are thinking of throwing in additional prizes for 
the three worst solutions. First Prize—An out-patient’s letter for St. 
Bartholomew's Llospital. Second Prize—A _ land-stewardship in 
Tipperary. Third Prize—The Chairmanship of the St. Pancras 
Board of Guardians. 


Turis is a new style of Lodger that we venture to submit for the 
consideration of our late Tory Premier. 
\ ANTED immediately a Servant-Lodger ; an elderly female who has furniture for 
two rooms, and @ small private income, She may live rent iree, have wages, 
| anda comfortable home.—A.L., ete. 
| Dear, dear! We should have fancied an elderly female with furni- 
ture for two rooms and asmall private income might have a com- 
| fortable home without doing servant’s work. How tremendous the 
wages must be that can only be accepted by a person so situated ! 


| 
i 
| ‘‘My Lodgings are on the” Cool ‘‘Ground.” 


Guardians’ Grammar. 


TuRreEE members of the St. Pancras Board of Guardians, Messrs. A. 
RoBERTSON, Henry Oniver Nopes, and JAMes WatTkKrns—their names 

| deserve the honour of print—submit copy of a return to the editor of 

the Echo, concluding their letter in the following terms :— 

And which we (sic) shall feel obliged by your inscrtion of the same. 

| The editorial s‘e is cruel, the grammar is precisely what we should 

expect from sich. 





Fury Lanp.—Fayal. 
Wuy is the Suez Canal like ‘an unmistakable snub?—Because it is 
th> cut direct. 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


NOVEMBER. 

In The Cornhill of course the chief attraction is the continuation of 
Mr. Cuarves Reape’s absorbing story. ‘The Decay of Murder’’ is 
a curious paper. The other contents are somewhat of the ponderous. 

Belgravia is happy in the possession of a sketch, called “ Our Nice 
Servant,’” by Mr. Sata, which reads very like an actual experience. 
Mr. Sawyer and Mr. Sticanp keep up the standard of the verse, and 
the art, with the exception of a poor cut to the leading novel, is of the 
usual character. We are quite at a loss to see the meaning of the word 
‘*-clinical’’ as applied to climate in an article on Brighton. 

London Society is good this month both in art and literature. It isa 
number to buy because it contains pictures by two artists now deceased 
—McConnett and Mortren—-who showed more than promise at the 
time of their too early death. The ‘Story of the Red Portefeuille ”’ is 
well told. With the author of ‘“ The Romance of Medicine ”’ we have 
grave reason to find fault. His off-hand dismissal of Mr. Sxry’s 
work on Hysteria, and his childish carping at that eminent surgeon's 
treatment, cannot be too strongly condemned. Ignorance should not 
triflePwith subjects so important as the treatment of disease, and ; 
superficial writer like the gentleman—or lady—under notice should 
remember that fact. 

Thirteen at Table is the Christmas number of Tinsley’s, It 
scarcely up to the mark of previous numbers, though it has some 
capital stories in it, and the general scheme is original in conception. 
The full-page illustrations are all exceptionally good, the small initial 
wood-cuts coarse and amateurish. 

It is not out of place to note here the appearance of The British and 
Foreign Mechanic, an admirable scientific paper, which, though still 
young, has established itsclf like a young giant, under the able conduct 
of Mr. Topvt. We trust that another new-born periodical, The 
Civilian, which is to be the organ of the Government Clerks, wil! 
follow in this promising baby’s steps, and run alone as soon and as 


sturdily. 
We gladly welcome The Graphic, which in engraving, paper and 


is 


| print, far surpasses anything The I//ustrated ever was in its palmiest 


days. It is ably written as well as finely illustrated, and opens a new 
era in pictorial journalism. 





A Wrinkle for Government. 
TxHE most competent authority on the great question, “ Fixity «f 
Tenure.’’— Mother-in-law. 


Judging Distances. 
Tuis is a somewhat difficult task —-we have known a man to be “fu 
gone’’ even at his own threshold. 
FAVOURED BY SIR WILFRED. 
A “TrovpLesome Twiy.”— The Doublejohn. 





Guswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. 

MARY PvzzLFEHEAD.—Now, do you really think a funersl a good them: 
to crack a joke about’ If so, we know what we should like to crack abou 
you, for you’re a man, as your fist shows, 

Z. is evidently off his Z.—he has no connection with his next do: 
neighbeurs, the Y's. 

Do.Lar.—A dollar in your own opinion, but as the Yankees would say, 
‘‘ nary re‘a)d”’ in the public estimation 

Ho, Born !—If the piers of the viaduct can't stand the weight of th 
traflic, we feel quite sure the ponderosity of your verse would finish them 
at once. 

S. (Liverpool).—In trying to crack that joke you seem to have got cracked 
yourself. 

H. W. (Yeovil).— Pray don’t beso thin-skinned. But you ure amusing, 
so, thank you! 

V. A. G. A.—-Wait a bit. That answers most of your letter. Thanks! 

NEPTUNE.— Well! we’ll take your word for it, but your Nep-tune is not 
music. 

W. F. (Pimlico).—If we receive any further repetitions 6f that old juke 
about ** Suez-cide,’” we shall publish the offenders’ names in fer; orem. Also 
in Fun. 

Declined with thanks :—A. 5 , Glasgow; J. Ro T., Liverpool; Toodles ; 
W.C., Kingsland; P. L., Ormskirk; W. P., Belsize-road; Nutts; B. S. ; 
The Younger Brother; A. K., St. Paul's; R. G. D.; E. C., Liverpool ; B. ; 
S. M. D , Howland-street; Noddlehead ; The Cure; B. W. M., Kingsland; 
P. M. V., Leeds; S. S, Cookham; M. M.; Nil Admirari; J. B. F., 
Ainge-road ; M., Guernsey; Jack ; J. N., Victoria-park ; H. 5., Belvedere, 
Kent ; Noodlewhang; O. R. J. C., Aylesford; B, Highbury; Barnard, 
Holyhead ; W. W., Heavitree; F. W. P.; A.C. W. H., Chelsea; X.Y Z.; 
Jack-a-Dandy; 8. B., Pesky; A. R, Deptford; S. X& ; H. H, Leek; 
G. B.; Slipper; J. A. M., St. Luke’s. 
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A Shrewd Hint. | 

WE see that the noisy orchestra mania is 

| spreading in America. We trust prompt 
| measures will be adopted to stamp out any 
| symptoms of it here. It is stated that at a— 
well, we can’t call it a concert-room, but a 

| hullabaloo house in San Francisco— 


The orchestra, besides including the usual instru- | 








ments, has in keeping with the latest extravagances, | 
| an anvil, a steam-whistle, fireworks, bombs, &c. “A | 

Railroad Galop,” with real whistle, and a ‘ Battle 
Piece,” with bombs and genuine cartridges, are very | 
yopalar. 

To make the arrangements perfect, we | 
would suggest in addition to the bombs and | 
steam-whistles, a powder-mine, and a few | 
defective boilers to wind up the performance 
with a general crash. It is the best thing 
that could happen to people who perform and 
people who go to hear such riots under the 
notion that they are music—at least it would 
be the best thing that could happen to them 
in the interest of the rest of us. 





— 





A Legacy. 
A contemporary tells this amusing 
story :— 
A young lady, while going to her wedding in Ren- 
| dout, United States, was thrown from her carriage and 
broke her leg. It was proposed to take her to a sur- 


geon and have the limb set, but she refused, saying she 
was going to be married first. And, as usual, she had 


her way. 

Our view of the case is that though the 
lady might not mind a fractured limb, the 
bridegroom might fairly have objected to a 
| broken “rib.” 
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Another Leicester-square Monster. 

Tue Times states that the site where 
Savile House once stood has been secured for 
a winter garden and theatre of huge propor- 
tions. Huge indeed! read— 

The auditorium of this new theatre will seat 3,000 
persons, and the stage will be larger than Drury 
Lane. 

To this the leading journal should have 
added—“ and no flies.”’ 
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An Old Friend with a New Face. 
Wuart Resurrection Pie is “ every school- 
boy knows.” Proprietors of modern res- 
| taurants with greater delicacy term it 
_ Raised.” 
| etiaiiaiecentisinciaimnciniincinimiteaaneiiiiiaiiiiniints 
| Off with his Head! | 
| “Tue Pen is mightier than the Sword,” | 
and no trifling weapon is the sister, or, if you | 
| prefer it, assister— we would say assist-aunt— | 
to the Pen—the Pencil. With its point a | 
man’s head may be “ hit off’’ instanter. 





Hear! 
A CONTEMPORARY says that in the neigh- 
bourhood of Airdrie, near Glasgow, a man of | 
HOSPITALITY ! upwards of fifty has eloped with and married | 
a girl of thirteen. It is what might be ex- | 
Midland Counties Man (with deep emotion) :—“Coom vr AN’ SEE vs, LAD, coom! | pected of his length of (y)ears. 


Max’ THEE VERY COOMF’TABLE—GOT TA GLOVES AT HOME, 80 A CAN KNOCK THEE DARNED 
OLD HEAD ABOOT FOR THEE! Linx Boys.—The Siamese Twins. 
' 





———— 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogu-, or Price 
List of their a, OF bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROOM HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
whole house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. | 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §.E. 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phomix Works, &t, Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Dec. 11, 1869. 
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I've written poesy and prose, 
Philosophy and fun ; 

I’ve run the gamut, goodness knows, 
From pedantry to pun. 

I’ve battled very hard for Fame, 
Untiring in the strife ; 

I’ve earned a tolerable name, 
And now—I’ll write my life. | 


| 
MY LIFE. | 
| 


I’ve no intense desire to die 
At present—Fate forbid ! 
But, if I wish my life to try, 
Tis nearly time I did, | 
My days are in their “ yellow leaf”’ 
(To quote the Thane of Fife) ; | 
My chances may be few and brief, 
So let me write my life. 


The book, if published at a crown, 
Is sure to make a hit ; , 
And thousands in and out of town 

Will fly to purchase it. | 
A host of talent and of taste, 
With eager paper-knife, | 
Will cut my leaves in busy haste 
And feed upon my life. | 
| 

| 

| 

| 


Most autobiographic works 
I’ve met with in my time 
Attempt—the phrase is Mr. Burkr’s— 
The Beautiful—Sublime. 
With incident, at any rate, 
Their ev’ry page is rife. 
What incidents can J relate | 
When I describe my life ? | 


My early days are quite a blank, 
My later little more: 
I never knew a man of rank 
Nor crossed the Channel o’er. | 
I never had a quarrel yet, 
I never had a wife : 
But never mind ;—I’m sure to get 
A thousand for my life. | 





HOES. 


In the first place, take my advice and don’t do it! Not to mention 
any such extreme case as that your predecessor should have been an 
ascetic, and kept unboiled peas in them, there is something uncanny 
about such a proceeding. You may “all unweetingly ” hurt your 
corns. 

But anyhow, let the fate of Cant PumMprrRNIcKLE von Hocusocn be 
&@ warning to you. 

For years had that misguided youth sighed for the reversion of the 
shoes of the CoMMANDANT OF CRACKENSCHAFFHAUSEN. He sighed for 
them when the Commandant went by in full court costume with silk- 
stockings and silver buckles. He sighed for them when he passed in 
martial array with big jack-boots in which the gallant officer’s legs 
were plunged so deeply that it was a fair field for conjecture whether 
in reality his toes touched the bottoms. 

The Commandant was a hero, and all the ladies in Crackenschaff- 
hausen adored him. He was the idol of the Duchy, and as for the 
Army, both of them would have laid down their lives for him. 

It was useless to hope to oust him by intrigue. Violence was out of 
the question, for the Commandant’s moustachios had a fierce twist 
that smote terror to the heart. 

All that poor Cart PumpERNIcKLE von Hocusocu could do was to 
ingratiate himself with the Archduke, and he did so by playing at 
cribbage with him for a kreutzer the rubber and always letting him 
win. He did this for such a length of time that the Archduke 
won enough to enable him to supply one half of the forces with a 
sentry-box, in which he could be posted of cold nights while waiting 
till the Archduke finished his game. 

Caru’s patience was rewarded. Commandants are mortal, and the 
waters of Crackenschamthausen were potent. The Commandant, in a 
moment of forgetfulness, took a second tumbler and expired on the 
spot. He was buried with mili 





Moruer Hvupparp!’”’ 


CONCERNING oreeese G INTO OTHER PEOPLE'S | 


honours, and Car. stept into his | 
shoes. They were the only pair of real all-up-your-leg, big-enough- | 





FLATTERING. 


Siree’-vendor :—‘ Now, THEN, HERE YOU ARE FOR A PENNY, ‘OLD 


[Intense delight of damsel. 


Car, assisted by the whole army, one on each side, got into the 
boots. But his legs were not so long as those of the late Commandant. 
He was entirely at the mercy of the boots. In half an hour he found 
himself pacing up and down outside the residence of the Burgomaster, 
to whose pretty wife the defunct hero had paid very marked 


attentions. 

In vain did Cart endeavour to prevail on the boots to go elsewhere. 
His struggles attracted the attention of the pennants Burgomaster, who 
rushing to the door divined the affair at a glance. 

Cart was looking due N.N.E. by N.E. by N.N.E. at the moment 
when the Burgomaster issued from the door of his mansion, the aspect 
of which was due N.N.E. by N.E. by. N.N.E. 

Furthermore the Burgomaster and Car. were much of a height. 

In addition, the Burgomaster projected his dexter toe in the 
direction of that point of the compass which was heretofore recited. 

It would have been cowardly to kick the new Commandant in the 
stomach. He didn’t do it. 

But the new Commandant was impelled in an ungovernable manner 
to the above named quarter of the magnetic chart. The impulse was 
sufficient to drive him a good hundred feet, that is to say some yards 
beyond the boundaries of the Duchy. 

He sen back the boots and his resignation to the Archduke the 
next day. 

The moral—and it is as logical and reasonable as the moral of any 
‘story with a purpose” that 1 know—is this :—Never try to step into 
other people’s shoes. 


A Speaking Likeness. 
Wov.p you obtain this? Be scrupulous as to your dress—remem- 
ber that “ the apparel oft ‘proclaims’ the man.” 





| Crow-Matics.--Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 


A Writ or Error.—A love letter. (Vide “ Breach of Promise’ 


suits. ) 


for-two (I translate literally from the German) martial boots in the | Tue most useful landbird to be “ told off’’ for boat service is a cock, 
| be 


whole Duchy. 


VOL. X. 


cause a cock (c)rows. 








| 
| 


| 
| 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, December 15th, 1869. 


HE Conservative party is ina Macheathian fix. It has to decide 
between two rival charmers—and how happy it could be with 
either if the otherwrere away! ‘There’s Loxp Sarissury on the 
one side, ard the new Eart of Dersy on the other, and it is 
difficult to decide which isto be leader. 

Political leadership must ‘be a tandem—you can’t drive the two 
rivalsin a curricle. A Spanish.proverb says “Two men cannot wear 
one shoe"—and equally two noble Lords cannot occupy the proud 
position of being Duxof the great country party. 

So the rival monarchs:are strutting before theeyes of the world as 
claimants to one throne. It reminds usof the old play— 

“The army. at the door | 
Desires to swith }0th “your Majesties !”’ 

And we have no doubt ‘the army is in rather a perplexed state of | 

mind. 


Arter ten or eleven years’ delay, and after the deduction of nearly 
seventy thousand pounds legal expenses and agency, the Banda 
and Kirwee prize money has been distributed! A great many people 
have forgotten all about Bandaand Kirwee, and a great many of the 
brave fellows who took thewne and relieved the other are probably 
dead by this time. This dsreditable to our Government departments. 
It should be quoted as :preof of their zeal and efficiency whenever | 
they raise a howl at threatened reforms or reductions! It is splendid 
encouragement to our soldiers, and a great inducement to enlistment. 
Won't any “smart yo men’”’ be tempted by the prospect:of win- 
ning a big loot by hard fighting, and getting ‘a fraction of it, 
minus law and otherexpenses, at the expiration of a dozen years? Of 
course they will! 


— eee j 
Ir is to be hoped the Liberal candidates in Southwark will be | 
reasonable, and copy the example set them by their opponents. There 
be six Richmonds of Liberalism in the field, and if they do not take | 
care the enemy will steal a march on them. Surely it is easy to find | 
out by a prelimmary ballot which is the really popular candidate, and | 
then the others should withdraw with a good grace. 
Let them note the tactics of the opposite party. There is no unseemly | 
struggle among the gentlemen who represent the Conservative interest. | 
Mr. Monean Howanrp, whose name covered acres of Lambeth at the | 
last election, retires to leave room for Cotonst Bergsrorp, and Car- | 
TAIN Bsrrrawp Payne, whose name is familiar to newspaper readers, 
tuough not hitherto m the Election Intelligence, also withdraws from 
the contest on behalf of the gallant Colonel. Now then, my gallant 
Liberals,—fas est ab hoste doceri, take a leaf out of your opponents’ 
books, and don’t all speak at once. 


Ax 


SS esses 





Brethren in Misfortune. 

An item in continental news states that M. Turears is in one of his 
fits of fright about “The Reds.” Here, in London, it almost gives 
one “the blues” to plate the paucity of “browns” and the 
superabundance of “ blacks.’ 


We see announced in a contemporary the establishment of a 
‘“‘Milkman’s Total Abstinence Society.” This looks ‘bad for their 
customers, ote wee pretty welladdicted to water before, and if 
th . alinguth gether, oandon milk may ‘as well “walk its 

er. 








A Precious Mesh. 
To become entangled in the meshes of the law is worse than a 
knock-down blow—it's a bi-knock-ular—in short lorg-nettes. 





TAKING THE GILT OFF THE GINGERERRAD. 
Tue real Lord Mayor's “Coach”—Mn. Oxz, the respected Chief 
Clerk at the Mansion House. 








TO FREE TRADERE, 
F Hasan attempt so zun-sxcengo én slinky menthes—wait till the coast 
is clear. 


because after he is made a Q.C. he 


it P 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


Te A La a Sm —there’s the clue 
Ahi - To many a puzzling 


word and action! 
They may appear ab- 


surd to you— 
To others they give 
satisfaction. 
A tale for an example 
suits, 
That of ‘“ The Miller 
and his’ three 


| sons”’: 
Ly =a ot, Why did the third put 
# Ss mn Puss in boots ? 


WH 
Vig FAO For certain reasons! 


4 
Ad 
a 


Why does Dick Tre- 
mMOLO declare 
Bravura’s playing 
is distracting ¢ 
Why does Bos Purra- 
BODY swear 
There’s nothing to 
touch SPpovurTer’s 
acting ? 
Why, if you tell or 
Dick or Bor, 
Such practices to Art 
are treasons, 





Must they retort with “liar—snob f”’ 
For certain reasons! 


And Fussiz, whose great novels fell 
Dead as a doornail when it's smitten, 
Why keeps he a small print, to yell 
His hate of every novel written ? 
Why does young Sprices, who used to praise 
Whate’er one did in other seasons, 
This time turn round, his yelp to raise ? 
Tor certain reasons ! 


Why do we suffer what we hate— 
Put up with those we feel contempt for ? 
Why—why accept a humbler fate = 
Than we were meant—or so we dreamt—for ? 
Why do we smile where we would strike? 
Worthy of Apam, truly, we sons! 
Why do we do what we don’t like ? 
For certain reasons! 


A Shaky Crown. 

WE believe there is no truth in the report that a thoroughly neutrat 
and unpolitical eontemporary was refused admission into France lass 
week because it contained the following paragraph :—“ Busincss 
people are cautioned against bad sovereigns which are in circulaticu 
just now.” - 


So it Sims. 


Simm, chief of the Washoes, says an American paper, has died in 
testate, and his wives are quarrelling over the estate—a pair of ©}! 
boots. Is our Yankee friend quite correct ? We should say instex¢ 


of boots they *Was-shoes. 


A Lapsus Plume. 
Revrorters seldom hold a situation for a lengthened period, they so 


commonly give their employers “ the slip.”’ 





UTTERLY BAR-BAR-ovUSs! 


A Bannister should go to nutting ies before he gets his “ silk,”’ 
ill not be a-n-“ utter.” 





Tue Best Frrework ovt.—Steam. 

“Coaus ‘ro Newoastix.’’—Shipping a sea. 

Corr-(#)orp.— Procrastination is the thief of time. 

Never take the book by the cover.—Then hew should one handle 


A spzcruex of the Wellingtonia Gigantea that would bear removal. 
—Near Hyde Park Corner. 
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THADY DELANEY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLER. 


(Tue Premier having stated that Ireland is the great topic of the day, 
we have, with our accustomed energy and promptitude, secured an 
Irish correspondent.—Ed. Fun. ] 

Dare Svr,—I hope yure well an that this will find you as it laves 
me—thare now I was goin to begin ritin a letther to a gintleman loike 
yuresclf as if I was commincin wan to Jim Firzcanap to ask him for 
the loan of a whalebarra. Couplin that, as poor Barney SHEEHAN 
yoosed to say in the Cork corporashun, I got a letther from me brother 
Mick the other day. The poor fella had the masles, and in the 
beginnin of his noat he ses, ‘“‘ My dere Tuapy, I hope this will find you 
as it laves me at presint, on the flat o’ me back in the faver ’ospitle.”’ 
Divil a bit if I think he could say anything ilse if he was the King o’ 
Turkey and wrote to the Lord Liftinant of Aigipt to tell him not to 
think himself such big pottatiz, Talkin’ av Aigipt, I hear they’re 
goin to cut Oireland in two as they did out in thim foreign parts 
whare they say the people go about stark nakid like the Kings of 
Oircland that dispised sutch things az tronzirs an razer sthrops. ‘They 
must be omawdhauns if they think they'll get us to travil about that 
way. Couplinthat I remimber whin Pappy Kettry saled across the 
Shannon in a turf bote he gos down on his nees whinhe got to Kerry, 
and says, ‘God be wid poor Oireland.’”’ He didn't say it that way 
tho’, for he knoo as much about Inglish as wan o’ them Highlanders 
does about breeches, asking the lady’s parden, as I hear yure married, 











sur. Couplin that shure, the kanal may doo some gude an seperayte | 


the Oringemin from the Catholics an stop em fitin on akount o’ that 
ould Dutshman wid a nose loike the hellum of a turfbote. 

As this is the fust time I wrote to you, I want to tell you that me 
name is DELANEY —no relashun to the chap who gets the clevur Irish 
boys to rite for the noosepaper that he kauls the Thunderur, after 
that indacent ould Pegan that was always makin a row up in the aire 
about the hansom young fellows that used to interfare with any 


o’ the purty gerls the ould divil wauntid to hav a spark wid himsilf. | 


What rite has the nagur to take away the lasth letther of the name 
o’ dacent people who had tin akers o’ land under pyaties before ivir 
an QOirishman saw the red kote of a Sassenach:* Sure tis the 
De aneys that had 27 kings in thare familee. They say it taykes 
9 taylers to mak a man, but a divil a bit if it wouldent tayke a baker's 
duzin of em to mayke wan o’ the kings of Oireland. Tawking of 
big Oirishmen, shure tis the Faynians that’s kickin up the divil of a 
row, and ’tis all owin to thim noosepapers they rite up in Dublin. 
Yerra, I see wan of em yisterday, and if you see the lading articles 
—Oh, mealah, murther—if you sce Doxovan Rossa’s name—the 
letthers were so big, blow me, if they didn’t remind me of a lot of ould 
close I saw hangin’ out to dry in Pettikote-lane, whin I wint over to 
Lundun to sware that 1 voted fur Masur Gavin for tree poun tin anda 
thimbleful o’ sperits. I dunno where the divil they’re goin to ind. 
They say theyre called afther Fin Ma Covt, the Irish jint who could 
walk from Skibbeereen to Cork in half an our. There is peces of that 
ould play-actur in all the mountins in Oireland, and M’Gillicuddy’s 
Reeks was bilt up as a soart of tumsthone over his backteeth. I wish 
there was another sct o' grinders in the nayberhud that ’ud swallo up 
the F'ainyans an improve the nateral fatures of the kuntry. The only 
line of the ould jint down here is the only Oirish pece, for they say 
tis kawled the Pat-ela. Why does thim ould docthors kawl a 
man’s knee by them Latin jawbrakers, just as if they was a 
priesth. "Iwas a remarkable part of the ould Crumwalyan, 
for he didn’t ware even as much close as them Scotch fellas that go 


about blowin’ them bagpipes that is for all the world like a piece of a | 
Couplin that I remimber when Tim O'DonneELL as 


whisky sthill. 
dacent a gorsoon as ever bamboozled a gajer was braut up before the 
Binch for makin potheen. 


out o’ the chimney fur all the wurld 
was doin pinance for St. Parricx. Shure, tis a little pipe loike wan 0’ 
thim kurls the ould mades ware at the soopers dinners whin they giv 
the poor soop for thare tay. Tim wasn’t to be bate, so he claps a 


mouth-piece on the ind of it an plays Garryowen and the Rakes o’ | 
Och, fiery wars, yure honer, if you seen his | 


Mallow for the Binch. 
wurtchip ; I thaut hed bust. And glad he was to let Tr out 0’ quod, 
for betune you and me and the wall, Tim often gave him a jar on the 
sly and swore it pade juty. Couplin that, it must hav cost his wurt- 
chip a tidy pinny to coler his nose—and by the powers 1t was a 
trumpet—as red as wan’ them lamps yousee over the docthurs shops. 
Faith it must hav kost him as mooch to kuler it as wan o’ thim gin- 
tlemin I see down here sumtimes ud charge fur takin his hole 
karkass, I mane the gintlemin that you see paintin, with thare hare all 
doun thare backs lookin fur all the wurld Joike a banshee on a three 
legged stool. Couplin that tis well I remimber the day when wan o 
thim fellas that take the fotografs kum down here from Doublin. He 
kums into a field nare my place an says he Im goin to tak Jim Firz- 


GARALD’s hous. Bedad, says I, if you do youll gobak with as mooch smawl 
—-coeteeiienipeeaihimasigaiiieieateaia inte iliac eaibeitedaaesiltn tienda iaeiitiennaainnialiaatbibiae 
* We are not accountable for the chronology of our Irish correspondent.— Ep. 


Ah, then I suppose, sur, you never see a | 
whisky sthill? When you're walkin up to it you see the shmoke twistin | 
foike the gost of a shnake—that | 
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Shot as you can convaniently karry about you. Oh, niver mynd says 

| he an Im going to tak your cart. Be the powers thin you wont ses I 
whatll I doo to tak the pyaties to toun in the mornin. With that he 
sticks a tree legged stool on the ground and clapt what I taut wus a 
new fashuned blundherbuss on the top of it. Stand still, ses he and 
with that he puts on a blak cap loike what the ould juge put on whin 
he sintinced poor Tom Macuirg for pottin the baylif. Shure I didnt 
know the divil whare I was standin. : 

Twas afther Mr. Mac Ferson the Scotch sheep owner was shot, and 
ses I to meself, be jabers hes a speshul comishun kum down to sintince 
the hole parish so that he is shure to be roight. I was narely 
fritened out o’ me shkin whin he tuk out a bit o’ glas and ses he to me 
Thares your cart and thares Jim FirzGaratps hous. And shure enuf 
thare I was wid me cawbeen and me dudheen. He kum down thin an 
tuk Brmpy and the craturs. Couplin that Binpy ses that tis everything 
they’ll be makin by mashinery shartly, but ses she Tis meself that 
loikes the ould way alwais. Couplin that did you ivir here of the 
Irish juge that used to go to Tipperary iviry year, he used to go into 
the koort with a look oh his face loike a nigger in a raleway tunel. 
Thare was two or three families o’ boys in the county that was in the 
habit of mistakin bayliffs for a hare or sum uther burd and go the 
juge directly he comes into koort he says wheres the Royans and the 
Dwoyers. There isnt any this time Me Lord ses the turnkay—thin ses 
the juge the pelice isnt dooin their juty. 

‘Tawkin o’ the Fanians I hear from Barnry Maovutre the uther day 
from America. He says They asked me the uther day who I was goin 
to wote for and I says whese agin the Guverment. So and so, sais 
he, thin sais I, Ill wote for him. I was agin the Guverment at home 
and Im blest if I dont be agin the Guverment here. Couplin that 
what the divil is the good of bein agin the Guverment? You should 
see the Fanians runnin away from it. I see about six peclers hunt 
about two thousand of em one day. They kum down hear with bits o’ 
grene ribon and tawkin like foightin cocks, but whin they sce the 
armi of six peelers you shud see em runnin. Upon me sowl I nivir 
see such a steeple chase in all my days. They looked as if the divil 
kiked em or as loike they had quicksilver in the tales of thare kotes. 

Shure tis Crismus thats kummin, your honer, an I wish you an the 
missus manny happy returns o’ the sayme. 

Shure an tis onlee a poor Oirishman that ses it, but I hope that when 
ye sit down to yere goose on Crismus day the holly and ivy may 
shoine down on ye loike the flowurs in May. Shure tis meself can 
rite potry whin I loike. Yours most obadiently, 

Ballymurphy. Tuavy Devaney. 


THE SAINT PANCRAS PAUPER TO HIS LOVE. 


Come, dearest, away to the workhouse with me, 
We'll be off on a sort of parochial spree, 

And where? Do you ask, love of mine, shall we go, 
Sans doubt to Saint Pancras—all places are slow 
Compared with that charming parochial den, 

With its inquests and murderous medical men. 


You know you've got phthisis, I feel I've a cough, 
And bronchitis will rapidly carry me off ; 

The Gorgeous Infirmary beckons us there, 

With its small cubic space of the very worst air. 
In that sweet “twenty-four ” I confess I delight, 
When Ex tuts has closed up the ward for the mght. 


lt’s offensive, you say, but, my dearest one, tell, 

Is it worse than the court where you constantly dwell - 
You are far better off than a “ Bartlemy’s’’ nurse, 

(That’s a comfort) who sleeps in apartments much worse. 
And though Sotiy and BruprneLy Carter might blench, 
No true pauper gentleman shrinks from a stench. 


The constant inspections are constant delight, 

And rat-catching’s lively indulged in at night. 

What matters the music of thunderous snores, 

Or if patients are crowded in heaps on the floors ? 

A pauper’s no feelings, he lies like a log, 

And the place was quite pleasant to Charing-cross Hocc. 


And think of the charm when your troubles are o'er, 
Of the inquest that brings you the public before. 

I confess that sometimes when I catch in my breath, 

I find myself quite looking forward to death, 

For an inquest confers as much glory as crimes, 

And one’s name gets embalm'd in a sheet of the Times. 


Then, cheer up, my darling, and don’t make a fuss, 
We'll go down in state in a twopenny bus, 

The “toke”’ and the “skilly ’’ are ours for the night, 
And next day we go to that place of delight, 

The Charming Infirmary, where with some écore 

Of paupers unheeded we'll die on the floor! 
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an invention which the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 

Animals should take up—a self-acting break of the greatest simplicity 
| and certainty, which would be an infinite boon to the poor ’bus-horses. 
| This, with a capital village phzton, is exhibited by Mr. Aysnvoxrp. 
Perhaps, after all, the greatest fun of the show is the collection of 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Now that the holidays are so close at hand, and all parents are ex- 
pecting their own “ young monkeys” home from school, it is time to 
remind them that at the Royal Amphitheatre and Circus there are | 





monkeys whose acquaintance the youngsters ought to make. 
and his “young friend and pupil” are simply delightful, and go 
through their feats with a skill and nerve that would do credit to the 
“ nobler animal!’ Nor do they form the only attraction. The scenes 
in the circus are fully worthy of the reputation the Amphitheatre has 
acquired, and there is a little fairy who performs on an invisible wire 
with infinite ce. Advice to all fathers and mothers :—take the 
little ones to the Amphitheatre these holidays. 

At the Queen’s the run of The Turn of the Tide has at last given 
place to a new drama from the same pen, Merden Grange. It labours 
under the disadvantage common to all pieces constructed on three- 
volume novels. The and scenery are worthy of the reputation 
acquired by those of the withdrawn piece, though there is no mechani- 
cal effect to compare with the wonderful rising tide in that play. 
The principal parts are sustained by Mr. Frank Martruews, Mr. 
Betrorp, and Mr. Rypgr, with the support of Miss Younc, Miss 
Hopson, and Miss Pavuncerorr in the female characters. 

Tux Cattle Show has been a triumphant success. We don’t pretend 
to be judges of cattle—in fact, we were so unorthodox as to admire a 
Brittany ox (the only one in the show) upon which the agricultural 
mind looked down in scorn. But it is impossible not to admire the 
monsters with backs like the ee they are to grace very 
shortly—the sooner the better, we should say, for their comfort, for 
their lives must be rather wheezy than easy. The finest beast in the 
show was the p= short-horn, but there were many that ran him 
close. Among the sheep we noticed that the “‘ Berkshire Down’’ prize 
oe into Kert once more, at which we should suppose Berkshire will 
eel more down tkan ever. 

When one tired of the animals there was the machinery, and the 
galleries with their show of roots and cereals. Some wag seems at 
times to have puckered the gigantic swedes and mangolds into carica- 
ture busts. We noticed several friends’ heads “done in this style”’ 
among the splendid show exhibited by Mersns. Canter of Holborn, 
where some of the largest and finest roots were to be seen. 

So many are the attractions that it is almost impossible to tear 


oneself away. In the vestibule, even, we are arrested by a glimpse of 


Boss, | 


our country cousins, with so many dialects, and such splendid 
appetites as must have taxed the energies of Messrs. Spiers AND Ponv. 
And apropos of eating, it is almost melancholy to think in how short a 
time this army of splendid cattle wi!l have vanished down the “ red 
lane”’ for ever! 


A Change for the Better. 


Tue Siamese Twins are not now to be seen in London (and no great | 
loss‘, but those who had their wits about them have had the oppor- | 


tunity of seeing a “ Triplet’’ at the Princess’s. 


Castles in the Air. 


Cassell’s Household Guide gives the most approved remedies for | 
bleeding from the nose; is it too much to hope that this information | 


may be supplemented by a simple remedy for bleeding—from the 
pocket ? 


None Saw-dusty. 


A sunstiTuTE for.the gunpowder at present used, of great explosive | 


power, is now mavufactured from sawdust. J 
purposes of war its use may, saw to speak, “go against the grain.’ 


Nature and Art. 


Dyerne should be left to youth and folly, with age gruyére—tut, tut 
—grey hair is decidedly “the cheese.” 


Inisu Fateze.—A duck’s frost. 

Stock Quorations.—See Money Market article in daily papers. 

Boys wILt rE Boys.—Let them “have their shy,” and stone the 
plums for the Christmas pudding. 

Wuy may it be presumed that musicians belong to the dangerous 
classes ?— Because they are £0 often “ led by a string.”’ 


Let us hope that for | 
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CHATS GN THE MAGS. 
DECEMBER. 

In Gocd Words the clever “ Debenham’s Vow” concludes with the 
volume, as does also “‘ Noblesse Oblige.”” The editor’s Indian notes 
are amusing as ever, and there is an interesting paper on “ The Huss 
Festival.” The pictures are good. They are good and plentiful in 
Good Cheer, the Christmas number of this capital magazine, a number 
full of excellent stories. 

Tothe Sunday Magazine we turn for the “ Episodes in a Quict 
Life,’ which is something to look out for each month. But the whole 
number, with its illustrations, is a first-class one. The Christmas 
number, White as Snow, has a telling wrapper that gives a promise, 
not doomed to disappointment, of good and amusing contents, which 
are illustrated by numerous engravings of great merit. 

Good Words for t/e Young comes out with a new and effective —_ 
per, and is as good under the new editorship as the old. Particularly 
amusing is the story of the ‘‘Seven-league Boots.” We regret to see 
“The North Wind” is concluded. The Christmas number is fittingly 
styled The Amaljamated Robin Redbreasts, and a pleasant chirpy little 
set of tales if eontains. The pictures are admirable. 

The St. James’s has a pleasantly varied set of contents; with por- 
traits of two political and two clerical eelebrities, and a thrilling 
instalment of “‘ A Life’s Assize.”’ 

London Sceisty’s Christmas mumber offers a choice of stories and 
verses that is rather bewildering. There are lots of pictures, and 
some clever illustrated acrostics. Altogether it is one of L. S.’s best 
Christmas numbers. 

In the Atlantic Monthly we have another instalment of the “ Brick 
Moon ’’— one of the most curious bits of literature of the day. There 
is also an interesting paper by Da. Hayes, with other readable 
papers, 

line Yottmg Folks is full of pictures and stories, just seasonable 
for the little people. But, alas, “The Bad Boy's” career is over! 
May he have a worthy successor! 

We have also received Sci-nce Gossip, the Young Ladies’ Journal, 

The Géntieman’s Journal, The Gardener's Magazine, anh Scientific 


Opinion. 
SPRINGS, 


Wuewn o'er the plain the thirsty traveller strides, 
To where he knows a fountain by the road, 
Think, when he finds its wave no more abides 
Where aye in earlier summers it abode, 
Think, what a look of anguish he will fling 
Upon that failing spring! 
When dreary winter flies, and we prepare 
For springing wheat, and birds on all the trees— 
Think, if East winds still dominate the air 
And it continues until June to freeze, 
Think of the rage of poets who would sing 
About that failing spring. 


But when at night, as you retire to rest, 
The time comes for your watch wound up to be, 
And from the right-hand pocket of your vest, 
When you produce the necessary key— 
Think of your wrath when snap, whirr, whizz, and ting, 
Announce a failing spring. 
[Which if you have to get up in the morning in order to eatch the 
train that takes you up to business is—though this is rather a long 
line to finish up with—a most annoying thing !] 


A General Statement. 

Tue notorious GENERAL Butter, of New Orleans shame, writes to 
the New York Tribune: ‘Suppose I should stop to answer all the 
newspaper slanders which have been published about me, what time 
should I have for any respectable employment ?”’ None, perhaps, but 
in that case so much the better for those who are in respectable em- 


ployment, and would like to see it kept respectable. 


Getting at the Kernel. 


WE see in the Broad Arrow that there is a Committee on “the 
suppression of Colonels” sitting. This will be nuts to some people. 


No “small beer’? men—Small-bore men. 
Wuart no Teetotaller could object to.— Rectified spirits. 
A Rare Frerp for the Services of the Dial-ectical Society.—“ On 


the Dials.”’ 
Rotuixe Srocx.--Too many of Her Majesty's liege subjects at 


Christmas-tide. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 145. 


Hre thee, Hansom, hie away! 
To the wilds of Islington, 
Where the wonders of the day 
I am fain to gaze upon: 
Those prize beasts I joy to meet ’em ; 
By oul by I hope to eat ’em. 


1. ’Tis a Latin word, so you 
May consider it a ‘‘do’’— 
And you won’t be far wrong, too! 


2. Hot water on her urn was poured— 
But not to make her tea. 
Her loss it was that he deplored, 
And very sad was he! 


3. oe and buns — et nice, 
ugar-plums and fruit and spice; 
These coniitinell each little miss— 

And master too— wilt say are this ! 


1, Along Rotten Row, near the Serpentine liver, 
You'll find it remarkably good for the liver. 
But if you're not used to such violent action, 
You won’t for some days find im chairs satisfaction. 


5. If out fishing this I lift 
On my hook, alack, 
Speedily ’tis cut adrift— 

In the stream flung back. 
6. "Tis not the little busy bee, 


Improving — hours, 
A very idle card is 
Who won't exert his powers. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 143.— Taverns, Betting: Trab, Ale, Vet. 


Event, Reni, Nun, Smug. 


SoLtuTions oF Acrostic No. 148; agogrven Decewnen Sth. —None correct. 
All Solutions of Acrostics, &c., in the Comic Awnvat must reach this dffice on 


Friday the 17th at latest. 


Summons on Stones. 


WE are glad to see that the City Commissioners of Sewers have 
offered a reward of £2 for information that may lead to the conviction 
of those nuisances who stencil their advertisements on the foot-pave- 
ment. We have long thought this insult to the British flag ought to 


be punished. 


Gushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. } 

J. T. (Great College: street).—To judge from sample, the services would 
be dear at the terms proposed for the first month. 

CROMWELL.— Your nom de plume is your Protector, or we should show 
you up for sending a joke as old as before the Kestoration, and decidedly not 
worth the reproduction. 

N. A. M.—Why not N. A. M. B. Y ?—Y not ? 

A. S. (Hull).—The verses are, as you say, “‘ original’’—yes, very. Some 
might even call them eccentric, Your notion that we should depart from 
our rules is also original. 

ScrocGins.—Not a ghost of a chance. 

VELOX—emaenum s@pe—No, we don’t mean that! We mean that this 
idiotic stringing together of the names of plays is a most threadbare 
business, 

Pvur.— Your natural utterance is not the Mews. 

E. T. S. (New Bond-street),— Where did you learn that “‘ dine’? rhymes 
with * beef r’’ We never heard of it beef-ore. 

Ap T. (Holywell).—Don’t be unclean— go and wash in the well you date 
from. How are you off for soap ? 

Voca.—It was not intended for us. We rather think there has been an 
apology in that other matter. 

A. B. B. (Dublin).—Pardoned—but never send other people’s notions as 


yourown again. a 
N. A. M.—Coincidences will occur—but we are suspicious when they 


coincide word for word. 

Declined with thanks:—W,, Kensington; W. W., Northallerton; 
H. E. C.;— Wisbeach; J. T., Chichester; Duodecimus; Toodles; A. o: 
W. B., Southport; W. W. W., Univ: Coll: Lond; R.J.G.; B.B.; J.P, 
Liverpool; M. K., Boltons; T. T., Petersfield; J. H. B., Forest Hill; 
Diggles; S. X.; O. B., Ludgate Hill: H. F. C., Trin: Coll: Camb; 
Booles ; W. S., Peckham-rye; H.S., Old Broad-street; A. L. F.; Mat; 
S. W.; W. T.; J. M., Belfast; R. A. B., Glasgow. 
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LOOKING AHEAD. 


Mrs, O Sullivan :-—“ Banngy DEAR, WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH THESE THREE BOYS WHEN THEY LEAVE SCHOOL?” 

Mr. O'S. :—*“ Faitu, Karey j00L, AND WE'LL JUST APPRENTICE THEM TO THE PROFESSION OF Pauper Lunatics, FOR THERE’S ONLY 
TWO THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED OF "EM IN IRELAND, AND THERE'S A MATTHER OF SBVEN MILLIONS OF MONEY TO DIVIDE BETWEEN ’EM, WHICH 
18 A LITTLE I} BETTE? THAN £2,500 A-PIECE. 








than most children, that cannot among the variety offered pick out 
TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. é ; one to be his “‘ guide, philosopher, and friend ”’ om the est"eond to 
- ia Se oS Anewonn Mere: ee apm e men permanene, ies knowledge. x Whittington, Robinson Crusoe, and Little Red Riding 
1 e On 10M DIOORE 8, e ons, somewhat a ta Hood, rom the sa blish o h 
Fraxaan, > ch at Ginoonr px Rovesy itis & book “wa the a te me pu ers, are cheap enough forms of old nursery 
0 and lover o and in binding, as in other respects, 
worthily produced. We cannot say as much for More Yankee 
Drollertes (same publisher), an omnium gatherum of Warp, Bictow, oe ss A Delayed Telegram. 5 . 
Bittmcs and Hotes, enough reading in all conscience if the |, T#® following isto hand :—“ Balaklava (date illegible, rubbed out in 
smallness of the print and thinness of the permitted. The preface | transmission]. Green coffee just served out.—isn’t this a raw-berry?”’ 
is a revived one, written in '65 and belongs only to the Warp It is, and more—it’s a swindle. 
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rs. 
P'The Children’s Hour Annual (Jounstons AND Hunter, Edinburgh) 
is apparently the yearly volume of a juvenile serial. It is too goody- 
ahole for our taste; but some of the cuts are nice and some of the 
“—— readable. 

wo very pretty scented Almanacks have reached us from Mr. 


TO BE TAKEN “ CUM GRANO.”’ 
_Ar Droitwich we find the right mayor, Mr. W. Nutt, in the 
right place—for what is a nut worth without a pinch of salt ? 








Romer and Mr. Crements. The former's is a tasteful little album Now Reapy, with Numerous Illustrations, price One Shilling, 


of “ Heroines of British Poetry,” the latter's an elegant dijou some- ’ . 
what in form of a valentine—both are delicately perfumed. j Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. 

We have also to acknowledge a batch of Alphabets from Messrs.| <4/so, sixteen pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, price 24., 
Dean of Ludgate Hill, It must be a more difficult child to please FUN ALMANAC. 








| 


| GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO.. 
| 


'  s CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. . 
Messrs. eoese, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha , having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public pony for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 


FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary eget thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, ee exhling tending Ferciacs oe ese ot once the exact cost of a sl To evtiehe, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
whele house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATIEN. 

119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 


a el elites 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Dec. 18, 1869. 
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NONSENSE. 


Tr you should an Oxide wed 
To a Cyanide, instead 

Of the Citrate it admires, 
Vain are all abnormal fires. 


For the heart that’s set upon 
That Moncotyledon 

Cannot readily revolt 

In a Blastodermic moult ! 


No! Bacteria first shall quail, 
And e’en methyltoluol fail, 
Lamellation shall hold sway 
Till pseudopodians melt away. 


So until then let Oxide’s bride 
Be the blushing Cyanide ; 
And Hypsilophodon be dumb 
As the pale Chrysanthemum. 


A Man of Letters. 


Tue publisher of the Times invites communicationg 
from those whe cannot obtain that journal at any rail- 
way bookstall in England and Wales at 3d. per copy. 
His correspondence, presuming that the invitation is 
responded to, must be large. In the metropolis alone 
there are many hundreds of poverty-stricken wretches 
who can no more obtain the Zimes at the price speci- 
fied, than they could were the figure three guineas. 


A Change in Terms. 

An American paper speaking of an accident that 
happened to a church, where the congregation consisted 
principally of negroes, at Lexington, calls the edifice 
a “coloured church.”” In England the term would 
oddly enough seem to imply a whitewashed building, 
rather than a black congregation. 


Why? 

A CONTEMPORARY says that Miss BaTemMaNn is now 
part owner of a flourishing silk mill in New Jersey. If 
she had come into the property ere-Leah she might never 
have appeared on the stage. Ah, why didn’t she? 





A-COMIN’ TO. 


A DOG SHOW FANCY. 
Are Retrievers sold for what they will fetch? 








CHATS ON THE MAGS 


DECEMBER. 


Frozen in, the Bow Bells annual, though the scheme is not very 
novel, presents a varied stock of stories, fairly illustrated. Mr. Sawa, 
Mr. Jonzs, and Mr. G. M. Fenn contribute the most interesting of 
the batch. Beside these tales there are some detached sketches, 
acrostics, charades, and pictures, that assist in making up a good 
shillingsworth. 

The Overland Monthly closes its third volume with a number as | 
fresh and readable as the best of its predecessors. It would be that, if | 
only because it contains “ The Idyl of Red Gulch,’’from the some pen 
as “The Luck of Roaring Camp’’—the two or three stories of this | 
set have been all marve pany gnod. But the other contents are 
capital, as we can honestly d e, having read every line from begin- 
“ to end with enjoyment. 

_ If the first number of The Graphic was good, its Christmas number 
1s super-excellent, full of fine drawing, well-engraved, and splendidly 
printed. It does not give any colour-prints, being satisfied with | 
giving real art in preference. | 

The spirited proprietors of the City Press have issued their Ci‘y | 

Diary, a simple miracle of cheapness and utility, which is so sure to 
commend itself it needs no praise from us. | 
We have to acknowledge the receipt of a batch of Letts’s Diaries of | 
all sizes, sorts, and descriptions, from a small waistcoat-pocket article 
to an imposing commercial form. To say that Letts'’s Diartes are ex- 
cellent is to meen atruism. They are accompanied by a book-full of 
very handy a 


esive labels, that will no doubt soon win popularity. | 

We have received some elegant little Christmas Novelties from Mr. | 
Rue, graceful, tasty, and seasonable. The prettiest bijou is a per- | 
oo bouquet of flowers from the centre of which can be produced 


| FOR A GOLD REPEATER AT LEAST. 
| HEIGHTEEN BOB HALLYMINIMS.”’ 
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A HINT FOR WEARERS OF WATCHES. | 


Disappointed Thief: —“ Biest ty I KNOW WHAT THE PERFESHUN'S | [ 
You’p ’a’ THOUGHT A RESPECTABLE OLE BLOKE LIKE THAT GOOD | 


Among the novelties of the season is the Chameleon Top, brought 
out by Messus. Perry anp Co., an ingenious toy in which 


Mechanics join sciences to delight the young folks. re at 
where to locate this notice until it occurred to us to place it with the 
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BLOWED IF IT AtN’T ONE 0’ HaRNOLD’s 
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ptics and 
We were at a loss 


magazines —a top is in a sort of way a periodica. 


A Curistmas Box we pon’ LIkE:—The letter-box, when it is full 
of bills 


NEW 
BROWN, JONES, AND ROBINSON. 


Dear Tom, this brown jug, in your parlour so snug, 
Let Nan with hot water replenish ; 
That the stuff we may stir which I greatly prefer 
To Burgundy, Claret, or Rhenish. 
Philosophers always will choose, oh! 
The tipple that’s handy, to boose, oh! 
Then let you and I 
Just another glass try, 
Won’t our friend, Mr. Roninson, do so? 


Search all over the town, my name’s not Perer Brown 
If you find better toddy than this is. 
Tom Jones, my old friend, you must come to Crouch-end 
To dinner next week with the missis. 
Hic—bring Mr. Rontenon, too; so 
Proud to have met him with you so! 
Bring ever so many! 
Ts RopisHon any 
Relation to Robishon Crusoe ? 





SONGS FOR OLD ONES. | 
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LOOKING AHEAD. 


Mrs. O' Sullivan :—“ BARNEY DEAR, WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH THESE THREE BOYS WHEN THEY LEAVE SCHOOL?” 


Mr. O'S. :—** Faitu, Katey soo1, AND WE'LL JUST APPRENTICE THEM TO THE PROFESSION OF Pauper Lunatics, FOR THERE’S ONLY 
TWO THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED OF ’EM IN IRELAND, AND THERE'S A MATTHER OF SEVEN MILLIONS OF MONEY TO DIVIDE BETWEEN ’EM, WHICH 


18 A LITTLE JETTE? THAN £2,500 A-PIECE. 
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than most children, that cannot among the variety offered pick out 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. one to be his “guide, philosopher, and friend” on the first road to 


_The Odes of Anacreon (Horten, Piccadilly) is a most luxurious little | knowledge. Whittington, Robinson Crusoe, and Little Red Riding | 
edition, the translation Tom Moore’s, the illustrations, somewhat 4 7a | Hood, from the same publishers, are cheap enough forms of old nursery 








FLAxmAN, by a French artist, Grropret pg Rovssy. It is a book forthe | favourites. 

scholar and lover of art, and in binding, as in all other respects, | 

worthily produced. We cannot say as much for More a A Delayed Telegram. 
| 





| Drollertes (same publisher), an omnium gatherum of Warp, Bictow, ee oe, . 
Bittiwncs and Hoimgs, good enough reading in all conscience if the Tue following is to hand :—‘* Balaklava (date illegible, rubbed outin | 
smallness of the print and thinness of the paper permitted. The preface transmission ]. Green coffee just served out.—isn’t this a raw-berry?”’ 
is a revived one, written in ‘65 and lene only to the Warp | It is, and more—it’s a swindle. 

| 


papers. 
The Children’s Hour Annual (JoHNsTONB AND Hunter, Edinburgh) TO BE TAKEN “CUM GRANO.”’ 
| is apparently the yearly volume ofa juvenile serial. It is too goody- Ar Droitwich we find the right mayor, Mr. W. Nutt, in the 
; é 5 c , . ae , 


goody for our taste; but some of the cuts are nice and some of the | |; ae ; . . a ‘ 
papers readable. right place—for what is a nut worth without a pinch of salt ? 

Two very pretty scented Almanacks have reached us from Mr. | 
immer and Mr. CLements. The former's is a tasteful little album | Now Reavy, with Numerous Illustrations, price One Shilling, 





of ** Heroines of British Poetry,” the latter’s an elegant 4:jou some- | ’ . 
what in form of a valentine—both are delicately perfumed. Tom Hood’s Comic Annual for 1870. 


We have also to acknowledge a batch of Alphabets from Messrs. Also, siztem pages, toned paper, Profusely Illustrated, price 24., 
Dean of Ludgate Hill, It must be a more difficult child to please | FUN ALMANAC. 














CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. | 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, . 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha , having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
| List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
| FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue, thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooma, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


whole house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATI®N. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §.E. 
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NONSENSE. 


Tr you should an Oxide wed 
To a Cyanide, instead 

Of the Citrate it admires, 
Vain are all abnormal fires. 


For the heart that’s set upon 
That Moncotyledon 

Cannot readily revolt 

In a Blastodermic moult ! 


No! Bacteria first shall quail, 
And e’en methyltoluol fail, 
Lamellation shall hold sway 
Till pseudopodians melt away. 


So until then let Oxide’s bride 
Be the blushing Cyanide ; 
And Hypsilophodon be dumb 
As the pale Chrysanthemum. 


A Man of Letters. 

Tue publisher of the Times invites communications 
from those whe cannot obtain that journal at any rail- 
way bookstall in England and Wales at 3d. per copy. 
His correspondence, presuming that the invitation is 
responded to, must be large. In the metropolis alone 
there are many hundreds of poverty-stricken wretches 
who can no more obtain the Zimes at the price speci- 
fied, than they could were the figure three guineas. 


A Change in Terms. 

An American paper speaking of an accident that 
happened to a church, where the congregation consisted 
principally of negroes, at Lexington, calls the edifice 
a “coloured church.’’ In England the term would 
oddly enough seem to imply a whitewashed building, 
rather than a black congregation. 


Why? 

A CONTEMPORARY says that Miss Bateman is now 
part owner of a flourishing silk mill in New Jersey. If 
she had come into the property ere-Leah she might never 
have appeared on the stage. Ah, why didn’t she ¢ 


A DOG SHOW FANCY. 
Ake Retrievers sold for what they will fetch? 





CHATS ON THE MAGS 


DECEMBER. 


Frozen in, the Bow Bells annual, though the scheme is not very 
Mr. Sata, | 


novel, presents a varied stock of stories, fairly illustrated. 


Mr. Jones, and Mr. G. M. Fenn contribute the most interesting of 
the batch. Beside these tales there are some detached 
acrostics, charades, and pictures, that assist in making up a good 


shillingsworth. 


The Overland Monthly closes its third volume with a number as | 
fresh and readable as the best of its predecessors. It would be that, if 











HARD TIMES: | 
A HINT FOR WEARERS OF WATCHES. 


Disappointed Thief:—“ Biest tv | KNOW WHAT THE PERFESHUN'S 


A-COMIN’ TO. 
FOR A GOLD 


You’p ’a’ THOUGHT A RESPECTABLE OLE BLOKE LIKE THAT GOOD 
REPEATER AT LEAST. BLOWED Iv IT Atn’T ONE O’ TLARNOLD’s 


HEIGHTEEN BOB HALLYMINIMS.”’ 


sketches, | 


only because it contains “‘ The Idyl of Red Gulch,’’from the some pen 


as “The Luck of Roaring Camp’’—the two or three stories of this 
set have been all marvellously good. But the other contents are 
capital, as we can honestly declare, having read every line from begin- 


ning to end with enjoyment. 


_ If the first number of The Graphic was good, its Christmas number 
18 super-excellent, full of fine drawing, well-engraved, and splendidly 
printed. It does not give any colour-prints, being satisfied with 


giving real art in preference. 


The spirited proprietors of the City Press have issued their Ci/y 
Diary, a simple miracle of cheapness and utility, which is so sure to 


commend itself it needs no praise from us. 


We have to acknowledge the receipt of a batch of Z+tts’s Diaries of 
all sizes, sorts, and descriptions, from a small waistcoat-pocket article 
to an imposing commercial form. To say that Letts's Diaries are ex- 
cellent is to repeat atruism. They are accompanied by a book-full of 


very handy adhesive labels, that will no doubt soon win populurity. 


We have received some elegant little Christmas Novelties from Mr. 
Rimmer, graceful, tasty, and seasonable. The prettiest bijou is a per- 
fumed bouquet of flowers from the centre of which can be produced 


a fan. 


ec 
) 


VOL. X. 


Among the novelties of the season is the Chameleon Top, brought 


out by Messns. Perry anp Co., an ingenious toy in which Optics and 
Mechanics join sciences to delight the young folks. We were at a loss 
where to locate this notice until it occurred to us to place it with the 
magazines —a top is in a sort of way a periodica. 


———————— | 


NEW SONGS FOR OLD ONES. 7 
BROWN, JONES, AND ROBINSON, | 


Dear Tom, this brown jug, in your parlour so snug, 
Let Nan with hot water replenish ; 
That the stutf we may stir which I greatly prefer 
To Burgundy, Claret, or Khenish. 
Philosophers always will choose, oh! 
The tipple that’s handy, to boose, oh! 
Then let you and I 
Just another glass try, 
Won’t our fricnd, Mr. Roninson, do so? 
Search all over the town, my name’s not Peter Drown 
If you find better toddy than this is. 
Tom Jones, my old friend, you must come to Crouch-end 
To dinner next week with the missis. 
Hic — bring Mr. lionr*HON, too; so 
Proud to have met him with you so! 
Bring ever so many! 
Ts RopisHon any 
Relation to Robishon Crusoe ? 
A Cueristaas Box we von’t LikE:—The letter-box, when it is full 
of bills. 
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A NAUTICAL BALLAD. | 
> ELAY—belay your bob- 
stay tack— ! 
The taffrail floats 
aloft ! 
What though the sky be 
inky black, 
Who cares for breezes 
soft ? 








G FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, December 22nd, 1869. 
cphé HRISTMAS is close upon us now, and yet we are surrounded 
“i by the greatest distress andypenury. Within the last few days 
several cases of most unmistakeable death from starvation have 
been recorded in the papers. : : 
We can hartlly venture to claima “ Christmas” while this 
dark cloud surrounds us. As ‘was by a writer, whose pen 
has many a time delighted our readers, the best way to enjoy a Merry 
Christmas is toveat‘two dinners on Christmas-day—one of them by prozy. 


“Nay, messmates, while | 
a scupper holds, | 

A main-truck cleaves | 
the brine, 

No matter how the | 
tempest scolds, 

No terror shall Le | 


e ) 








Let us act ontthe suggestion now that the jolly old Presence is ia 
among us. - aan a little overdone, ‘the Christmas ee . ——— : 
80 e tell us. But there issomething is very y to — a — ‘i ‘ . 
<eaee, and to ~work a ly more harm than the Dickensian eaitehionS “ake ae | 
| delusion about the season—we mean ‘the reactionary spirit that ‘has We'll — ring-bolts rig yes Pawn 
set in of late, and‘that says\Christmas is.all nonsense. It is nothing heid whe = hn chants there aaah tnt seared | 
of the kind! The man who does not feel at this season some little ddan, nae aes? aint | , | 
warmth about his heart, some little sympathy for his poorer fellows, 00> WAECE: GEOG Ss: | 
| is nota man but a brute. | : “Fling out the best-bower to the wind, 
| _ So, Gentlemen, if you please—Helpithe Houseless, and introduce Hoist—hoist our keelson stout. 
_ Father Christmas to them:somehow ! Though raging breakers roll behind, 
ie anibdinigitinnen We will not put about!” | 
The Overenn anp Guewey case drags its slow length along. Itis : 
something that” it has reached even this'stage; for at one time there Oo ging Be Saale seine ! 
ae danger of the prosecution breaking down. ; No more of ships, unless I err, | 
prospect is not a very-encouraging one even now. The impar- > tne thant ab wen 
tiality of English justice is more on its trial than'the actual defendants. ites | 
On their side is the prestige:of old and: ‘names, of wealthy But still he sang at the very top | 
houses. On their behalf are secured some of the shrewdest and most Of his manly voice, so ill: | 
learned of our advocates. Fer them ithe -secial sympathies, to For he had an impression, should he stop, | | 


which even the Bench itself can ‘bestone. That he would be taken ill. 
On the side of the prosecution thereareibut the honour of British eee — 


ae the ae Integrity of land—these are but shadowy em ens (y+ ee 

and abstract things. e originators of it are but the large crowd of YW 

shareholders, obscure by their very number, people of vague indivi- HERE, THERE, AND EVER HERE. 

duality. Messrs. Dunoure anp Taytor have-written not only an original 


_ The jury have a most momentous task,—they have to go directly toa but an excellent comedy, in New Men and Old Acres. The plot isclear, 
just verdict with the strength of the one side to be resisted, the weak- | the dialogue smart, and the characters are, if not all fresh, at least all 


ness of the other not to be unduly sympathised with. We all look effective. The story turns on the manceuvres of an aristocratic mother 
anxiously for the end. to stave off her husband’s ruin, by the marriage of her daughter; with 


podhons sarreay arising from the transfer of the mortgage of the 
~ : . ; — . : estate from the first part?, at whom she directs her aim and for whom 
a ae oot sash, chews Ge Sone = Se J aoe : — her daughter conceives a true affection. Miss Mapcr RoBERTSON, as 
cheques and bank-notes wandering about homeless; we think it will [ aia simply Sane ~— — ae = d utterly unaffected. 

: ; : —s ; HIPPENDALE ays avasour mirably ; d Mr. 
well to append a handy directory which will guide these kindly estrays | Buck srone is capital a the shuffling sham-pious Tanken. yn 


to quarters where they will find a h el — ; 7 
# Hospital, Ga ‘Inn B tamed welcome and employment by Mr. O'Connor, is a model of what scenery should be. 


I rer SS 


Ss, _ La Children, Great Ormond Street. STEP | 

ospital for Diseases of the Throat, Soho Square. | | 

Hospital for Women, Soh ' A Prophet! ! 

Central London Ophthalmic Hosptial, Gray's Inn Road. Mr. Lowe must have a more amiable disposition than his opponents | 
credit him withal if, after reading the following curious paral} pas- 


sages from an astrological almanack now lying—well, say, reposing— 
before us, he does not wish we hada press-censorship in Taatend. 





—— 


Thoughts in the ‘‘ Sunshine.” He : 
. , ; re are the passages, which stan i 
- AS anna Pen for = “ Rixe”’ in rix-dollars ? we reproduce them an” 7 d opposite to each other exactly as 
ay people with “ plenty of nose ” be termed conk-fréres ? PREDICTIONS. J ‘i 
Where is there more mental food than in the Bodily-ian Library ? Much angry discussion and declamation There wih — ae more than | 
| Does the “Grecian Bend” bear any relationship to the German wa o — of Commons. Theft and three millions sterling im the current 
| tas Oy the ahead," fateks itt” ‘ropes 
aa ete South American ox has been heard to exclaim tothe | will become more daring than uusl. Shakwanes to the Income-tax. 
of Meat Company “ None of your jar "” ? Unluckily, this wonderfully fulfilled prediction does not refer to the 
eee first of J anuary next, or we should have at once become converts to 
Like his Luck. the truth of astrology | Yes, we should, indeed, even in spite of the 
a ain ane Comers the Ex-Premier may enjoy his Christ- ers premeven.§ ent of another prophecy which occurs elsewhere 
mas ta : almanack :— 
olidays free from the trammels of office; in other words, he’s PREDICTIONS, FULFILMENT. 


“é ° ° ” 
free and Dizzy still. The Prince of Wales will be busily The Prince, accompanied by his 
employed in State affairs, in March and amiable Princess, paid a state visit to 
No Sh April, and from April to July he will be Ireland in April, and was installed, 
Tux butcher’ ell look upo cannot fail tovaalt him in station and Kaight@of Ge Patrick) ia daly’ 
z butcher’s man mav well look u : : : s im in station an ight of St. Patrick. In Jul; 
y pon prize cattle with dismay wealth. In July another Prince will, Princess was born to him. + alla 


little wonder that he has a shamble-ing gait ! probably, be born to him —(p. 45.) | 





But “no M f thi 3s vulsed 
AS LIKE AS TWO PEAS. and so we sie them eee - Aon ae | 
Tue letter “p”’ is deserving of cultivation. A single p converts | 
(s\topers into stoppers. A Rarpre-REHENSIBLE Hasrr.—Snuff-taking. 
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Father Christmas to John Bull: —“ NOW, SIR, I EXPECT ?V 
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xpEcT 97 TO INTRODUCE ME TO THESE POOR PEOPLE!’ 
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UNCLE DICK’S DARLING. 


ACT I.—Scene 1. The School-room. Enter Mrs. Torrincton and 
Mary BE tron. 


Mrs. Torrtncton.—Mary, you are a person of obscure birth, 
adopted by a Cheap Jack, and by him sent to this fashionable and 
expensive ladies’ school. You have been remarkably well-educated by 
me, and are, in short, an educational phenomenon. I will test you— 
Seven times eight ? 

Mary (in a moment).—Fifty-six ! 

Mrs. Torrineton.—I knew it. 

Mary (aside).—I don’t believe you did. 

Enter Dick Doruann, a Cheap Jack. 

Dick (embracing Mary).—My darling! (Zo Mrs. Torrtneton.) 
Get out! 

Mns. Torrincton.—This from a Cheap Jack ! 

[Exit with deportment. 

Dicx.—Mary, my dear, Joe Lennard, the blacksmith, loves you. 
Will you maxry him ? 

Mary.— With pleasure. I will soothe his hours of labour with 
Dante and Artosto—I will hang his forge with tambour-work, and, 
in the long winter evenings, I will teach him the guitar, and how to 
get into a carriage. 


—— 


Enter Mrs. Torrineton. 
Mrs. Torrincton.—I will ot be ordered out of my own room by a 
Cheap Jack! (Zo Dicx.) Mr. Dolland, that girl is accomplished— 
beautiful too—you must not let her marry acad. She must marry a 


gentleman. 
Ah! Oh! Yes! 


Dick.—Eh? What? To be sure! 


[ Exeunt thoughtfully. 


Scene 2.— Dick Do.inann discovered surrounded by happy villagers. 
They have come all the way from the village to see Dick DoLuAND sell a 
hammer. Having witnessed this feat, they all depart in a 5sdy—perhaps 
to see the purchaser use it. 

Dick (alone).—I have sold the hammer, and now I can pay Mrs. 

TorRINGTON’s last quarter. 

Enter Mr. CHeveEnix. 


Mr. Curventx.—Mr. Dolland, Iam a man of extraordinary wealth. 
My position in society is beyond question. I am, in short, the pet of 
the county. Under these circumstances I come to say that I should 
like to marry your daughter. I will come to-morrow for my 
answer. [ Exit Mr. Cuevenix. 

Dick.—Eh? My Mary marry the pet of the county! No, no! 
and yet, yes, yes! I am unaccountably sleepy! 
on the steps of my cart. Ya-a-a-a-ah! 


ACT IL—Mkr. Cuevenrx’s Drawing-room. 


Mr. Curvenrx.—Mary, Mr. Claude Lorrimor is very attentive to 
you. 

Mary.—Attribute it to his pensive nature. 

Mr. Cureventx.—I will; but tell him not to do it again. 

Mary.—My uncle Dick is coming to our party to-night. 

Mr. Cuevenitx.— Mary, how often am I to tell you that I cannot 
include Jacks, however cheap, in the circle of my acquaintance. He is 
a coarse man, and I can’t have him at my evening parties. The guests 
will shortly arrive—so, perhaps, I had better dress. It would have 
been as well, perhaps (considering my exalted social station) if I had 
dressed for dinner. [Exit Mr. CHevenix. 

Enter Hon. CraupE Lorrimor—e very early guest, in fact, the first. 

Mary.—Mr. Lorrimor, the musicians have not yet arrived. 

Lorrmor.— No matter. If I have my Mary, what care I for 
musicians? (Puts his arm round her waist.) 

Mary.~-Mr. Lorrimor, is not this rather too bold? 

Lorrimor.—No., 

Mary.—Well, perhaps not! But soft—we are observed. 

Enter Dick DoLuanp. 

Dick.—Mary! (Embraces her.) 

Maryr.—Yes, exactly, but— 

Enter Mr. CHEVENIX. 

CuHEVENIx.—Mary, what does this man here ? 

You don’t think rough Dick Dolland, the Cheap 
Jack, fit company for your lords and ladies! You don’t think this 
here coat good enough for your evening parties. You don’t care to 
have Cheap Jacks a-elbowing of your earls and a-canoodling of your 
countesses! Eh! 

CuEevenix.—Mr. Dolland, I will be frank with you—I do not! 
Oblige me by retiring. 

- — have been drinking the musician's sherry and I'm dashed 

Cu8ventx.—Mary, bid this person go. 


Dicx,— Oh, I see. 


He has, and he is very tipsy. 
would not permit my own 


mother to mingle with my guests if she were roaring drunk. 


BUN. 


I will go to bed | 
[ Sleeps like a top. 
Mr. CuHEvenrx and Mary 
(now Mrs. CHEVENIX) discovered. 


161 


Dicx.—Mary, do you order me out ? 
Mary.—I do; go and sleep it off. 


ACT III.—Scene 1. Joz Lennarp’s forge on the 5th November, Jor 
LENNARD at work. Carol of children’s roices without, 
Please to remember 
The fifth of November, 
The gunpowder treason and plot. 
Hooray! 


Jor.—There’s another guy. No—it’s Uncle Dick. 


[ Exit, to sleep it of. 


Fireworks, Enter Uncie Dick, much aged since last night. Fireworks 


without. 

Jor.— Why, Uncle Dick, how old you look—you have turned quite 
grey ! 

Dick (hoarsely).—Joe, you don’t know what I have suffered this 
here evening. They've bin’ a-shying crackers at me all down the 
village. (Zxplosion.) There goes another! 

Jozr.— Any news of my poor Mary ? 

Dicxk.—Yes—she and Mr. Chevenix don’t get on well but she and 
the Honorable Claude Lorrimor do. I caught ’em a squeezing of each 
other ! 

Joz.— Poor Mary! But I forgive her. 


Fireworks—knocking heard without. 
Dick (dy inspiration).—It’s her—She’s come back! 
ing of her with fireworks! 
Mary (without).— Joe—let me in! They're burning me! 
Dick.— No, no—let her be—she shan’t come in! 
More explosions. Many shrieks. 


Joz.—Nonsense, Uncle Dick, I will let her in, and I will tell you 


They're a pelt- 


why. (Tells him why, and takes about ten minutes todo it. All the 
while, poor Many ts left outside at the mercy of the infuriated village.) 
That, Uncle Dick, is why, and now to admit her! (Admits her. She 
Saints.) 

Dick.—Reptile ! 

Jor.—Angel! 


Mary.— Gurgle! gurgle! gurgle! [ Tableau, 


Very ingenious mechanical change to Scene 2. Near the village. 
Dick DoLuanp discovered asleep on the steps of his cart as at end of Act 1. 

Dick (waking).—Eh? What? Why I’ve been asleep! And, why 
it’s to-morrow! And it’salla dream! And Mary ain’t married to Mr. 
Chevenix, and she ain't gone wrong with Hon. Lorrimor, and she ain't 
turned her uncle out of doors, after all! The way I have been 
dreaming about evening parties—the way I have been imagining 
high-flown conversations—the way I have been realizing long inter- 
views that took place in my absence—the way I’ve been imagining a 
drawing room with busts of BezrHoven over the piano, in short, the 
way I’ve been going on asif I'd bin’ an educated dramatic author, 
instead of ailliterate Cheap Jack what never saw the inside of a decent 
house, is, to say the least of it, surprising ! 

Enter Mr. CuHevenrx, as in first act. 


Mr. Cueventx.—Mr. Do.tanp, I am a man of extraordinary 
wealth. My position in society is beyond question. I am, in short, 
the pet of the county. Under these circumstances I come to say that 
I don’t think it would do for me to marry your daughter. Good 
morning. (Ezit Mr. Cuevenrx to propose to the nearest vacant Duehess.) 


Enter Mary BeEtton, as tn act one, 
Mary.— Uncle, I love Joe! 
Enter Jon LENNARD, as in act one. 


Joz.— Uncle, I love Mary! 

Dick.—Take her! And if our kind friends in front can only bring 
themselves to believe that I have dreamt the whole of the second act, 
and the greater part of the third, they possess stronger powers of 
imagination than the individual who wrote this article—in other 
words, than— 

A.u.—Uncle Dick’s Darling! 

CURTAIN. 

OvrsELves.—The piece is nicely written, but surely some earlier 
clue should be given to the fact that the incidents of the second and 
third acts are supposed to occur ina dream. The first act should be in 
one scene. All that takes place in the first scene might with very 
little ingenuity be made to occur in the second. Mr. Toorg has a 
serio-comic part which he plays artistically, but he seems to be more 
at home in its comic than in its serious phases. Mr. Irvine, with a 
clever ‘*Dombey” make up, does ample justice to an indifferent part. 
Mr. Crayton plays Joe Lennard carefully. Miss Nerison is less 
affected than usual. Mr. Teespaz, as Claude Lorrimor, gives pro- 
mise of future excellence in “ Bancroft parts.” Muss Litron plays a 
small part very prettily. 








Lapres’ Wrarrer ror Boxine Nicut.—Tippet-ywitchet. 














TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 
No. 6.—CHEAPSIDE. 


Hicu noon in Chepe! Itisa sight to see, my young friend. The 
thoroughfare itself is curious enough, without saying a word about 
those who frequent it. There’s Bow Church and there’s Bennett's 
clock, and a whole host of attractive shops. And itis typical of our 
English way of.doing things; for, see, how that fine wide street ends in 
that choky, narrow Poultry ! Inno other city save London would that 
obstructive lane be allowed to exist, to delay the whole traffic of one 
of the main arteries. The Poultry must come down; and so must the 
See, to remove it. 

hat odd names they give the streets out of Cheapside. There is 
Bread-street, without a baker's shop in it. There is Milk-street, but 
the nearest approach toa dairy is a depdt fordesideratum umbrellas :— 
You don't see it ? Why, if it wasn’t for water we shouldn't get um- 
brellas, or London milk! 

Here they come, the busy frequenters of this busy thoroughfare ! 
They don't look at the shop windows, tempting though they be—that 
amusement is left for chance visitors like you and me. These men 
have other things to think of. They are well dressed, the habitués of 
Cheapside, every man with a flower in his button-hole. The fashion- 
able brown is the prevailing colour for coats here. The hats as a rule 
have curling brims, according to the latest mode. 

What a roar of cabs and "buses! And hullo! what is all that erowd 
about? Oh, they're only waiting for Bennett's clock to strike—and 
there it goes. It’s time we had some refreshment—what say you, will 
you take an oyster at Pnax’s—or will you go lower down the Poultry, 
and have yourhair cut? It’s worth while for the sake of the mirror- 

i in which you will be able to see yourself right-sideways, 
left-sideways, upside-down, downside-up, and from evcry possible point 
of view. Come along! 

P. S. We have been requested to explain that the corres 
the Dicksamville Hedgehog, mentioned ur the 5th No. of 
Thoroughfares, is not Ma. Cuanies Mitt warp. 


—_—— - 
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By your Lava! 
§& Broapueap has left England in the &t»a. We trust he will become 
another cratur! He was always a disease of an eruptive character, 
and as the nurses say “ he is much better out’ of England. 





Seer-iously Speaking. 

In looking over Old Moore's Almanack the other day, we came on a 
list of what are called “ Horary Questions, Reliably answersd by As- 
trology.” Among them occurs this simple query “ I have backed the 
Cambridge Boat. Shall I win?” We think we could answer that 
without appealing to the stars for advice. We are less clear on the 
next three questions :—“ Will—win the Derby?” “ Will—win the 
Oaks?” “ Will—win the St. Leger?” But then we have never 
heard that astrology has answered either! 





A Chinese Tale. 

A Curvaman recently carried off the prize for ploughing at the 

Oregon State Fair. He must have furrowly understood his work, and 

directed his team as straight as the crow—or perhaps we should say, 

the pigeon-English—flies. Well, we see no reason why a Chinese 
ploughman should not have his “share”’ of the rewards. 


The Long and Short of it. 


An American paper says that Georgia grows the tallest men in the 
United States, while New York averages the shortest. We have thus 
the home-manufacture of a tall and a short man. Of course we must 
look to foreign parts for a-broad one. 





Try it. 
Symptoms of fainting may often be removed by “salute.”—salvo- 
latile. (N.B. This is a “ get-out.’’) 


Of Course. 
Ovr special maniac writes to know what water-rate he will have to 
pay for “aérated waters”’ ? 
A Curtine Pusrication.—The Lancet. 
Tue only clique worth following :— Cliquot. 


A “Game”? Law we have no 'wish to see repealed.—“ Noblesse | 


oblige.” 


Wuar tone should prevail in the decoration of Evans’s?—A - 


P. GaEen. 
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‘thim poore light-heded craturs that has about as mooch branes as a 
ypickacks or a samun. 


‘to em—that made out the poore people aven wurse than the noose- 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTIKLER. 


Darr Sur,—Sure an tis meself that doesnt no what were kumming 
to at tawl, if tisnt niggers or kannibals theyre goin to mak av us. 
Thim noosepapers down in Cork is nice spalpeens, wan avy em kalls 
himself the Konstitchushun I suppoas bekase hes fond av a good blow 
out for a male. There is Fanyans, ses he, drillin every nite in the 
parke. Thin ses the uther decaver that kawls himself the Ecksaminer, 
bekase I supposes hes alwais stikin his noas into uther peple’s business 
theyre only sheep ses he an our Kotimpery is anomawhaun. Betune 
the too shure tis the poor sheepI think gets the wursth avit in the way 
av Karaktur, fur I d take me davy that the ould bell weather ud feel 
eckstramely onasy in his moind if he thaut they wor kompared wid 


Couplin that, twas lasth Sunday as I waulks 
up to Mass ther was anuther av thim treatinin noatisiz-—bad manners 


rs. Shure I kopid a bit av it fur yer oner to kasth yure i ovur. 
laices, it ses, wanse given up to the Oirish people for grazin is now 
monnopolizd, whatever the divil that manes, be land jobburs who sthock 
the land, and the grayzhurs refuse to give grayzintothe.peple. Divil 
a lie in it—tis loike Nebicudnazur they want to mak us to ate up the 
loike broot baisths—but shure ’tis no waundher the pyraties is 
lack whin they waunt to transmaugrify dasint christyuns into the 
loikes o’ thim Westh Injun divarthurs over in Geeruzalum. 
hin they giv publik warnin to agints—oh, tis sum ov thim sayme 
hav gizzards as hard as the rock o’ Kashil—if they tayke the land 
‘Cover the heds”’ of the pussesurs or thare heirs. Divil a bit if I new 
what a heir was onlee an annimul til [axed the skulemasther, and ses 
he, sure tis yure ildist gorsoon. But ses I if the land is over thare 
heds,-ses I, they must be ded an berid. Oh, ses he, tis onlee a figur av 
spache. ‘Will, ses I, I lerned sums in me day but I'm blest:if ivir we 
was so\indasint as to mak frakshuns av a naburs craturs. But if the 
land isnt ovur the heds of the heirs tis over the land av uther dasint 
people. This is what an impident Sassenach ses to me the uther day, 
ses he tis-your land, but myneis ovur.it, and I'm not goin to tayke it 
off. ‘Will ‘thin, ses I, kant you sphlit the differinze and pay the 
ground-rint at any rate. Shure, if they did that tis meself ud be ritch. 
‘hares Kilbreedy that was the praupurty av the Dsnanerys, cin- 
tchuries befoar the flud—you must know that there’s anuther family 
av the naime that has noathing to do wid us, the most anshunt av um 
isnt oulder than my grandmuther’s kuvur dish thats hangin up on the 
dressur. Well, as 1 wus sayin, that fella that owns it now, why 
doesnt he giv us sumthing for the land undernayth. When he grows 
yraties and turnups an karruts the inds ay um must go down to the 
Wessuae praupurty. Thin why the divil doesn’t he pay. Whin 
O’Dononan Rossa gos into Parlemint he’ll get us the land back 
agin, but twoant be worth havin. But thim invadurs, the Sassenachs, 
is the manest set o’ spalpeens out; theyd shkin a fhlint sthone an 
mayke soop av the shavins. Couplin that, I here that an Oirish 
mimber o’ Parlemint wanse sed ses he, usin thim big wurds that 
nobodee kan ondersthand, Postherity dusnt mane thim that gos before 
us, but thim that kums immadyately afther. But, I suppoos sins we 
got thim Nashunul Skools thare has been an awlterashun. 

Tawkin av grazin I wudnt be surproized afther awl if twas thrue. 
Shure if a man kan ate a yard an a haafo’ partchmint he koud ate a 
nise buntch o’ klovur. An tis meself that see a gallivantur ate a good 
long sthrip o’ that. Twas wan day in the hard tymes that tayke 
plaice okazyunally in this kuntry that a nagur av a baylif kum down 
to serve a riton me masther. I wus wurkin thin fur Mistuer Daw- 
8UN, as good a man as ivir drue the breat av lif tho he wos a 
Sessenach — an we see the baylif wawkin up the rode towwards the 
grate hous. We new at wanst what the ould blagard was afther, 
Well, thare was meself an Jim Firzcrratp and won or two moar 0’ 
the nayburs. An you want to see the masther ses I, I dos ses he, 
then kum along ses I an I’ll sho ye the hous. Wid that we waulked 
aloang till we cum to the river, and then I ses to the boys I think we 
kan manege this ould Crumwaylyun. Thin ses I you see the rivur, I 
doo ses he. Well, ses I, if you doant swalla that bit o’ papur 
ye hav in your pocket you'll hav to mak up yere bed at the botum av 
the strame. Ill see ye blowd furst, I’m not afrade of ye, Ime 
the law ses he. Wid that Jim Firzcaratp tuk him be the hed, Mrcx 
O’ Buren held his hands behoind his back, and I opins his mouth and, 
divil a bit if I let him shut it till he had swawlerd the fi-fa as he 
kawld it. Shure whin we kum bak and tould the masther he giv us a 
glass o’ whisky that ud mak the divil say his praires. 

The hoaps av Oireland’s up, the sun does on hur shciae, 

Donovan Rossa's goin to mayke could mate av that roag the 

Pritish loine. ; 
Tis meself kant help riting potry when the fit kums on. 
Yours most obalyently, 
‘Vuapy Dez.aney. 


Ballymurphy. 





Wuy is an angular steed like brandy ?—Because he’s a Coney-’ack. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 146. 


Decemper days are dark and drear, 
We sadly ‘watch the waning year, 
And think how slowly hours go by 
That lead us to Spring's brighter sky. 
And yet December has a charm, 

When winter evening fires are warm ; 
When, with the curtains drawn, we sit 
And try the flashes of our wit, 
Against the flashing of the fire, 

The morning sees in dust expire. 


1. One leaf fell down on the sombre lawn, 
and a presence the household seem’d to miss, 
When the twitter of birds was heard out in the dawn, 
The watchers whisper’d this. 


. O mystic word, I wis there never fell 
From an enchanter's lips a greater spell ; 
I never dared, I know, to doubt your Te 
You've come in dreams, and at the midnight hour, 
Within a pentacle inscribed ’tis said, 
You've power enough to rouse the sheeted dead. 


3. A hero of old, 
Most plucky we're told ; 
His:colours so queer 
Are much worn this year. 


4. 'There’s a something a player will oftentimes seek, 
When playing the game that is known as Bezique, 
It may become useful in counting a double 
Bezique, if the waiting leads not into trouble. 


. SoLution or Acrostic No. 144. — Evening, Prolong: Escallop 
Voucher, Embargo, Nail, Indigo, Napkin, Grig. 

Correct SeLutions or Acrostic No. 144, recrrvep Dec. 16th :—Nemo; Slod- 
ger and Tiney; Pimlico Tom Cat ; Linda Princess; Dalziel Cottage; Timothy and 
Co.; H. D. B.; Biddy; Pipekop; W. J. A.; Nuf; J.O. P.; We three; D. E. H.; 
Bored at Loo. 


bo 


Justice all Round. 

A New Yor paper is a little hard on the Clerk of the County for 
Chicago, because he makes 100,000 dollars a year by the divorces. 
That's all very well, but our Yankee contemporary forgets that 
somebody else must have made a pretty sum by marrying these people, 
or they would not be qualified to swell the County Clerk’s income. 
Fair play, please! 


Plain Enough! 


Ir has been proposed to name Snow-hill (or what is left of it) after 
Bunyan, who died there. Whereupon says somebody, why not call it 
“Immortal Tinker Street”? The reason is obvious:—people would 
suppose it was so called in honour of the Board of Works. 


Aushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


J. H. (Brixton).—When you submit your contributions with an “if 
original’’ you save us the trouble of reading them. 

Wat.—Not. 

Lunar Cavstic (Leatherhead).—More of the lunatic than the caustic 
—and most of the leather head. 

Quiz —Where is the extract ? - 

P. R. F. (Merryfields).—Metre alone is no recommendation—but if we 
could be sure your paint were fresh—well, we might. 

SuHIVERS.—No great shakes. 

Lrex.—Law, possibly—for you are not in eqguite, as far as Pegasus is 
concerned. 

HELIx.—You get no “screw ’”’ from us. 

J. C. (Uttoxeter).—It is very odd, but half the squibs on religious ques- 
tions that reach us come from clergymen. What would they say if we 
inserted attacks on their views ? 

V. A. G. A.—Great wits jump! The definition would seem personal. 
You have won your bet—ozly not ‘‘old,’’ we are generous even in our 
practical jokes. 

Declined with thanks :—Woolwich; A. R., Oldham; Lex; A. M. Z.; 
Brighton; D. U, Birkenhead ; Augustus, Maitland Park; C. H. B S. F., 
Leeds; T. M.; Gallimaufry ; W. P. L., Liverpool; S., Dalston; T. 7, © 
Amelia; Nobody's Grandmother; B. Q., Kingsland; F., Hackney; J. Gus 
Rorough; H., Wormwood-street; W. E. C., Leadenhall-s'reet; Megrims ; 
L, Clapham Junction; W. C., Surrey; C.S., Ave Maria Lane; J.S., 
Greenwich; C. R. P., Arundel; M. M., Cork; E. V. W., Manchester ; 
S., Suffolk-place; R. C., Manchester ; B. ; Little Dormit ; T. B, Blandford. 
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Consternation of Frruoncs on being requested by McAnax to measure him for a “ Three Guinea Loch, Moor, and Mountain Suit,” as advertised, 








e¢ Tue other da Pgh nary —- pang magistrate asked 

: inn : HE other 
The Holy Grail (Srnanan, Ludgate Hill) is the completion of the | «What is the yf Birt goed sere Ee man?” ‘The constable 
Arthurian epic, of which the Idyils of the King were an instalment. | i ymodiately replied, “No, sir, he’s a labouring man!” We should 
The “Coming of Arthur,” “The Holy Grail,” and “Pelleas and | think they must have telegraphed from Scotland Yard by this time to 
Ettarre,” are the new contributions, and in them the Laureate once | have that intelligent officer up—he would make a capital metropolitan 
again proves himself master of musical blank-verse, rich in imagery, | |,); oman 
and abounding in subtle turns of resonance. The stories, unluckily, | ” , 
have less hold, owing to their supernatural element, upon human | 
oe than their predecessors, but they are wealthy in beauty. Of | 
er poems, at the end, the new view of the “ Northern Far- 
mer” will be most popular, for its quaint humour and odd dialect. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, Erc., IN TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 
Prize Dovsie Acrostic.—Moon, Star: Musicians, (G)Oat, Orchestra, Navigator. 
Correct solutions from Pimlico Tom Cat, Juvenis, G. G., Alpha, R. H., F. H. L. 


= MT . Picrorrat Dovsie Acrostic, No. 2.—Cat, Dog: Cupid, Angelo, Tug. Correct 
It is impossible to do justice to such poems as the Laurcate gives us, | solutions from E. M. B.S , No Flat, J. T. M., E. A. S., Bare Bubbling, Pimlico Tom 


in the space at our disposal. Wecan only say that his admirers | Cat, Ecurb T., A. P H., Leighton Road, A. J.E., Chota Dussera, E. M.C., M.G., 
will find no slackening of the eagle-pinion here ! C.J. W., E. B., @dipus, A. W. P., Mark Tapley, W. L., Mrs. W., Ernest, Silvia, 


. . 7 P Timothy and Co., G. W. K., Harriet L., Tad. 
Mr. Horrsn re aves, Wonderful Char acters, pictures and bio- CHAaRADE.—Jocose, joke-o00’s.—No correct solutions. 
yee that we can remember long since in Kerby’s Eccentric Mirror. 





. : ° LocooripHe.— Amends: Correct solutions from No Flat, Brutus, A. P. H., A.J. E., 
¢ forms a curious farrago of human folly, vice, imposture, credu- | M. G., Thomas and Collings, C. J. W., A. A.. Pod Major, A. W. P., Silvia, 
lity, suffering, adventure, and will interest the meditative and | Timothy and Co. G. W. K., Jersey. 
philosophical. Dovuste Acrostic.—Fog, Gas: Foundling, O‘Meara, Gibus. No correct solutions. | 
Gutch's Pocket-Book is a most compendions companion, and contains | Ex1¢™a.—Lore.—No correct solutions. | 
something about reas & the smallest ble space. It is, in Pictrortat DovsiE Acrostic, No. 3.—Cot, Sea: Chasseurs, Orange, Tea. Correct | 


fact, to the encyclopawdia what a Lresic’s lozen ge is to a prize- ox solutions from No Flat, EcurbT., Leighton Road, Chota Dussera, E.M.C., C.J. W., | 
>. te - > * | Gdipus, Mark Tapley, W. L., Mrs. W., Silvia, Timothy and Co., Jersey, | 
No literary man should be without it. Harriet L. ' "| 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


Mesers. GOO GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha‘, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their ome, Gap have rae with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN- M HOUSES (in erence to publishing an ordinary ee |, thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling Purehasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


sues dle a iia i ep eminem 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Pubtished (for the Preprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Dec. 25, 1869. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
B Fairy Cxtrabagance, 





CHAPTER XIV. 
RAGGATTI A REFORMER. 


, 5 soon as REMSKY saw 
the archducal army in 
full flight he hurried off 
to the archduke’s tent, 
and hastily collecting all 
the valuables of the late 
Fitrzpororr, he buried 
them in a heap of peas. 
He then hastened to get 
together all the spoil he 
could find in the officer’s 
tents, and hiding them 
in the same manner, 
flung himself down on 
the top of the heap— 
wearied out completely. 
He took the precaution 
to write, “ Don’t wake 
me, please,” on a large 
piece of paper, and pin- 
ned it on his breast. 

As soon as the Apha- 
nian garrison wearied of 
pursuing the fugitives 
they returned to sack 
the enemy’s tent, and 
were somewhat disap- 
pointed at not finding 
very much to. sack. 
They, of course, came 
upon Remsky, calmly 
sleeping on a heap of 
peas, but they all knew 

" who he was and what 
was the reason of his weariness, so they respected his slumbers and left 
him to his repose. 

Thus ended the siege of Aphania, in the complete overthrow of the 
invading enemy, and the death of his Serene Mightiness the Archduke 
of Nexdorea. 

The defeated army bolted without reflection along the direct route 
to the frontier, and, as a natural consequence, fell in with the Aphanian 
army, which, having learnt of the invasion, was falling back to protect 
the capital. It only needed this crowning disaster to complete the 
nial tion of the Nexdorean forces. The Aphanians fell on with a 
prodigious drumming, having had nothing to tire them, and large 
numbers of the fugitives were permanently deafened, or carried a hard- 
ness of hearing to their graves. Many were captured, and Nexdorea 
and the surrounding countries related to it by royal marriage were 
years before they recovered the shock. 

You will have observed that little mention is made in this 
history of the doings of Kinc Bunco and his court. In truth, only 
the court officials were left behind when the army marched, and 
they would have been as useless in the defence of the city as 
so many babies. As for the King, partly perhaps through afflic- 
tions of conscience — for he had not done all he might in the 
matter of his brother Rumti—and partly through distress at 
the loss of PersETiLLa’s posy, and the approaching proba- 
bility of his losing the throne and of her consequently mar- 
rying a beggar, completely unmanned him. He went about 
the palace weeping and wringing his hands in a most weak 
and unkingly way. He cried so dreadfully that the royal 
laundries, drained as they were to recruit the corps of washer- 
women enrolled for the defence of the city, could not keep up 
the supply of clean cambric, and the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer protested that he should not have the audacity to 
quote such large sums for the royal washing in the half- 
yearly estimates. 

_ Queen Betrnpa behaved admirably. She busied herself 
in pees the palace for a state of siege. She ordered in 

lentiful supplies from the royal confectioner’s, and by a 

play of courage and energy contrived to infect the 
courtiers with something like spirit. She locked, barred and 
bolted the front door, and stopped up the keyhole with tow, 
and closing all the shutters she barricaded the winduws 
with pillows and mattrasses so effectually that the sound of a 
fifty-six pounder drum could scarcely have pierced the 
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As for Princess Petsetiiua, she sat in her chamber lamenting the 
loss of her birthday gift. At first she was cross and silly, but when 
she had time for reflection the goodness of her nature overcame the 
reaction which had set in after the loss of the charm, and she be 
to see things in the right light. She greatly regretted that she had 
not been told that it was not the jewelled gold locket which would 
shield her from evil, but the contents—a simple bunch of withered 
pansies. She felt she had taken a wrong view of life altogether, and 
had associated goodness and virtue with,wealth, and wickedness and 
vice with poverty. And she was all the better for her trouble and 
her trial. She had been contented and happy before by instinct, as it 
were, because of the fairy spell. Now she became calm and gentle 
through trial and disappointment. She had lost her belief in the gold 
locket to win a purer metal, thrice refined in the crucible of sorrow 
and tribulation. 

So the morning after the defeat of the invading army she got up as 
she had done in the early happy days, stole past her tiring-woman 
without waking her, and removing the feather-beds with which her 
casement was barricaded, looked out and listened to the larks once more. 

On the previous night the garrison were too tired with long vigils 
and vigorous drumming to make any great rejoicing over their 
victory. But they were astir betimes the next morning, and PsrTssE- 
TILLA could scarcely hear the larks for the shouting and the braying 
of trumpets. 

A sort of hasty procession was planned. The populace assembled 
in the market-place, and lo, and behold, they found there Raaaartt, 
basket on Lack, and crooked stick in hand, collecting rags as quietly 
as if he had not been the preserver of his country. 

“Long live Raceatti!’’ shouted they, one and all— Long live 
Raceatti!”’ 

It was not usual to shout thus for any one but the monarch of 
Aphania. This thought seemed to occur all at once to the whole 
crowd. Theshout died out. Then came the second thought, ‘“ What 
had Kine Bunco done to save the city?”” And then the shout—with 
a difference—rose again echoing and re-echoing from end to end of 
Aphania. The shout, with a difference, was—‘“‘ Long live Kine 
Racearti!”’ 

You will remember that there had been a state of discontent 


| bordering on insurrection for along time past in Aphania. A — 
| invasion had made the populace forget their wrongs for a time in the 


common cause against the enemy. Now that the danger was past, 


| the old feeling of discontent was free to arise again, not diminished 


by the knowledge that the King had neglected his duties during the 
late crisis. 
At such times the tossing up of a straw is enough to move a multitude. 
The cry “ Long live Kine Raceattt!”’ set the whole city in flames. 

Before he knew where he was, Raccatti was snatched off his legs, 
mounted on a shutter (snatched from a baker who was opening 
shop) and borne towards the palace by a shouting multitude. 

In vain did the rag-collector endeavour to nate or explain. 

Bursting open the palace doors, they rushed up into the throne 
room and shot him rather unceremoniously into the chair of state. 

Kine Bunco was dressing when the mob broke in; so slipping on 

| his dressing gown and diadem, and putting his sceptre under his arm, 
he hurried down. He forced his way up to the throne unnoticed ; but 
when the people saw him on the dais, and perceived that Raceart1 
was vacating the chair of state, they broke out into a tempest of cries 
and counter-cries. 

‘Down with Bunco!” ‘Long live Kina Raaoatti!”’ ‘ Who 
stopped at home when the enemy came?” “Coward!” “Yah!” 
‘Down with the tyrant!” These and a dozen other similar shouts all 

| raised together made the throne-room a regular Babel for the time. 














FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, December 29th, 1869. 

EF have had a very pretty little ecene at the St. Pancras Board | 
to finish up the year with. On the occasion of the election | 
of the representatives of St. Pancras to be appointed to the | 








SEASONABLE WEATHER. 


By a Borw Briton. 


EASONABLE weather 
is a thing one used 
to talk about: 

But who knee-deep in 


snow at Christmas 
now expects to walk 
about ¢ 


Artists used to paint, 
and writers penned 
361, 








new Sick Asylum Board, a number of ez efficto guardians were | BE demas . doin. 
t to see that, if possible, the affairs of the parish should be pro- | iaest eu 
perly administered. Their appearance was the signal for an uproar of ogg ye 
the grossest description, which was not mitigated when it proved that falls short! T, 
the party of order held the majority of votes, though Mr. WarTkEINS H ee te nate 
and friends had plenty of “ woices.” . Wl) © Compelled when ia 
We must refer our readers to the daily papers for the choice ex- | IR Meek cae the 
pressions in which the guardians indulged, for the imminence in one | caaienatile “weather 
case at least of a breach of the peace, and for the attempt to incite the i. e cathe 
meb to violence towards the chairman. TU oe ilies. 
It is true, since these remarks have been in type, that one or two of a ae, 
the rioters have seen the error of their ways, and apologised and ex- — gueiies : - 
plained. But the fact remains, that a meeting of St. Pancras Guar- ies nP g all 
dians is liable to these attacks of frenzy. ; Wue ee dat, 
| AH we have to say is, if this unrestrained bear-fighting is what Mr. io. : - os 
| Warxrs and his friends consider “ Self-Government,” it 1s not our = oo : 
— es and coats of “em, 
A : ii’ 
TuEre comes a painful addendum to the story of the Banda and ape ae haa om 
Kirwee prize money, to whith we lately drew attention. It has been a : oe. - . ws 
W(Retmoles. 





— the throats of ‘em ! 

And then a scene of welcoming, with shaking hands, and huggy-ness — 

Whereas our Christmas now means rain, and mud, and dismal muc- 
giness. 

I hate your silly people whose intense enjoyment twaddling is— 

Who think East winds are seasonable, vow a fire mere coddling is! 

Who smile while chilblains seasonable scarify the toes of ’em, 

And nipping frosts with azure deck the points of every nose of 'em. 

They're just the folks who, if a prey to Caribs anthropophagous, 

Would smilingly accept the savage stomach as sarcophagus ; 

And just as they regard this horrid weather as quite seasonabl- 


stated by two Cambridge men who have spent their vacation in the 
Crimea, that the graves of the brave men who died there are neglected 
—worse than that, are being violated by ignorant Tartars in search for 
treasure, and that the English Government has not raised a finger to 
protect them. It is bad enough that a soldicr’s prize-money should be 
so long on its way that it only reaches his grave—but it is worse for 
our national credit when that grave has been obliterated, and lost. 

It is hardly to be ex that the Government will interfere to 
save the honour of England from the discredit of neglecting the last 
re of the heroes who died under her flag. It will have to 
be done by private enterprize. The sooner, therefore, this is understood 
and acted upon the better, for if prompt measures are not taken there 





ENN ene 
2 ee 
~ a Gime « } 
= “tiers 5 , j 
Sean ce — = 
> es > 
sss IY Fe . 
4  . Oe _ , a . - 
BR Kk et ts . 5 ‘ ” 
. a “x > em _ — 
~< re ; 





ee 
este 








will be nothing to {mark the spot where so many of England's | Surely would regard these customs cannibal as reasonable, ty 
bravest are sleeping their last sleep. | mane it was the wretches’ rule would say naught in dispr.i: , 
eee : of ’em, wea 
Hen are two cases of juvenile thieves, which it will be worth while | *Pologising, “Odd, you know, but then such are the ways oi ‘em: | ; 
considering at a time when the question of National Education is dis- | You're sneering. sir—I see vou are, behaving i aw 
; : 2 : g, sir— y , g in your clever way, | 
w — —— first is that of a boy seen trying to rob a till in a shop in | Because I’m not contented, let the case occur whichever way! 
. anit esd Sscanmaieiadianihte ai | I pass upon the weather most uncompromising strictures, in 
e soner Was convi of a till ro in January, 1 it i i rs ic os 1 
_. niece seteenses —— oe eee | pe Amir pone a is not what is shown us books and pictures in. 
tory. He had, since serving his time, again joined a gang of juvenile thieves. The | +24 yet my neighbour's nose off quite sufficiently seem cross to bit: 
magistrate saii he was evidently determined to be a thief. He would now have to | If there is snow, or East winds blow, or comes a little frost to bite ! 
go to prison for three months, with hard labour. Why surely I'm at liberty, a Briton born—’od rot it, sir!— 
_“ Determined to be a thief!’’ But, why? Because after “serving To grumble when I do not get—and grumble when I've got it, sir! 
his time,” and being turned out into the world just in the same friend- | Why did we meet at Runnymede—at Naseby—Worcester, tum 
lesa, unemployed condition as he was when he went to prison—we beg slain, o 
—he had no resource but his old dishonest life. | Except that no restriction e’er should be on Britons’ grumbles lain 
trot snound cane is that of a boy convicted of stealing a pair of | é 
ousers. ; 
Het maaiatrate ea'd he would try what effect a flogging would have upon him. | They manage these things better in France. : 
m to be imprison ive ei ok ita | _ on 2 A A 
the birch rod. Prisoner thanked the etch. eal tn teecinn’ the dene said, | 148 papers, describing a recent funeral in Alsace, say :— 
‘* Hurrah. I sha!l have some Christmas pudding now.” The magistrate ordered The whole population accompanied the bier to the cemetery. 


him to be brought back, and when in the , he told him he had made a mistake 
it was three months’ imprisonment, with # flogging. , 

If the boy’s parents—if he ever had any that he knew—had paid 
that extra twopence for his manners at school, this would not have 
ae ey: He would have learnt to repress his feelings, and would | 
not talked about his Christmas expectations so greedily. But is | 
there not a little ity in the commutation of the sentence from | 
three days to three ? The boy's bravado—the result of the 
want of education and good manners—was reprehensible. But does the 
vay think the offence at all commensurate with the 
punishmen 


_In England we fear in too many cases the mutes and mourners 
| accompany one another to the beer (not to mention spirits) after 
_ leaving the cemetery. 





Justice Upset. 


Tue other day they lynched a man in Iowa for murdering one 
Jounson. Jounson turned up afterwards, but it was too late for th: 
_ other fellow to turn up again too. Clearly the lynch-pin was out of | 
| the wheels of the car of Justice. | 
| Saliainsnnaeanalaiimeen 
; 
) Capital! 
A Job-ation. A YAnKeEE paper says—“ The wives of Baicram Yoryc consoli- 
| It is stated that the Graxp Does or Tuscany is writing a commen. | ‘ated weigh 5,000lbs."". We should fancy they are a sort of -‘ consols ”’ 
tary on the Book of Job ;—not a bad for his Ex-High- | that the British stockbroker would be chary of investirg any large 
ness. Itis better than the sart of Job -Krxe or Narizs has *™ount of capital in! ' Anis 
been concernedin. Besides the Duke has had time to cut his wisdom | 
teeth since he lost his Tuse ——. 








Waar is a Parrot’s natural language?— Polly-glot, we seppose. 
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MY FIRST LOVE. 


I vsEp to fancy it a crime 
To call Finst Loves “absurd"’ and “fleeting ’’— 
Dreams that would fade away in time, 
If Lovers were prevented meeting. 
I thought it certain that my heart 
Was in ove person’s sole possession : 
But when we were obliged to part 
It proved no permanent impression! 
T was in love with Bessrzr Brown— 
We both of us were under twenty— 
When she had only just come down 
From School to * Dolce far niente ”~ 
That was the name her father gave 
His charming little place in Surrey-- 
And there we buried in one grave 


Her “ Magnall,” and her * Lindley Murray.”’ 


We marked the spot, an old school slate 
Into a sort of tombstone turning: 
We thought it most appropriate 
To such a sepulchre of learning ! 
The Epitaph, no doubt, is now 
Rubbed out by Time’s effacing pinions ; 
Like every most enduring vow, 
Yet registered in Love's dominions! 


She had received at Kensington 
A fashionable education ; 
And all was done, that could be done, 
To make her fit for any station. 
To grace a cottage or a throne, 
A hunter or a hurdy-gurdy ; 
Or make the hearts cf all her own, 
By warbling Gluck, or screaming Verdi! 


All kinds of knowledge, small and great 
She learnt (excepting vu/zar fractions’, 
Including how to cultivate 
Ifer many personal attractions. 
But while this intellectual feast 
Both mind and body formed and finished, 
Accomplishments and age increased, 
And innocence and waist diminished ! 


She danced like Lypta Tuoompson—played 
Like Gopparp—and she sang like Grist. 
The way she drew and painted made 
Academicians quite uneasy! 
How many languages she knew 
I'm really afraid of stating, 
Because I’m positive that you 
Would think I was exaggerating ; 


But more than this—they taught her how 
To enter any room, or carriage— 
To make a very perfect bow, 
Think “‘ money ”’ synonym for “ marriage '’— 
That all the use of human hearts 
Is to preserve the circnlation— 
And love in fashionable marts 
Is quite a cash consideration! 
Yet knowing this, I loved her! (I 
Forgot to mention she’s my cousin) 
And as we parted tearfully, 
Exchanging kisses by the dozen ; 
Around my neck she weeping hung, 
And said she loved me very dearly ; 
But marriage !—I was much too young, 
And hadn't enough money—wear/y, 


She said she never could forget 
Or cease to love and think about me ; 
I balf believe it now !—and yet 
She got on very well without me! 
For very soon her brother Fxanx 
Wrote me—it made me savage—nATHER! 
That she had married Viscount Buanxk ; 
Wealthy, but older than her father! 


A bitterly indignant state 

To this distressing news I 7id owe! 
I swore to marry her, I'd wait 

Until she was a rich young widow! 
However, in about a year 

Since this first love-affair miscarried, 
I met my Mixnie—such a dear! 

And we have settled to be married. 


°° ae eee 


speculations. 


panies are one. | 
There is experience—and experience! One sort isnot worth much. The true 


foolosopher will not offer a postage-stamp (defaced) at three months, for the 
experience of him who bids you “ not play with firearms because, loaded or unloaded 
No agriculturist of any sense would suffer his notions of farming 
to be biassed by a gentleman who could boast of harrowing experience, because he 
fell underneath a patent scarifier. Not at all! 

It is well to be choice in your selection of companions. Noscitur a sociis, isa 
capital maxim, no doubt—only the foolosopher does not know what it means, owing 
But it is very certain that people will pass judgment on 
you according to the company you keep, and at times the judgment may amount to 
In short, to put the point poetically, if you will live overa 
butcher's, you must not complain of blow-flies. 

A wise man never quarrels with his victuals, even if they have the had taste to 
One reason of this may be, that few men who have not com- 
bined a study of wronautics with some experience in acrobatic art, can contrive with 
any grace to fly in the face of their own stomachs. 
We should like to see him! 

There are many complaints about the law of copyright. 
it is susceptible of great improvement. 
generalities, would deprecate the sweeping condemnation which declares the statute 
In one style of English composition it is clear that the author 
has an indefeasible and complete copyright-- a composition with his creditors. _.... 


they may go off.” 





Native :—‘“ Ess.” 
Nimrod :—“ Can I FIND MY WAY TO IT ACROSS THE Moor?:”’ 
Native :—“ Now THAT A GOOD DEAL DEPEN’TH, sR.” 

Nimrod :—“ DEreENn’tTH! 
Native :—“ DePpEN’TH UPON WHE’R YOU LOSS YERSELF OR NO.” 


to a neglected education. 


a serious conviction. 
disagree with him. 


let him try and do so. 


as utterly wrong. 


MORAL FOOLOSOPHY. 


EVIDENTLY. 


Nimrod :—“Isn’T THERE A VILLAGE CALLED MUDBIFORD AROUT HERE, SOME- 


DEPEN'TH UPON WHAT?”’ 


By A. GoosE@QviILlL. 


Ilow much depends on the form in which the utterances of wisdom are couched 
If you say to the heedless, ‘“‘ Young persons, it is not advisable to sit down sud- 
denly on the top of a wall where there are fragments of glass bottles,” the scoffers 
will point the finger of scorn (in connection with the nose-tip of contempt) at you. 
Yet how many people are there, who, despite warning, will invest their all in bubble 
In the eyes of the true foolosopher broken bottles and bubble com- 


If anyone doubts this assertion, 


It must be admitted that 
But the foo'!osopher, who has a horror of 
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AFTER CHRISTMAS. 


Exves, ogres, and chimzeras dire, 

And salamanders snorting fire, 

Clown, harlequin, and pantaloon, 

A sickly sun, a gibbering moon, 

All these around my temples fly— 
And I ask wildly, “ Why? oh, why ?”’ 


Green dragons shimmer through the gloom ; 
And tyrants, decked with flowing plume 
And velvet cloak, my form devote 

To dungeons ‘neath the castle-moat ; 

Swift vampires cleave the frowning sky, 
And still 1 murmur, “ Why? oh, why ?”’ 


There headless horses swift appear, 

And urge again their wild career ! 

Yonder the ghoules by dozens go 

And madly twirl the shrill banjo, 

‘With many a fearful shriek and cry, 
While still I whisper, “‘ Why? oh, why?” 


Tornadoes crash—the Simoon’s whirl 
Twists waterspouts all out of curl. 

The Gulf-stream wrings its shadowy hair, 
The Pyramids stand still to stare, 

The Sphinx, it winks its lidless eye— 
And still I ask them, “ Why? oh, why?” 


The Zenith smiles—its smiles are false— 
And bids the Nadir to a valse. 

Around the Zodiac wildly leaps, 

The Empyrean spans the deeps, 

To fling me to the winds; and I 

Still murmur vainly, “ Why ? oh, why?” 


The Doctor stands beside my bed, 

And shakes his very learned head ; 

And when I murmur, “ Why ? oh, why ?”’ 
Makes in these simple words reply : 
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“You ate too much, sir, Christmas Day, 
And now there is the deuce to pay! 
But here’s a something nice, my friend, 
Ter die cochlear. mag. sumend !” 








The Latest Perfume. 


Ir was the custom of the heathens after dinner to besmear them- 
selves with odours while taking their wine. We Christians don't 
indulge in the same practices—and yet we would venture to offer 
Dives after dinner a scent, that might clear his brain and do him good. 
The recipe is taken from the evidence given at an inquest in White- 
chapel. The doctor said that a poor man who died of absolute starva- 
tion had while alive “an earthy smell,—when you are in the habit of 
coming in contact with starving people you know it—and get used to 
it!’ We trust Dives will consider this new perfume after his meals. 


Damp Powder. 


An article in our contemporary The Globe winds up a long attack on 
the firing of salutes with this flash in the pan: 

A great authority, we must reme nber, has left us strict injunctions to keep our 
powder dry. It is surely just as bad to waste it! 

As bad to waste it as to keep it dry? Is that what our friend 
means? Because if so, keeping it dry being recommended by a great 
authority, the waste of peree is similarly commendable. We don’t 
quite see the meaning of the passage— does its author ? 


Proximus Ardet. 


Sratisticrans state that Paris devours one thousand horses pcr 
annum. They won’t publish the numbers consumed in London for 
fear of a panic. There are a great many people who would have good 
ground for alarm, if the consumption were so great as to threaten an 
immediate onslaught on the donkeys. 





Not for the Better. 
WE regret to see the Irish peasantry departing from old traditions, 
and abandoning their national “ bull’’ for the blunder-bus. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


Dare Sur,—An Oringe gintlemin sed thuther day that he'd loike 
the divil to go into Parlimint for Longfurd. Shure if he wint in theyd 
make an ambassadur av his lordship. Be the powers tho I belave hed 
want a good dale of traynin befoar hed be abel, fur sum o’ thim 
praktized ould desavurs that gocs out to forin parts to tell the 
peple that the tale o’ the Inglish liun is as long as from Ballymurphy 
to the Moon, an that if he twisthes it about hard whin hes 
in a passhun he koud desthroy all thim foriners loike a kommit. 
Couplin that, does yer honer no why people spake av Oirish 
bools. Shure thin, Ill tell ye, every misfortun that Oireland iver 
had an iviry misthake it mayde, was owin ayther to a purty gurl, 
axin all their pardens, or a bool. Shure ovur in Tiperary they lam- 
baste wan anither at the fares as if they was trashin whate and awl on 
akount av wan o’ thim kalves papas as I hear the masthers litel dawter 
kawl em—God bless her. Twas wan mornin Pappy Royan and Mick 
DwoyeErR goes into a feeld whare thare wus too kows lyin doun, wich 
is the bool ses Pappy the kow thats lyin doun ses Micx, whiniver ye 
see too kows in a feeld the wan thats lyin doun is the bool. Tisnt, ses 
Mick. Tis, ses Pappy. You ly, ses Micx. You ly, ses Pappy, and 
wid that they begun to pumel wan anither til they ware boath as flat 
as a kobelers lapsthone. An shure divil a wan o’ em was a bool at 
awl afther awl. But the Royans and Dworers remynd wan anither 
av the skermysh betwane thare ancistors whinivir they mete an theyd 
be a hevy wate on the konshince av that poore famale bool if she new 
the kwantitee av leetchiz and stikin plasthur that was manafacterd 
bekase Pappy Royan sed she was av the maskiline perswashun. 
Tawkin of kows I see a noospaper lasth weke whare they ses 
spakin of O’Dononan Rossa :—* Tiperayree,” it ses, “martch on the 
goal.” Ah, thin, ses I to Mick Firzcreratp, they want the whole 
kounty to go to jale ses I. Yerrah you bosthoon ses he, you doant no 
how to spell, tis the go/e ses he. Whats that, sesI. Deoant you no 
ses he, tis the plaice whare they liv on paytriotizum an potry ses he. 
Ah, thin, ses I, they may go thare an welkim, Id rather Saad a cheek 
av a pigs hed and a jorum of whisky puntsh fur my dinnur than thim 
unsubstanshul matayrials. Couplin that, I here theyre goin to bring 
in Act o’ Parlemint kawled the Permissiv Bill fur allowin iviry wan 
to dhrink as mooch as he loikes. ‘Tis goin to be karrid by the teetow- 
talurs av all the peple in the wurld, fur they want to show what a 
baste a man makes av himself when hes concaled in sperits. Couplin 
that, tis meself that herd wan o’ thim prachers with a noas sharpe 
enuf to pick a pipe and red enuf to friten a lawbstar spoutin about the 
pizin av licker av awl soarts. Tisnt midisin, ses he, tis an inthruder 
into the farmakopaya, whativir the divil that manes. Ah, thin, ses I, 
I wish I was that plaice; tis meself ud loike to be invadid wid whisky 
bottles fur muskits and korxskrues fur baynits. Tis meself that ud 
resave thare grape shot as plizant asa roistering ould gandur whin 
the gozlins kum out av the eggshells an mayk a fatherav him. Me 
blessins on your honer if ye kan tell us the poser that puzeld us sinse 
I wus bawrn—which is the gray goos or the white goos the gandur. 
Tawkin av geees, I wint to mas lasth Sunday an whin his rivirince 
wus done prachin he ses, Im goin out to see the Poarr, ses he an 
tharell be only the kurat to attend to ye while Im away, ses he, 
an so nine o’clock mass will be at tin, tin o’clock mass will be at elevin 
and tharell benolasth mass. Couplin that, remynds me av the gin- 
tleman that got up in the Oirish House o’ Kommuns befoar they 
turned it into a big monee box wid sojers outside. He got up to mayk 
his mayden spache—why the divil they kawl it that whin thayre min 
is moar than I can tell, unless it is the stutther and sthammer loike 
wan 0’ thim yung laydis amung the kwality whin thim dragoons asks 
The hon. mimber as they kawl em—shure 
thin, I thaut that mint honest fur a lang tyme till they tould me the 
mimbers 0’ Parlemint ware kawled Honorable bekase they do the 
dirtiest and maynest trycks, and rize the taxis so that a poore man kan 
hardly buy a bit o’ tabaky or a dacent pare of breetchis. But I was 
spakin av tke mimber o’ Parlemint. He got up an ses he—the Oirish 
wus alwais fond of the larnin—I move, thats a way of spakio they 
have whin theyre not budgin an inch, I move that skools be put up in 
iviry part of Oireland. Thares mizerabul little urchins ses he that kan 
nayther tauk nor wauk runnin about the sthreets blasfamin thare 
mayker. An I hear a cockney bosthoon the uther day laf at that and 
ses he thats an Oirish bool. What the divil isnt an Oirish bool in 
this kuntry, ses I, except the English jackasses. The kap fitted him 
= en shud see him wauk away afther that wid his tale between 

is legs. 

Spakin of taxis I rekollect the kollecthur that used to kum round to 
Ballymurphy. He was as good naterd a krathur as ivir livd if he wasnt 
in the pay av the Guvermint. He yoosed to bringa bag in frunt av him 
on thesaddel. The gorsoons yoosed to mayke grate game av him but he 


wurld loike a wezil wid his tale on fire. Wan day they wor tayzin 
him and moast of em owed him raytes and taxis—bad look to em both 
—an ses wan of um, ses he, are thim the bagpipes you hav on yere 
saddel, Mr. Connetty—arrah then you shood see ould ConnELLY’s ize 


173 


dancin a Monyeen jig, but he wasn’t to be bate, so ses I'm naythur a fil- 
dler nor a pipur, but I kan make peple dinse. An sure enuf twas three or 
foar av the naburs suffered for thare divarshun, fur the sumunzis ware 
flyin about loike sparras at three oclok inthe moarnin. An twas six 
months sum av got fur not payin thare raytes and taxes. 

Soon afther some o’ the boys that wus out shootin mistuk onl 
ConngELLY fur a plover, an miyde im a presint av five or six shwan 
drops fur his tay which satisfacthorily akounted for his not goin his 
rounds for manya long day. Ill be afthur tellin yea t-w things 
about the Oirish land perhaps next week. 

Mr. GuiapstTHons is the gratest ganyus that on earth was iver sint, 

For he'll make the pyaties good agin and we shant pay any rint. 
Yours most obadyently, 

Tuapy Derany. 


Ballymurphy. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 147. 


Last week was the season for this— 

And this is the season for those. 
That was a season of bliss, 

As every schoolboy well knows. 
But this is a season, I wis, 

Of penance, of woes, and of throes. 


1. At Christmas time 
Quite partial I’m 
To Bacchus, pleasant joker ! 
And I fondly hug 
Of this a jug, 
With a taste of red-hot poker. 


2. By gum! a drug I'm poz, in 
The list a chemist says. 
Some cases called a rosin, 
Although it’s spelt as resin. 


3. In Sovruey’s Thalaba—if I'm no dunce— 
You'll find this angel mentioned more than once. 
You wish a nearer hint, and say, “ Oh, tell! come!’ 
I've but to add, his presence is not welcome! 


4, Spinnery, spin, 
So they begin 
Weave-ery sleeve-ery, 80, 80. 
Small chance they've got 
If they do not 
Fill-ery quill-ery, oh, oh! 
Weavery, sleevery, thinnery, spinnery 
Fillery quillery—spinnery-jinnery ! 
5. Stout Watrer Rareicu went over the brine, oh ! 
Managed to collar a lot of the rhino, 
Brought back two “ wedgable” treasures, all ripe for us, 
Filling the pot, or else filling the pipe for us! _ 
Cannot you guess which the one I would state is ? 
Is it tobaccer, or is it paraties ? 
SotutTion or Acrostic No. 145.—Fatted Cuttle: Fac, Anna, Treat, 
Trot, Eel, Drone. 
Correct Sonvrions oF Acrostic, No, 145, rEcEIven Decemner 22.—B. P. R.; 
Z.; Doddy, 





Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.} 

IGNAMORIAS (Tishney).—Thanks, but scarcely suitable. 

J. H. B. B.—One is accepted. 

Piutocracy Gons Crazy.—But your jokes are not rich ones, and your 
rhymes more than ordinarily poor:—besides how do you pronounce 
‘“* Khedive ”’r 

A.M. T.H.G. A. R. T. H. N. (Agra).—Thanks for your amusing 
letter. Come and dine with us the day after to-morrow. 

J. E. H. (Camberwell).—Very nearly, but too late for the number you 
named. 

J. T. (Camden Town).—We sce nothing strange in the fact at sretee: 
tous contributions, however bad, are solicied in some quarters. e don't 
accept what is not worth paying for. Pray adhere to the determination in 
the last sentence of your letter! ; 

Declined with thanks :—E. M. S., Gordon-square ; D. B., Forest Hill ; 
S.; T. L. M.; Goosecap; P. Q R., Liverpool; S. E. L. ; S. E. ; Comique ; 
T. W.; One Who Has Seen; Sema; Bridgewater ; O. J. C.;A.; A. N. 8. ; 
J. R.; Boarding-schoelboy of the Period ; W. C. B., Chertsey ; John Bull ; 
C., Claptrap; J. C., Southampton; J. E., Dublin; E. C. W , Bridgwa er; 
Bunion ; W. W., Northallerton ;'C. F. L , St. James's ; Vaga; S. S., Scots: ; 
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THE FOREIGN TOURIST. 


This is SNonxins when he bade adieu to Jopxins last autumn :— 
“T’'m conc,” he said, “TO TAKE A RUN THROUGH FRANCE AND 


SwiTzERLAND, AND MAY PERHAPS VISIT Rome.” 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Mottoes and Aphorisms from Shakespeare (Hoca, York-street) is a 
very handy book of reference, being in fact a sort of concordance. The 
index gives ane nine thousand words, and the number of quotations 
is very large. Although the book is not a bulky one, the text is not so 
small as to be at all difficult to read, and the general turn out of the 
work is excellent. 

The Church Seasons (same publishers) is an elegantly bound and 
handsome volume of sacred selections, which seem chosen liberally and 
without any narrow sectarian exclusiveness. 

Showell’s Account Book (Viatux, Paternoster-row) seems a handy and 
compendious work suited for the wants of those good housewives who 
can and do keep stock of their expenditure. A few useful hints on 
household economy are prefixed. 

Messrs. Mosss anp Son's Almanack and Diary isa marvel, decidedly 
the most thumping pennyworth ever seen—and one that must be seen 
to be believed. 





Four or Against? 
How oddly Americans do spell! A fire is reported at the Forepaugh 
Menagerie. Surely the correct way of writing the name of that col- 
lection of quadrupeds should be “ Four-paw.” 








A week or so after bidding Ssonxins an envious farewell, J OBKINS 
went down in his humble way to Margate for a holiday. “ By Jove, sir! 
said he, “THE FIRST FELLOW I sAW ON THE JETTY was SNOBKEINS! 








A Sworded Applicant. 


Tue San Franciseo News Letter says, “GENERAL BuTier has been 
accused of robbing somebody of a sword. Is it possible that GENERAL 
BuTLER would rob—when it is so much easier to steal?”’ But our 
contemporary forgets that the General must be desperately hard up 
for a clean weapon, his own sword wasn’t fit to wear after New 


Orleans. 





Three Heads better than One. 


Ir is announced in Paris that next year the profiles of the Empress 
and the Praixce ImpEriA will be stamped on the coin of the realm as 
well as that of Napo.tzon tHe Turrp. Indeed! Does this arise from 
a desire to get the three heads on a crown, or to get a crown on the 
three heads? 

Like a Bird. 

Ir is stated that even should Parliament declare O'Donovan Rossa’s 
election for Tipperary null and void, Mr. Heron will not petition for 
the seat. We should think not! No gentleman will be anxious for 
the succession, and besides a heron is not quite the bird to represent a 
set of geese. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO.., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 

Messrs. GOO GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their ae 8g, bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROO USES ag preference to publishing an ordinary Catal ), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishirg the 

house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §&.E. 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet-street, E.C.—London ; Jan. 1, 1870. 
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A CHRISTIAN FRAME OF MIND. 








S ! 
_ dg 


HERE was once a Colonial Bishop, whose see was on the coast 
of Africa. 
He was an energetic Bishop who laboured nobly, according to 
his views, and no man gainsaid him. 

In his immediate neighbourhood resided a barbarous tribe — the 
Tribe of the Canoodle-Dums. You may have heard of them. 

They were idolators. 

They were a simple race, with a primitive religion. They were a 
mild and peaceable people, and lived in perfect harmony with one 
another. 

The Bishop said (and very properly), “I will convert these poor 


| benighted heathens.” 


He entered among them and they received him hospitably. He is 
indebted to them for teaching him the flavour of ape—which, to this 
day, is always served in various forms at the episcopal banquets. 
There are few pleasanter dishes than ape stewed with oysters and port 
wine. But, on the other hand, he found them but little prepared to 
listen to the beauties of the religion he was about to unfold to them. 

He began by entering into conversation with their Chum, or High 
Priest. 

The Bishop learnt from the Chum, or High Priest, the heads of the 
Canoodle-Dummers’ faith. 

He found that at sunrise they were summoned to prayer by the 
beating of a tom-tom, or the blowing of a horn. 

“‘Tt does not matter which,” said the Chum. 

‘“‘ How is this?” said the Bishop. ‘It does not matter which ?” 

‘- ]t does not in the least matter, whether it is a tom-tom or a horn,” 
said the Chum. ‘“ Why should it?” 

“Oh,” said the Bishop, “ This is a terrible state of things.”” And 
he thought to himself, “It is useless, just at present, to iii to 
inculcate the beauties of Christianity. In their present state of mind 
they will not appreciate what I have totell them. I will begin by 
endeavouring to instil a healthier moral tone, so will they the more 
readily apprehend the doctrine that I shall then lay before them.” 

With the permission of their chief, he summoned the tribe. They 
came like lambs. 

“Oh, Canoodle-Dummers,” said he, ‘“‘I am pained to find that you 
are indifferent as to whether a tom-tom ora horn is used to summon 
you to your devotions.” 

“We are quite indifferent,’’ said they, with one voice, “so that we 
are summoned.” 

“‘ But,” said the Bishop, “ Observe, if a horn is right, a tom-tom 
must be wrong. So, likewise if a tom-tom is right, a horn is out of 
the question.” 

“ But, why ?”’ said the Canoodle- Dummers. 

“Why?” echoed the Bishop, indignantly, “ Why, of course!” 

“T see,” said each Canoodle-Dummer, thoughtfully. And the 
members of the tribe looked askance at each other, and each edged 
away from his neighbour. 

And the next day the tribe was divided into two mighty religious 
factions, those who stood up for the horn, and those who stood up for 
the tom-tom. 

The Chum, or High Priest, endeavoured, but in vain, to reconcile 
them. ‘“ Why,” said the Chum, “should you quarrel on such a point ? 
You are all good men. You are all amiable, sufficiently virtuous, 
tolerably sober, charitable, and generally well-conducted. You agree 
on all the vital points of your religion. Why divide on matters of 
unimportant detail? ’’ 

“Why, indeed!” said the tribe. And the two factions embraced. 

“Stop!”’ said the Bishop, “I am pained beyond measure to see this. 
What are the ingredients of a plum pudding to the shape of the mould 
in which it is boiled ?”’ 
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| Long Horns and the Flat Long Horns. He pointed out to the Short 
| Horn party that some of the short horns were cows’ horns and some 
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“Nothing at all,’’ said the tribe. 
finally, divided. 

The Bishop persevered. 

He addressed the Horn party, and said, “I notice with pain that some 
of your horns are long, and some are short. This should not be.” 

“Which is right ? ” said the Horn party. 

“T am not of your religion,” said the Bishop, “so I cannot under- 
take to offer an opinion. But one thing is certain, if one is right the 
other is wrong.”’ 

So the Horn party was divided into two sects—the Long Horns and 
the Short Horns. And the Long Horns hated the Short Horns even 
more than the Horn party hated the Tom-tom party. And the Short 
Horns returned the compliment. 

The Bishop then abivemed the Tom-tom party, and said, “I 
am grieved to see that some of your tom-toms are long and narrow, 
while others are short and stout. If it is right that a tom-tom 
should be long and narrow, it is a sin to use those that are of 
diametrically opposite form.”’ 

And the Tom-tom party were accordingly divided into two sects, the 
Long and Narrow Tom-tom, and the Short and Stout Tom-tom. 

And the feud that existed between the Horn party and the Tom-tom 
party was as nothing compared to that which raged between the Long 
and Narrow Tom-tom party and the Short and Stout ‘Tom-tom party. 

The Bishop still persevered. 

He pointed out to the Long Horn party that some of the long 
horns were sharp and some were flat. 

So the Long Horn oy were subdivided, and became the Sharp 





And they were again, and 


were rams’ horns. 
So, the Short Horn Party were subdivided, and became the Short 


Cow Horns and the Short Ram Horns. 





The Bishop still persevered. 

He pointed out to the Long and Narrow Tom-tom party that some 
of their long and narrow tom-toms were headed with the skin of 
sheep and some with the skin of pigs. 

So the Long and Narrow Tom-tom party were sub-divided and 
became the Long and Narrow Sheep-headed Tom-tom party and the 
Long and Narrow Pig-headed Tom-tom party. 

He pointed out to the Short and Stout Tom-tom party that some of 
their short and stout tom-toms were boxed in with wood and some 
with iron. So the Short and Stout Tom-tom party were sub-divided 
into the Short and Stout Wooden-boxed Tom-tom party, and the 
Short and Stout Iron-boxed Tom-tom party. 

And here the good Bishop took breath and rested. For by this time 
there was only one man to each sub-division, and the process of dis- 
integration could be carried on no further. ; 

Let us hope, however, that he was as successful in converting them 
to Christianity, as he was in bringing them to a Christian frame of 
mind. 











OM FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, January 5th, 1870. 
OV O we are to have the whole Alabama question opened again! It 
"NY is a bore, that worst of bore an obviously purposeless infliction : 
OY) of course we are not going to “hoe a long row”’ of leeks and 
~~“ then eat them, and the Yankees seem to have made up their 
minds that nothing less will suit them, and calm their injured feelings. 
Mr. Mortiey will effect no more by transplanting the question to 
America than Mr Reverpy Jounson did by discussing it here. Our 
cousins across the Atlantic will not listen to common sense, and we will 
not listen to nonsense. . 

Meantime it is a downright nuisance to have the organised and 
eternal repetition of the United States parody of an old nigger melody 
ground out for ever under our national front window :— 

Oh, Britannia, won’t ;e cry|to me — 
* ll pay the Alabama claims, and bend to you the knee.” 

No wonder Joun Buiit—who has had those confounded taxpayers 
at the door already—looks over the blind angrily, and mutters any- 
thing but a blessing on the complacent grinder of that wearisome old 
tune. 


Tur South-of-Thames Railway, Companies have reduced their fares 
to the rate at which they stood when a year and a half ago they 
achieved such tremendous unpopularity by raising them. They were 
told at the time that their policy was suicidal, but they imagined they 
knew their own business best. The result has proved that they did 
not, and they have had to abandon their black-mail. Had they done 
so earlier, they would have increased their profits, prevented the de- 
population of the suburbs, and removed oppressive charges from people, 
who in these times can ill afford to pay them. 

The fares might be reduced lower than they are, with advantage, 
but we will hopefully accept the boon wrung by experience from the 
reluctant directors. There can be little doubt that when the present 
reduction has done its work, and proved that cheap fares are the best 
policy, the companies, whose sole object is to get as much money as 
they can, will order up more humble pie and give the passenger still 
cheaper trains. 

One thing is pretty certain—after the disastrous experience of the 
last year and a half, they will not return to the higher tariff, with 
which conviction people will possibly return to the deserted districts 
the more readily. 











Ir is never too early for good news, so we announce with pleasure 
that on the 5th of next April, the chair at the annual dinner of the 
Newsvendors’ Benevolent Society will be taken by Mr. Cuantes Dic- 
kENS, who, it will be remembered, .was prevented by ill health from 
presiding last year. Our readers can anticipate what a brilliant 
evening it will he. 

We said good news can never be too carly; it was a mistake. This 
good news we tell only just in time; for the tickets will be so rapidly 
disposed of, that those of our readers who wish to go should secure 
them at once. 





Go along, do! 

Tur Delaware word for “love” is “ schimeléndamowitchwagan.”’ 
We should like to know how any fellow could pop the question with 
such an instance of “linked sweetness long drawn out.” And then 
think what a time it must take the lady to return his passion! No! 
On the whole we would rather convey our feelings in the brevity of 
English than in such a lumbering thingumbob-wagan. 





Law and Justice. 


A man was being tried the other day in Ohio for bigamy. When 
the first wife had given her evidence against him, she coolly walked to 
the dock, drew a revolver and fired at the gay deceiver, but luckily her 
nim was not good. She was altogether labouring under an error—it 
was a criminal action, not a civil shoot that was in hand. 


‘Strange Accident. 
Tus gentleman who was considerably “overtaken” on Boxing- 
night, is almost beside himself again, and says he will give liquor the 
go-by in future. 


Mr. Lowe's Incomz-Tax Morro.—“ No quarter!” 
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AGRICULTURE AND ALPHABETS. 


B C do puzzle me,” 
Said honest Gigs, the ploughman, 
“‘T can’t contrive to spell, d’ye sce, 
Nor yet to read no-how, man! 
But works all day 
For little pay ; 
And here’s my obserwation— 
To see that ’ere 
Ain’t nowhow fair 
Requires no eddication !’”’ 
Says Gigs, says he, 
‘‘’Tis plain to me, 
Though I’ve no eddication!”’ 


“Eight shillin’s be what they pays 
me,” 
Said honest Gizs, the ploughman, 
“Tn this here country of the free, 
Where we’re a: standing now, man! 
But I'll engage 
, I’d lose my wage— 
Likewise my sittywation, 
If I axed for 
One shillin’ more 
To help my eddication !”’ 
Says Gigs, says he, 
“Tis plain to me, 
Though I’ye no eddication ! 


‘The hovel where I’ve had to r’ar,”’ 
Said honest Gixzs, the ploughman, 
“My children—why, the pigs ’ud stare 
To be so housed, I vow, man! 
It’s clear to me 
*Thout A B C, 
A man of this here nation 
- Should house, at least, 
No worse n’r a beast, 
Despite of eddication.”’ 
Says Giuzs, says he, 
“Tis plain to me, 
Though I’ve no eddication 


‘So, why should I my patience try,” 
Said honest Giixs, the ploughman, 
‘* Wi’ larnin’ when no good I spy 
In them as has’t enow, man | ' 
Dost think it would 
Make me more good— 
Or raise me in my station ? 
It makes it wuss, 
’Cos I’m sarved thus 
By folks wi’ eddication!’’ 
Says Gizzs, says he, 
“That puzzles me, 
What good is eddication f ”’ 


Harmony and Discord. 


A GENTLEMAN, Of San Francisco, ran away the other day with a 
musical box and a wife belonging to another party. The injured 
husband had him arrested for petty larceny ! He might have let the 
poor fellow retain the article producing harmony, in consideration of 
his having relieved him of one producing discord. 





A Title Deed. 


An advertisement in a foreign paper states that some one at Frank- 
fort can supply anyone who wishes to become a count with the coveted 
title, acre conditions. We should think the title was not much 
ac-count ! 


Rope Enough. 


A Kenrvcxy Vigilance Committee, who did not hang their men 
effectually, are now sued for damages by their resuscitated victims. 
We should say the best thing to be done is to ha—we mean suspend 
the committee. 


“Tey taat To THE Manines!”’— What? Why, that the Ad- 
miralty authorises them to wear beards. This will be good news for 
Cartarn Marryat’s old friend Cheeks, the Marine. 
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AN ORGANISED NUISANCE, 











WITH THAT OLD TUNE 


AGAIN 


HERE HE IS 


J. Bull:—“CONFOUND THAT FELLOW, 





See 
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MRS. BROWN ACTS FRIENDLY. 


_ I pon’r think as ever I did see anything more dreadful in my born 
days than the way as one gets into trouble and all through a-tryin’ to 
de a good-natured turn, for really it’s my opinion as the more you 
tries te serve people the less thanks you gets. I'm sure, as to that 


bussim, and to take and say sich awful things about me, as I’m sure 
‘adn’t. no malice nor ‘atred in my ’art agin’ ’er. 
she behaved about ’Ampton Court were a downright disgrace, and so I 
told ’er to ’er face, a double tongued sarpint that she is, with no shame 
about ’er, as I’m sure wasn’t no friend of mine, as never set eyes on ‘er 
afore that mornin’ as we'd all agreed to go to ’Ampton Court, as were 
own sister to Mrs. Parrit, and was a-waitin’ to start from ‘er ’ouse 
and ’ad words; for I set my face agin’ a pic-nic from the werry be- 
ginnin’ a-knowin’ ’ow them things ends frequent when least expected. 

I says to Brown, jest addressin’ on ’im, ‘If we goes to ’Ampton 
Court I ain’t a-goin’ in no wans as is a thing not suited to any one at 
my time of life, so if we goes let’s go respectable.” Browwn he says, 
“ What areg’lar old kill-joy you are, to be sure, who’s goin’ ina wan ?”’ 
snd out of the room he goes quite ’urt. ‘ Well,” I says, “I don't 
know about others, but no wans for me for one, as don't want to be 
"awked and shook about like that.’’ “Oh,” says Mrs. Parrit, a- 
bridlin’ up, “ your equals, not to say betters, ’as gone in wans ’afore 
now—aye, and in carts too.” ‘Yes,’ I says, “I knows they ‘ave 
through ’avin’ travelled myself and ’eard speak of the King and Queen 
of France as was dragged in carts through the streets and beheaded, 
ignominious like, by them wile Chartists over there as ’ave seen the 
spot with my own eyes.” ‘ You're quite a traveller,” says Mrs. 


J says, “ Strange or not I can only speak of what I’ve seed.‘ Well,” 
says Mrs. Parrit, “I shouldn't ’ave thought to ’ave looked at you as 
you was old enough to have seen them kings and queens murdered.” 
I says, “I did not say as I sce them murdered, but only the spot where 
it were done, and let them as doubts go and see for themselves.” 

We was a-gettin’ quite warm over it when in come Brown for to 
say as the carriage were a-waitin’ and a werry genteel turn-out too, 
with a seat for two in front and four behind, as you got into like a 
emnibus at the back. I can’t say as I thought much of the ’orse, and 
i says to Brown as he wouldn't fetch much by the pound, and got my 
nose snapped off for my pains. 

Well, Brown and Mr. Parrit was a-goin’ to set in front, as Mr. 
Pasnrit were the driver, and of all the beastly pipes as he kep’ a- 
smokin’ I never did; and, as to drive, he didn’t know no more about it 
than a wild goose, and let the ’orse go a-wanderin’ all zig-zag along 
the road and run agin’ a post every now and then as nearly shook my 
tecth out, and the awful langwidge as he got from omblibus drivers as 
ho kep’ a-gettin’ in the way on ; I never did. 

We wasn't much of a party of pleasure, for both Mrs. Parrit and 
Mus. Gatry were dead sulky ; not as I cared, for I'm werry good com- 
pany for myself; and was a-thinkin’ in my mind about ‘avin’ my 
merino turned for the winter, and if them two sisters didn't set a- 
whisperin’ and a-gigglin’ together as is awful low manners I con- 
siders. 

Well, we was just agin’ the river and ‘ad to cross a bridge, when if 
that idjot of a man Parrirt didn't take and run slap into the back 
wheel of a bus, as he were a tryin’ to pass, and ketched the other 
wheel agin’ a post as give the shay that shock and nearly knocked me 
over. the side, and the only thing as I see was Mrs. Garry a-flying out 
atthe end. So I makes a dash at ’er, and ketches ’old of ‘er gownd, 
23 were & muslin’, and one of them cheap ones as is as rotten as tinder, 
and if the whole skirt didn’t come away from the body in my ’and, 
and she dropped like a dead weight into a large puddle as seemed there 
for the purpose. Mrs. Panrir she says, “Come out of the way,” and 
give mea shove, and if I didn’t fall slap on the top of Mrs. Garry as 
were a-layin’ flat on ’er back a-kickin’ like mad. 

{ never did ’ear any one scream like Mrs. Panrrir as kep’ a-sayin’ as 
{ was murderin’ ’er dear sister, and there was Brown and Parrir 
2-tryin’ to estricate the wchicle from the bus. I says to Mrs. Parrirt, 
“ Lend me a’and,” for I couldn’t get up by myself, and do believe as 
{ should ’ave smothered Mrs. Garry but for two stable ’elps as picked 
me off from the top of ’er. Both them women set on me with that wile 
abuse as Billin'sgate is ‘igh life to. So, I says to Mus. Parrir, “Don't 
be abusin’ me, but abuse that old hass of a ’usband of yourn, as is as 
zaueh used to a ’orse as a bear in a boat, as the sayin’ is.” ‘Oh, says 
Mrs. Garry, “the hagony as I’m a sufferin’ with your ’eels right in 
the pit of my stomach, as you did it for the purpose, you spiteful 
wicked woman, and to tear the clothes off my back, as I see you set 
oppersite Me aenwyin’ this lovely dress all the way, as is a belgerine.”’ 
“ Well,” I says, “it may be a belgerine, but it’s a miserable rag to 
give way like that.” “Why,” she says, “ you reg’lar tore at it like a 
tiger.” I says, “To save you I ketched ’old on it.” She says, “Save | 
Ee! Why you actchally give me a shove.” I says, ‘* Excuse me, but 
that’s a wile falsehood.” She says, “ Nobody shan’t ever give me the 
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lie to my face,” and if she didn’t take and fly at me and tear my 
bonnet and ‘air all off with one grab. f struck out-at’er with my 
parysol for to keep ’er off, and give Mrs. Parrit a crack across the 
face as set ’er nose a-bleedin’: she ‘ollers murder, :nd up come Brown 
and Parrit as ‘ad jest estricated the wehicle. 

I didn’t say nothink but give a rush into @ public ‘ouse as were cloge 


’ i aa 3 ’ | by, and aske 0 O allow me for to go unp-stairs fe 
Mxs. Garry, she’s a reg’lar wiper as ever were warmed in a ’uman | 3 2 ape a them for to or to go up-stairs for to set my 
C% oO TICHts. 
91 } , thar P ; ai . ’ ° 
Though the way as | maid, but the bother as I ’ad to get my ‘air on nobody wouldn't believe, 


They was werry civil over it, particular the chamber- 


for if that wile creetur’ ’adn’t broke the string with ’er-wiolence, so I 
‘ad to put it in my pocket arter all, and down I come lookin’ no doubt 
worry sing’ler with no ‘air on, and see one or two parties stare. 

T goes to the door to look out for Brown for to say as I wouldn't go 
a step further with them women, but law, there was no signs of ’um 
nor yet of the shay nor them neither, and if they ’adn’t gone clean off 
without me. I was dreadful put out, for I ’adn’t no money about me, as 
I'd give the chambermaid the only sixpence I ’ad as paid for a glass of 
ale out of it. What to do I didn’t know so ’ad to make a friend of the 
landlady, as give me somethink to eat and the money to get ome, and 
I left my ’andsome shawl behind, as I'd only brought for fear of its 
bein’ chilly at night. 

"Ome I goes and ‘ad a early cup of tea, and was certainly put out 
with Brown a-desertin’ me like that, and it must ‘ave been about ten, 
jest as I'd finished my bit of supper, when I ‘eard a rap at the door as 
wasn’t Brown’s knock. So, I throws up the parlour winder and there 
I see them two women a-standin’ on the doer step, both in liquor as I 
could see and ‘ear. So, says Mrs. Parrit, “ Oh, you dear old soul, it’s 
only us as ’ave come in a cab for a bit of supper through the carriage 
a-breakin’ down close agin’ the Clapham station, and the gentlemen 
‘as sent us on first.’’ I says, “’As they’ Well, then, you'd better 
go back to them gentlemen, for you ain’t a-goin’ to cross my door, you 
couple of wile intosticated indiwidjals,”’ and down I shets the winder. 

If you'd ’eard them women knock and ring you'd ’ave thought as 
Bedlam was broke loose. Bless you, the neighbours was all out of their 
doors and winders to look. So, I calls out of the winder to young 
WEeENABLES, as I see standing near the gate for to fctch a perliceman ; 
and if them women didn’t begin a-pullin’ up the flowers and_a peltin’ 
me with ’em till the perlice come and made ’em step it. 

Brown never got ‘ome till two in the mornin’, dead sulky, anda 
little on, and wouldn’t give no account of ‘isself, and in course I wouldn’t 
ask no questions, and we was cool for days, till I found out as that Mrs. 
Garry ’ad been a tellin’ ’im lots of lies agin’ me, a-tryin’ to pison ’is 
mind, as was soon cleared up, and I proved to ’’im as she were a wile 
falsehood ; and the next time as she pitches off a shay she may fall for 
me as’ll never try to save ‘er again. 


GRANDPAPA JACK. 


Dear Grandpapa Jack, you must frankly be told 
You are getting more stupid while getting more old, 
And the state of your intellect, weak from the first, 
By degrees has at present arrived at its worst. 

You have been such a hopeless old pauper till now, 
That your mind got neglected, one hardly cared how. 
But your millionaire cousin a week or two back 
Died and left you his property, Grandpapa Jack. 


There are duties in wealth which the poor man may shun — 
As a matter of course, education is one: 

And, though rich, you've become such a jolly old fool, 
That we all think it better to send you to school. 

Though you're eighty, or near it, you'll probably find 
That you still have a chance of improving your mind; 

But I wish, ’ere you start on so novel a track, 

To advise and admonish you, Grandpapa Jack. 


They will teach you the alphabet ; never despair, 

If at first it defies your most vigilant. care. 

They will teach you arithmetic, too (if they ean) 
Which is always of use to an opulent man. 

If you cannot write pothooks and hangers with ease, 
Or make dots over i's and put crosses to t’s, 

Never fear, but undaunted renew the attack, 

And at length you may conquer them, Grandpapa Jack. 


’Tis incautious to lay out much money in toys; 

And beware how you meddle with quarrelsome boys. 

If your schoolfellows taunt you, this maxim recall :— 
Pick the little ones out if you must fight at all. 

You must also beware, when temptations arise, 

Of becoming dyspeptic on sweetstuff and pies. 

Take my blessing and prosper; you can’t plead the lack 
Of advice and admonishment, Grandpapa Jack. 





Tue Toren’s “ Merry Curistmas.’’—A mug-gy one. 
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TABLEAUX VIVANTS. 
By a Mooirwn Spectator. 


At this time of the year when evening parties are held to be appro- 
priately supplemented by some sort of entertainment conducive to 


jollity, there is a mistakentendency towards Acted Charades, Amateur | 
Plays, and Zableaux Vivants. Wesay mistaken, because the performers | 
are put to a vast deal of trouble, anxiety, and discomfort without any | 


adequate reward ; and the spectators are simply bored to death, even 
if they get now and then a laugh out of matters intended to touch the 
tenderer feelings. 

Dormant, a friend of mine, who possesses a snug little box in Kent, 
and a large drysaltery in the City, bade me the other night toa 
festivity, which was described as Zableaux Vivants. As I have expec- 
tations from Dorimanrt, I did not conceive it well to refuse, though I 
am a determined enemy to dullness. 

On reaching the abode of my friend, the drysalter, some hours 
before the other guests—it having been arranged that I should have a 
bed there—I was amused to observe in what perplexity and utter 
chaos the whole place was involved. Dokimant was wringing his 
hands over a grief which, he confessed to me in private, arose from the 
driving of ae into the drawing room paper in order to the construc- 
tion of a stage. PartHenia, my old friend’s wife, was bewailing the 
absorption of various valuable portions of her wardrobe, including a 
fine brocade, “ which,”’ she said, in touching accents, “ was worn, I 
assure you, my dear Mr. Spectator, at King WItiram’s eoronation 
ae my late great-grandmother, Mistress Vanessa, of Grosvenor 
Place.” 


The evening arrived, and I must confess to having been amused 
more than I hoped. PxHitanpsr, who is my godchild, and has weak 
legs, had been appointed the representative of ‘“‘ Spring ”’ in the first 

resentation. But his supports so shook under him that, to render the 
‘rench phrase in our own tongue, the Zad/eau or picture was too 
living. Other like scenes succeeded, but in all, the performers, either 
through nervousness or some fault in the construction of the stage, 
gled and nodded in a manner only to be com to a collection 

of inferior wax-works in a ricketty caravan placed on sloping ground. 

The precise scene, which my friend Arg uss sketched down on 
his thumb-nail for the amusement of his neighbour, the fair CLEANTHE, 
was described in the bills as “ ‘The Declaration of Freedom in Poland.” 
Young Scris_erion, who stood behind me, had just remarked that “ it 
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was but a silent declaration,’’ when the foremost Polonian was affected 
by a sudden and violent sneeze. The disorder spread and in two 
minutes the whole array of supposed lifeless figures were sneezing 
until the tears flowed down their cheeks—as they were flowing down 
those of the audience, but from a different cause, 

On searching into the cause of this dire disaster, I learnt from the 
young PHILANDER, that it had arisen from the upsetting of the snuff- 
box of his uncle, Antatcipes. That good gentleman had been pre- 
| vailed upon, on account of his rotundity, to take the part of Sancto 
Panza in the precedent tableau. Using snuff with some liberality, 
and having no pockets to his stage costume, he had placed his box on 
the table before him, and having forgotten it when he quitted the 
stage, it was overset by the zeal of those who were preparing the next 
scene. 

After that we adjourned to supper, a hearty and sufficient meal, 
upon which followed an hour or so in the smoking room, of which as 
an old bachelor, I am a staunch upholder. 


Did you ever P 


Know a house and estate agent who wished t» carry on his business 
without /et or hindrance ? 
Meet a man who repented coming to the razor-lution never again to 


shave ? 
See a Nimrod who had a receipt for keeping “jumping powder ”’ 
dry ? 
A Poor Consolation. 
Txose who have not been fortunate enough to participate in the 
good things of the season may, by taking a stroll on Tower-hill, 
obtain a “ Mint ’’-spy. 





Certainly not. 
| Tue Paynes, of Covent Garden pantomime, have no connection with 
| the burlesques occasionally produced gratuitously at the Middlesex 
Sessions. 





| Why must a bulldog be fleeter than a greyhound ?— Because he’s 
| quicker with his “ pins.”’ 





| 
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_ THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


| Dane Scr,—l tould ye the uther day that it was niggers or kanni- 
tals they wor goin to mayke av us an I thin mayde the uriginal 
remark that I didnt know what we wor kummin to, an I wus rite. 

‘isnt onlee bastes av the feeld theyre goin to transmaugrify us into, 
buat theyre goin to thry how the Oirish will get on whin theyre trated 
teake turnups and kawlyflowurs. 

Shure whin I[ here that Mr. Guapstione wus goin to mayke law 
Sor the land, I thaut to meself, as Lremarked in the bit av potry I 
sint ye lasth week,-that the praytics ud nivir be blak agin, and that 
we shouldnt have to pay anny moar rint. Instid av that what do ye 
think were goin to get? Be the powers tis what they kawl Fixyty 
ef Tenyure. Shure tis meself.didntdkmow what that mint no moar 
than the handel of a jug, till the skoolmasthur tould me, ses he, youll 
be rootid in-the soil. Kootid in the soib,-ses I, an what the divil will 
we be thin whin we grow up. 

i here wan time ava place kawled: Bullinaguddy in the kounty 
Kalkmny whare if you poot down a nale twill grow into a pokur. 
Sat I din: no the divil what an Virish man ud be whin he sprung up. 
| 3 he was a.anyan he wudnt shoot thru the eyes, at angerate, loike 

the prayties, for a:Fanyan nivir shoots at ye till he seestthe heels of 
yure boots." Well, I thaut thare might be some chantse aw getting out 
av the ground by givin up the lase or sellin it till they tould me that 
we'll be. rootid to the sile fur ivir, thats sekurities av tenyure, so that 
wwe woant be abel ivir to spind Crismus at hoam. But what shud we 
ekspect from the Guvermint thatenivir lets us have foine weather whin 
we want to cut the krops. 

‘Tawkin av krops remoinds me av O'Donovan Rossa. I here he 
axed the Qurrn to let im live in the prizin nere Parlemint that he 
zoay be abel to pick oakham and brake sthones and at the sayme tyme 
tell Mr. Guapsruone how much obliged he is tohim fur the handk&uffs 
ke mayde im a prisint of. But what about his karredge? Faith, the 
sannaber fur Tipperaree will have the most wonderful vayikle that ivir 
“rauv up to the Hous av Kummons. An the paintin av it is so un- 
kammon—shure tis a beautyfull black, it is all ovur with nothin 
erromintal about it but the QureEN’s kote av arms, an the perlicemans 
testtens on the dhrivurs box. 

tie the powers, too, tis big: enuf to hould all the Guvermint put 
tegethur, an twud be a good job if they wor let tayke an airin iu it 
wuanse or twoice a week to make: um-remimbir what they moight 
ekspect if the Oirish got Repale av the Union. 

Couplia that, L remimbur whin a blagard in Cork murdered his 
fathar and muthur, whin he was axed what he had to say why he 
sioodnt be hanged, he shoutid out, Oh, me loard, are ye goin to sin- 
Since a poor orfin. 

Couplin that, I see in wan av the papurs the uther day the nayme 
ava book, an what do ye think they kawled it—why, tis kawled a 
familee histhoree—Oireland befoar the Unyun. What the divil do 
they want riten about what ivirybody knows. Shure thares hardly a 
familee I know that wusnt before the Unyun some tyme or anuther— 
an tis hard gizards sum o’ thim Board av Garguns have be the sayme 
teakin, thin what do they want makin poor peple ashaymed av thim- 
selves fur havin to take the durty yalla male from the relievin offisur. 

Arrah, thin, did ye here what Mr. Byrne sed in Dublin the uther 
dzxy. I rote to Misraurn GLapsTHOoNE, ses he, an I tould im to lave 
the grazhurs out in the wilderness. Let em howl away, ses he, the 
howl of the grazhurs ud sound loike musick to the car and ud kreeayte 
a vibrashun in the hart of iviry Oirish pisant. Shure an I dinno how 
the howl av a grazhur ud be plisint but I suppoas as wan ay thim 
jokurs in the kommick paypurs ovur in Lundun ud say, if the 
grazhurs wudnt let tho poor peple set the whate an the barley av 
ksoorse theyd play on the Corn-et. 

Tis mesclf that hoaps yer honcr spint the Crismus_ happilee. 
a taweco @ivt av Starviu kraturs about that have but a soar tyme av it 
an tis meself that knows your tryin to help um. Shureif Tuapy 
{ieuany koud do annythink for um hed do it with a hart an a haaf. 
Lf peple kant sind munny, let um sind ould cloze, and theyll see what 
a dinnur the poor kan mayke out av a flannil jackct. 

Tet us do our best this Crismus for the wary suns av toil 
Fur next year we wont be abel—we’ll be rootid to the soil. 

Thares the rushin sperit, as poor Mistuur Gara.p Guirrin yoosed 

*o Kkawl hammerin away at me agin. 
Yours most obadyently, 
Duapy Dzrany. 




























Ballymurphy. 


Found. 


Tue hinge of a Christmas box. 

A padlock belonging to a chain of circumstances. 

A key (skeleton) conjectured to appertain to a dead-lock. 

The socket of a thunder-bolt. 

The handle of an election screw. 

lf the above are not claimed within a few days will be sold for 
et iron. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. [48. 


Twetve come dancing hand in hand, 
Over Time's too-fleeting sand. 
Twelve have passed into their tomb, 
In the silence and the gloom. 

At this moment ominous, 

Lo! how this commences thus! 


1. His coat is sober drab, 
His hat is wide of brim, 
His name it is Aminidab ; 
And ‘Tabitha loves him! 
And when he asks that Quakeress, 
She’ll auswer something like a yes. 


2. “Twelve rosebuds in a ring!” 
Time's scythe already, keen and fleet, 
Has eropt one Christmas rose—to fling 
At Winter's feet. 


3. It often costs much, and it often costs nought : 
Unlike in each cuse, though, its fate is ; 
For people will value a thing they have bought, 
Caring little for what they get gratis. 
4. You do it om rivers— 
You build it on shore. 
° It sounds near the livers 
Of fishes, that’s more. 
If you're doubtful about 
Its meaning —why, go 
And follow it out, 
As you ought, with a hoc! 


SotvTion or Acrostic No. 146.—Dark Days :*Dead, Abracadabra, 
Roy, Knaves. 
SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 146, necervep 29th’ December — Double M. ; 


J. O. P.; Gallia Cock; Pipekop ; J. B. ; Shodger and Tiney ; Old Maid; Brave Ned ; 


B. BP. R.; P.M. H. 


“Proving his Title. 

Ir is stated that Mr. Hepwourn Dixon has registered the title of a 
new journal to be called LigAt. ‘The name will do very well until the 
paper is published, but no longer. Low can it be a Light when it 
is out 2 


Woman’s Mission. 
Miss LyprA Becker is about to start a new paper to be called The 
Home. Well, that’s just where woman’s mission should begin — 
and end. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
ied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 

responsible for doss.4 

A FrEsSHMAN.— Apparently going in for ‘*Smalls.’’ Majora canamus, 
sir. 
W.H.B,R. H. A. (Woolwich).—What cm you be thinking about to 
send us a joke that was a veieran before you were a recruit —possibly before 
you were even “in arms’? 

Tom ScRATCHER.— Read your Rule: of Ri yme, and you will know better. 

W. P. (Maida Hill).- It would not suit us, 

FREDERIC.—He is looking at his own son, 

gain. 

G. M. (Throgmorton-street .— Your wit may be excellent, but it wants 
delicacy, and so does no’ please us as a matter of coarse. 

A. S. (Sydney-street).— ‘I he e,itaph had better be put up over itself. 

ButTron.—Scarcely worth it. 

PickLE8.—Shelved, not preserved ; we are sorry t) say 80, as the writer 
is evidently a place in our columns to win eiger. 

INVENTUS.—Lon est. 

Hazarp.—Any connection of the “‘ Hazard of the Dye ?’’—if so we hope 
the dye was not green. 

Jos G. (Liverpool) —Thanks for your kind expressions, but on the whole, 
we think we know our business best. 

Cipipus.— We fear the “ swelled foo 
mas festivities have aggrava'ed it. 

Declined with thanks: H.R. K , Cavendish square; Medical Student ; 
—, Leith; C. B.; J. B., Bloomsbury; A 3S, Sydney-street; Bella, A. L., 
Dublin; J. T., Holloway, K L., Maidstone; J. R., Hampstead, D ; 
F. W. 3., Thames Dition , H., Patent Oilice ; C. M. B., Maida bill; Siren ; 
Whistlebinkie; D. M, J’aiston; F. L. W.; Nem. Con.; A Friend; J. W., 
Liverpool; B., Liverpool; HKab-l Mandeb; Xmas Box; T J.; N, 
Highbury; 8S. S., Knowing Card; ~nesksby; M. L.; A Well-wisher ; 
Z., Brighton ; The Cove ; Canvouleums ; P. W., Never-say-die; Caput. 


But don’t ask such things 


’’ is due to gout, and that Christ- 
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UP TO WEIGHT. dnt be hi 

Mr. B. :—‘*TuHatT sEEMS A VERY POWBRFUL ANIMAL Mrs, J. 18 on.” 7 : tha 
Mr. J. :—“ Ou, YE8, CARRIES HER SPLENDIDLY. YOU SEE, 8HE RIDES ABOUT SIXTEEN STONE, 80 I BROUGHT MER A MORSE book, an 
BREWING FIRM, AS I KNEW HE WAS USED TO CARYYING HEAVY BARRELS.” ‘lee histhc 
want rite 

TN ee ae 

CHATS ON THE MAGS amusing essay on tobacco, which goes exhaustively ‘is hard gi: 

JANUARY. of the weed. in, thin w 


Ix the Cornhill there is a provokingly short instalment of Mr. | ..-°°,479%¥ opens its new volume with opirit.  Jsreq fir hay 


Reape’s stirring story. While this clever novel shows up in distinct as good as ever, and the other papers ave all sn _ _ 
celours the evils of Trades Unionism as practised at Sheffield, the ee mame 
other serial, “‘ Against Time,” exposes commercial morality in the City. A Shot. ey é 
There is a capital paper, “ Our New Bishop,” and, also, a pleasing poem A CORREfPONDENT asks us, “ When the hedges sh He ay 
of GeRaLp GRIFFIN’s. : s ; : size of the shot they use?” He ought to know, for). pow) o 
Tinsley's is a good number, with an article on ‘“Croquet,’’ which | « gmall bore.”? ae 
lovers of the game can read at this impracticable season, and “ fight aS he ma th 
toate Sane _— me ” in imagination. ‘ Was it Haunted ?’’ should A Peep into the Future. <a “ 
not r dark; it isa pity it is not vouched by the writer's “ : ” rsa. theyd 
natu G0 ee 7-7 od. A TIME will come” when the humblest member ‘lis: meselt 


indeed on fact—on the Suswanp murder | Brigade, in the intervals between polishing boots,: |; rn 

London Society is excellent this month. ‘“‘At Boulogne” is very good, his Latin. i ee cial iis meself 
but indeed in art as well as literature this is the best number of the | Spocesrion To A SPORTING Wuiter.—Why net brin at 
magazine we have seen for a long time. | Guide” to the turf? ‘pie Rant 





Belgravia is amusing, as usual. “ Princess Crancrin”’ is very good, ane. the.. 
and so is “The Diamond Bullet”’—both “thrillers!’’ We are glad NOTICE.—On Wednesday next, will appear Tet as do 
to learn from the announcement of a new novel from her pen, that Bie ; ’ - Pur next ; 
Miss Brappon is restored to health. | The Pantomime Number of ‘ Fu. ares the : 

Once a Week seems to be steadily improving. It contains an | Giving “ The Round of the Theatres,” Literary 4. w} hamm<, 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO. “™ 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUS1.,,; 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, | be 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publie general! fora Cc vey (akele 
List of their Furniture, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of |! : 

FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Parsitur: socket o 

various Rooms, and enabling in ing Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost: !5 handle Q 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. the above 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E, = 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 90, Fleet-street, E.C.—Lend 
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SHADY DELANY OWT THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


|. Janz Scr,—l tould ye the uther day that it was niggers or kanni- 
» they wor goin to mayke av us an I thin mayde the uriginal 

vark that I didnt know what we wor kummin to, an I wus rite. 

nt onlee bastes av the feeid theyre goin to transmaugrify us into 
theyre goin to thry how the Virish will get on whin theyre trated 
' so turnups and kawlyflow:urs. 

7 jure whin I here.that Mx. Guiapstionz wus goin to mayke law 
| the land, I thaut to meself, as Lremarked in the bit av potry I 
> ye lasth week,- that the praytics ud nivir be blak agin, and that 
shouldnt have to pay anny moar rint. Instid av that what do ye 
le were goin to get? Bu the powers tis what they kawl Fixyty 
Yenyure. Shure tis meself.didntimow what that mint no moar 
a the handel of a jug, till the skookmasthur tould me, ses he, youll 
ootid inthe soil. Kooticd in the soil,ses I, an what the divil will 
be thin -whin we grow up. 

yi. here: wan time ava place kawled. Bullinaguddy in the kounty 

it:mny whare if you poct down a nale twill grow into a pokur. 

>, Eedin-no the divil what an Oirish man ud be whin he sprung up. 

“eqwas aFanydn he wudnt shoot thru the eyes, at ang-rate, loike 

) prayties, for ‘a:l'anyan nivir shoots at ye till he seesithe heels of 

re boots. Well, I thaut thare might be some chantse awgetting out 

\\the ground by givin up the lase or sellin it till they tould me that 
il bei redtid to the. sile fur ivir, thats sekurities av tenyure, so that 
saat be abel ivir to spind Orismus at hoam. But what shud we 
14 from the Guvermint thatenivir lets us have foine weather whin 
want to cut the krops. 

‘wwkin-av krops remoinds me av O'Donovan Rossa. I here he 

~* ithe Queen to let im live in the prizin nere Parlemint that he 

“— » be abel to pick oakham and brake sthones and at the sayme tyme 
Mar. GuapstHone how much obliged he is tohim fur the handkuffs 

nayde im a prisint of. Bat what about his karredge? Faith, the 
iber fur Tipperaree will have the most wonderful vayikle that ivir 
yup to the Hous av Kunmons. An the paintin av it is so un- 
unon—shure tis a beautyfull black, it is all ovur with nothin 
wnintal about it but the (:vzEN’s kote av arms, an the perlicemans 

Lp, ens on the dhrivurs box. 

“ie the powers, too, tis big enuf to hould all the Guvermint put 
thu, an twud be a good job if they wor let tayke an airin iu it 

=~ se or twoice a week to make um remimbir what they moight 

YS ect if the Oirish got Repale av the Union. 

- wu that, | remimbur whin a blagard in Cork murdered his 
ur and muthur, whin he was axed what he had to say why he 
dat be hanged, he shoutid out, Oh, me loard, are ye goin to sin- 
> a poor orfin. 
muplin that, I see in wan av the papurs the uther day the nayme 

88. book, an what do ye think they kawled it—why, tis kawled a 

ilee histhoree—Oireland befoar the Unyun. What the divil do 

___ » want riten about what ivirybody knows. Shure thares hardly a 

~~~ lee L know that wusnt before the Unyun some tyme or anuther— 
ely ‘is hard gizards sum o’ thim Board av Garguns have be the sayme 

in, thin what do they want makin poor peple ashaymed av thim- 

J‘ cea fur havin to take the durty yalla male from the relievin offisur. 

ble. rrah, thin, did ye here what Mx. Byrne sed in Dublin the uther 

I rote to Misravr GLapsTuone, ses he, an | tould im to lave 
grazhurs out in the wilderness. Let em howl away, ses he, the 

h \ of the grazhurs ud sound loike musick to the car and ud kreeayte 

foe | MMthun inthe hart of iviry Oirish pisant. Shure an I dinno how 
°F: howl av a grazhur ud be plisint but I suppoas as wan ay thim 

ame in the kommick paypurs ovur in Lundun ud say, if the 

_ urs wodnt lettho poor peple set the whate an the barley ay 

ese theyd play on the Corn-et. 

_* ‘is meself that hoaps.yer honer spint the Crismus happilee. 
35 & ict avstarviu khraturs about that have but « soar tyme av it 
4s méself that knows your tryin to help um. Shure if Tuapy 
4s koud do.annythink for um hed do it with a hart an a haaf. 
ople kant sind munny, let um sind ould cloze, and theyll see what 
anur.the poor kan mayke out av a flannil jacket. 

Tet as do our best this Crismus for the wary suns av toil 

‘Sur next year we.wont be abel—we'll be rvotid to the soil. 

ares the rushin sperit, as poor Mistuve Garay Guirrin yoosed 

} wi hammerin away at me a. 

— Yours most obadyently, 

llymurphy. Yuapy Dzxany. 
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si Found. 
' oa of @ Christmas box. 
rac, belonging to a chain of circumstances. 
uv : 
of | “*y (ekeleton) conjectured to appertain to a doad-lock. 
war, ? Socket ofa thunder-bolt. 
et « ‘3 handle of an election screw, 
= above are not claimed within a few days will be sold for 


the dye was not green. 


we think we know our business best. 


Dublin ; i salewey - es Maid 
F. W. 3. ames Dition , H., Patent Otlice , | By a bh 1 
Whistlebinkie ; D.M, Fvaiston ; KF. L. W.; Nem. Con. *. Erie“: a 
Liverpool; B., Liverpool; Babel M me ; Xmas Dox; 5 aN 
Highbury; 8. S., Knowing Card; “neaks>y; Ai Os oy i out. 
Z.. Brighton ; The Cove ; Canvogleums ; P. W., Never-say-die, Caput 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 148 


Twetve come dancing hand in hand 
Over Time's too-fleeting sand. 
Twelve have passed into their tomb, 
In the silence and the gloom. 

At this moment ominous, 

Lo! how this commences thus! 


’ 


1. His coat is sober drab, 
His hat is wide of brim, 
His name it is Aminidab ; 
And Tabitha loves him! 
And when he asks that (Juakeress 


wi» 


She’ll answer something like a yes. 
2. “Twelve rosebuds in a ring!” 
a ’ 
Time’s scythe already, keen and fleet, 
Has eropt one Christmas rose—to fling 
At Winter's feet. 


3. It often costs much, and it often costs nought : 
Unlike in each cuse, though, its fate is ; | 
For people will value a thing they have bought, 
ing little for what they get gratis. 


4. You do it on rivers— 
You build it on shore. 
It sounds near the livers 
Of fishes, that’s more. 
If you're doubtful about 
Its meaning —why, go 
And follow it out, 
As you ought, with a hoo! 


Oo 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 146.—Dark Days :* Dead, Abracadabra, 


Roy, Knaves. 


SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 146, recerveD 29{h’ Decemper — Double M. ; 


- . bee » Pipekop ; J. B. ; Slodger and Tiney ; Old Maid; Brave Ned; 





“Proving his Title. 
Ir is stated that Mr. H+pwoxrn Dixon has registered the title of a 


new journal to be called Ligit. ‘Lhe name will do very well until the 
paper is published, but no longer. Low can it be a Light when it 
is out ? 


Woman’s Mission. 
Miss Lypra Becker is about to start a new paper to be called The 


Home. Well, that’s just where woman’s mission should begin — 
and end. 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
ed by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


pani 
responsible for loss.4 


A FrEesHMAN.—Apparently going in for “ Smalls.”” Mayora canamus, 


ir. 
W. H.B,R. H. A. (Woolwich). —What cz you be thinking about to 


send us a joke that was a veieran before you were a recruit —possibly before 
you were even “in arms ’? 


Tom SCRATCHER.— Read your Rules of Rhyme, and you will know better. 


W. P. (Maida Hill).~ It would not suit us. : 
FREDERIC.—He is looking at his own son. But don't ask such things 


again. 


G. M. (Throgmorton-street’.— Your wit may be excellent, but it wants 


delicacy, and so does no: please us as a matter of coarse, 


A. S. (Sydney-street).— ‘I he e, iiaph had better be put up over itself. 
BurTon.—Scarcely worth it. 


PIcKLES.—Shelved, not preserved; we are sorry t) say 0, a8 the writer 


is evidently a place in our columns to win e.ger. 


InventTuS.—LNon est. Se 
HAzARD.—Any connection of the “ Hazard of the Dye ?’’—if so we hope 


.r your kind expressions, but on the whole, 


Jog G. (Liverpool) —Thanks f 


(Epipus.—We fear the “swelled foo.”’ is due to gout, and that Christ- 


iviti re aggrava'ed it. sein 
mas festivities have agg Medical Student ; 


Declined with thanks: H. R. K., Cavendish square; Lsaees 

ith: C. B.; J. B., Bloomsbury; A 5 Syduey-street ; Bella, A. “y 
ier On : Te tiatens: J. R., Hampstead e D ; 
-C, M.B., Maida bill; Siren, 


vy; M.-L; A Well-wisher ; 


— . | 8 
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UP TO WEIGHT. 


Mr. B. :—‘“Tuat seems A VERY POWERFUL ANTAL Mrs. J. 18 oN.” 
Mr. J. :—“ Ou, YES, CARRIES HER SPLENDIDLY. YOU SEE, SHE RIDES ABOUT SIXTEEN STONE, 80 I BOUGHT HER A HORSE OF AN EMINENT 
BREWING FIRM, AS I KNEW HE WAS USED TO CARYYING HEAVY BARRELS.” 











CHATS ON THE MAGS ane ane on tobacco, which goes exhaustively into the history 
JANUARY. : 
: : ; ‘ The Argosy opens its new volume with spirit. Johnny Ludlow is 
In the Cornhill there is a provokingly short instalment of Mr. 
Reapz’s iraeng Mary While this clever novel shows up in distinct | ™ good as ever, and the other pepers aro all readable. 
celours the evils of Trades Unionism as practised at Sheffield, the Soe a ea Te 
other serial, “ Against Time,” exposes commercial morality in the City. A Shot. 
There is a paper, “ Our New Bishop,” and, also, a pleasing poem | A corretrponpENT asks us, “When the hedges shoot what is the 
of Gznaxp ¢ > : ; . , | size of the shot they use?” He ought to know, for he is evidently a 
Tesla’ is a good number, with an article on “Croquet,” which | « small bore.” 

lovers of the can read at this impracticable season, and “fight eee NORDIN TT 
on ae o'er again” > eregaeen “ ae = Wonnten & ” should A Peep into the Future. 

( after ; it isa pity it is not vouc y the writer's “ . ” black 
— as it professes to be fount on fact—on the SHewarb murder | p,; 4 eae poe” ne Bak Wolishing poral reo up” 


London Society is excellent this month. “At Boulogne” is very good, his Latin. —$ $$ 
but indeed in art as well as literature this is the best number of the/ Svcczsrion ro a SronTinc Waiter.— Why net bring out a “ Muff’s 


we have seen for a long time. 999 ial 
"Belgravia causing, as wrod * Princes Cran,” ie very Guide” to the turf ? 
80 e Diamond te “thrillers!’’ We are glad : 
to learn from the announcement of a new novel from her pen, Fnat NOTICE.—On Wednesday next, will appear . 
Miss Brappow is restored to health. The Pantomime Number of ‘‘ Fun, 
Once @ Week seems to be steadily improving. It contains an Giving “ The Round of the Theatres,” Literary and Pictorial. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


° FUBNISHING ESTIMATES 
Messrs. GOO GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state tha’ having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publie erally for a Catalogde, or Price 
List of their Puraitare, they bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISH NG of SEVEN, TEN and 
FOURTEEN-ROO HOUSES e preference to publishing an ordinary Seegee), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishirg the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Jan. 8, 1870. 
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OUR AMATEUR PANTOMIME. | with the vigour of an Antinous, though as a last resource we had left 


. . _ :, | the window of his dressing-room open on the sly, in the hopes of his . 
Wuen we first started the notion of a pantomime for our party, it catching a cold in the muscles of his back. 


did not for’ moment occur tous that the peculiar pertinacty, with | “Yes not Tor us to enter into the mysteries of the costume of our 
insist on taking the leading parts, would extend to this ee m4 columbine. But it is fair to admit, that being rather of a full habit, 
of the drama. saaleia ; on = gas being mene =, en a ane so high 
But it did. at she came on with a fan, which she employed more vigorously 
a cut Pong Saag wane ii be ie abel than her feet ; though Uncie Popcer, being also too stout to dance 
drysalter, insisted on being our Harlequin. JACK Noxzs a lardydardy | and Caner ne or invitation of the orchestra to do £0, gave 
swell in . ’ >  eaartner Wig | Some excuse for her placidity. 
eyeglass in — ae > oe See _ godly hog ae Soave op me oe Owing to our not having rehearsed, there was a little difficulty about 
Tom Srrone, the athlete of our volunteer corps eke quite sure he | the properties and arrangements at times. A scene in which clown 
could do a good deal as “lean and slippered Pantaloon.” being six fect | 748 t© make love to a housemaid as she cleaned the doorstep, had not 
in his stockings, as straight as a dart, and with aalens tk toe & been provided with a pail. At the last moment, we sent for one into 
Hercvures. Columbine there was not anal Min. hn Seok one the kitchen, but it had been in actual use to wash the stage during the 
could not get any of the girls to undertake it except pl am Wide | afternoon, so that when Jack Noxes raised it to his lips and affected 
Potty Pickxes, and then only on the understan din g that ao. to | to drink, the “realistic ”’ effect produced by the water in the bottom 
wear a skirt down to her ankles, and was not to be expected to dance! | the pail was starting to the audience and unpleasant to Jack. | 
Even then it would not have been so bad perhaps, if we could have At last came Uncre Poporx’s jump through a practicable window. 
got our people together to rehearse the comic business. Not a bit of | 7 »ree feather-beds had been disposed behind the aperture, which was 
it! They all dec if we got the general outline sketched out it arranged at a low altitude. It was too low, in fact; for when uncle 
could be done on the spur of the moment, and would in fact be all the | 7% told by the prompter to “ take a header through the window,” he 
better for the spontaneous and impromptu nature of its performance. did not see the sham casement, and butted bodily at the back parlour 
It was useless to protest, they were all very busy just at the end of window—smashed out the frame, and alighted on several portions of 
the year, and holidays had been exhausted. his person at once in the back garden. 
It was just as much as we could do to get the three gentlemen to We have reason to believe that UNCLE Popcer went to his lawyer's 
favour the perennial May with a visit, in order to fit themselves with and altered his will the very next day. ; 
the dresses. We believe Uncte Poncer’s suit had to be made| We never mean to give another amateur pantomime ! 
especially, for we cannot suppose any Harlequin on record was set 
down as five feet in height, and five feet in circumference before! Theatrical M 
There were also difficulties with Pantaloon who was too big, and Clown eatrical mom. 
who was too lean for the general run. Tue Voxes family is decidedly in the majority among the panto- 
When it came to dressing them, other troubles arose. Uncte | mimists at Drury Lane this Christmas, but then all of them are so 
Popcer declared that he must in some way combine the wearing of | clever we should have no objection if the pantomime were “ Vokes et 
spectacles with the wearing of his mask, or he could not see an inch | preterea nihil.” 
before his nose. In like manner Jack Noxes adhered to his eyeglass ae 
and moustache, though a Clown with an eyeglass and moustache, as he Ornithological. 
himself admitted, was a thing unheard of. Mr. Roperrson’s new piece for the Adelphi is to be styled “The 
As for Tom Srrone, there was no possibility of getting him to | Nightingale.” We trust it may prove a lark, that produces lots of 
assume the doddering ways of old age. He strode about the stage | notes every evening. That would be something like a nightingale. 

















punishmen 
necessity = the reasoning biped. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, January 12th, 1870. 


E sincerely trust that—although we do not pretend to be as 

great as ZADKIEL, or as muchas Moorr—our cartoon will 

ve a correct prophecy of the Tran:formation which the 

Fairy Seventy is going to produce. It is time that the 

y scene, in which the demons of Poverty, Starvation, Ruin, and 

rong, have so long had it all their own way, should give place to 

the Realms of Restored Prosperity, where Peace and Plenty shower 
boons on the deserving and the oppressed. 

e should like to see Britannia exercising her magic power to 
bring better times for her thousands of starving people. But we do 
not wish to see her by a wave of her wand transport them to the Halls 
of Everlasting Emigration. We would far rather see them in the 
Kingdom of Honest Labour at home, where if those in power could 
but see it, there is ample employment for all. 

Meanwhile let us look expectantly, like good children, for the 
glories of the Transformation. 





Wuewn the “Flogging of Garotters” was legalised, there was great 
Tejoicing, in which we hesitated to join. We do not believe that 
brutal i t does any food even to that worst of brutes—a 
degraded human being. We do not believe in the whip for the 
education of the four. footed animal, and we are loath to admit its 
Ne one who has seen a troupe of 

will ever believe afterwards in the teaching of cruelty, 
he will see abundant proofs that kindness has been the inducement 
that led to such sagacious tricks. 
a ie see ahead beside the _—s we intended to — We 
with great di in severa rs—even in so admirably 
a journal as The Daily Teetoe long detailed account of the 
of certain garotters some weeks ago. The account was 
dlangy, and went into needless particulars as to the effect of the flog- 
ging, turning the whole into a jest in the worst style of the picturesque 
reporter, or rather of the penny-a-liner promoted for the nonce to the 
other’s duties. 

If these sickening details are to served up to us at breakfast in this 
way, we shall be of opinion that the benefit done to the ruffian is 
scarcely compensatory for the injury done by these demoralising and 
hardening descriptions to the minds of the general reading public. 

If poreniens must be flogged, let them be flogged, but do not let us 
be told in our morning papers of the “ beefy ’’ appearance of this man’s 
back, how soon the blood ran down that other’s shoulders, or what a 
—. a third gave as the cat struck its teeth and claws 

esh. 


! 


sickeni 
into the 








Hints to Sight-Seers. 


Sez as much as you can for as little as you can. One good way to 
do this is to take your friends when you get an order, and make your 
friends take you when there is anything to pay. 

As nobody else has any right to see superior to yours, always take 
the best place at any inconvenience—to others. 

7 As every body will be improved by your wisdom, don’t fail to cri- 
ticise what you see in a loud voice. The less you know about it the 
better you will be able to point out its failures. 

Never forget that the exhibition is for your sole amusement, and 
that therefore you can get up and go when you please. Select the 
middle of some important part of the performance, in order to make 
Dy atokich stteation to.th I 

y astrict a on ese rules you will carry out the maxim of 
the political economist—“ The so ‘vehi of the greatest 
number,” that Number of course being One. 





Epigram. 
Tue municipal folk of the town of Tolouse, 
For Maxsmat Nret’s statue erected therein, 
Give thanks to Napo.zon—they cannot refuse 
To be grateful since theirs is To-louse and to win! 





Put that in your Pipe! 

Some ingenious has discovered that dried water-cress i 
admirable and wholesome substitute for tobacco. wh seme who found 
out ad or what is popularly called “the crease” has put us up to 
a wrinkle 
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THE TRICK OF THE DAY. 


By a Tennysontan TAXPAYER. 


OB LOWE, unfair; Bor 

Lowe, of Booty full, 
riers Boz Lower, who ley 
BAN K made for taxes, that 

a Should not have been 

| et || | stumped - up by 
| Britons dutiful, — 
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it was who played 
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Pantomime 
shade! 


U7 


Born Lowe, not square! 
Bos Lowe, improba- 
ble! 

Bon Lowe, who silly 
made us—taxed the 
lot. 

He would persuade folks, 
not to pay a bob 
able, 

’Tis cheaper to pay tax in lumps, than not. 

He got round Buuu in such a way complete, 

He stole his purse, and gave him a receipt. 





Boteno rarc! and Payne the moveable ! 
Ye twain, whose sallies give a vast delight! 
You scarcely thought your filching fun improvable 
Until a Lowe had fooled us to the height, 
Who taxed us heavily—and all the while 
Expected grateful thanks, and joyful smile. 


In vain, I swear—in vain, Zerubbabel! 
(Excuse an interjection forced by rhyme) 
The tin together I am not to club able 
To pay my taxes just at Christmas time. 
To stump up taxes to the utmost tizzy 
May suit The Jdylis—it don't suit the busy ! 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Chelsea Literary Institution has been fortunate in securing the 
services of Mr. B. P. Putiuips, who on Friday next, the 14th Instant, 
will give one of his popular readings from the works of well-known 
authors. Those of our readers who are within reach of the Hall in 
the King’s-road, Chelsea, will do wisely not to miss the treat. 


The Point of it. 


Tue Californian News Letter gives its news in such a very epitomised 
form in its “Telegraphic Dottings” that the full meaning is alto- 
gether lost at times. For instance, the other day it stated briefly :— 
“Man hanged for disagreeing with his brother-in-law.”” We were at 
a loss to discover why a family quarrel was thus severely punished, 
till we learnt from another source that the man in question disagreed 
so violently with his brother-in-law that he actually “ went against 
his stomach ’’—with a bowie knife. 


The Tip for Tipperary. 

Ir appears that O'Donovan Rossa, the convict elect of Tipperary, 18 
employed in prison in mending the stockings of his fellow-felons. 
When Parliament re-opens, instead of “ taking his seat and the oath, 
he will have to stop where he is, and darn ! 





A Typical Question. 
“Tse proof of the pudding is in the eating.” 
“pie’’ in a proof ? 


But how about 


I Doat on the Military. 
Farr bridesmaids attired in grenadine invariably resemble grena~ 
dears. 


“Tr's a poor rule that won’t work both ways,” as the pauper 


remarked when he found himself unable to return the generous treat- | 


ment he had received at the hands of the St. Pancras Guardians. 
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Until much laterinthe | 
A trick this Christmas ho | 


‘That throws all tricks of , 
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The latter arithmetical progressions. 


The Haymarket has need of little new, 
While New Men on Uld Acres take their stand. 


> a dessert you'll tind 4 Happy Pair. 

nele Dick’s Darling (Too.x¥ as Uncle Dick 

The Gaiety with Abe audience fills, ; 

And then reversing it by conjuring trick, 
Into the audience gaiety instils. 

Last comes Wat Tyler, with eostumes that lick 
The glory of Linda's millinery bills, 

Columbus splendour, so that crustiest railers 





The Prince of Wales's still its place maintains, 
And thither still the people flock to School, 
As who would not where Marre WILTon reigns 
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7 H E RO U N D O F 7 H FE T 4 E AT ‘ae contrives large audiences to house by 
Wuen Boxing-day brin Et The Fool's Revenge, a piece of sparkling wit, 
Cclamions Eatioauiat Met tintsinn again— Which Mr. Rovussy and fair Mus. Rovusry 
Bor And filehing Clown—you find at Dreks-tuhd * ILave reproduced and made with it a hit: 
full, ‘ Perennial BLancHarD with his annual boon he P lay is good, as every one allows, by 
le ‘4 Who Beauty and th a COMO Nica vei Paina Tom Taytor, and not Frenchified a bit— 
vy | y é Beast for theme has ta’en One's gl , 
hat | i And in the Voxes’s finds aid opportune Afi 2 gad he's found 9 more seneg Ea" 
een | With Scanpzrino, funniest of fiunkies, — Aiter new plots—new pieces—in old acres. 
by | And real camels (sham) and lively monkeys. ‘he Globe still boast the acting of the great man, 
At Covent-garden Byron's to the fore, Who 1s Not such a fool as he may look, 
the ; The Yellow Dwarf the tale of his selection : If you've not scen that comedy of late, man, 
¢ To see the ballet makes you cry en corps ! You'd better go at once your stall to book. 
3h F The Princess Allfair fixes your affection Besides, there’s the burlesque of young Lord Bateman, 
- ; And then the Paynrs — but tuem one saw of yore Who fair Sophia's love contrived to hook— 
8 of And wishes novelty in that direction. ; “ And who's the fair Sophia ?’’—why, Joun CLark, 
th: : And then the scenery and the processions ! Which means the character's a jolly lark. 
< 
§ 
% 
‘ But at this season, as the season s due, ’Mid ferny grots, and lakes, and fountains cool ? 
illy | The Fair One witn the Golden Lveks replanned Besides what information, too, one gains 
rd j Returns, to show how deftly PLancué drew, From the sweet pupils Crux so fails to rule— 
~ ; And laid his colours with how light a hand! I did once learn the distance to the moon, 
ks, | a ee: nye pot go cro _ to go, so Which I forgot with other facts too soon! 
1, y 
bob . So oe D8 chrymoso. At the New Royalty (whose Queen intends 
At the Princess's Boucieautt’s on tap, T ’ ir, 1 
Siecne dttetited te anh 7 © move to no new realm, sir, if you please) 
ong dri bes that needs a little fining. There's heaps of fun tided by old friend 
The Streets of London— After Dark, mayhap, The Flyi 1 es oes 
, may ying Dutchinan, proving the Dutch cheese, 
A very feast. ButI feel some repining On popularity’s broad wi end 

To miss—I’m so Conservative a chap— non Mates tka lichtetnan th 

| iti atid ae anne f Mn. V a And goes ahead like lightnings that you greas. : 

Though he selielincies wily ae it ‘fother wa pong, Som fw i + Atel ~ a | 

| And tap, © Lot othore manige, while I play! y Royalty’s safe with Oviver Protectress ! 

At the Adelphi, Bovctcauxr encore, Lo! at the Wells holds pantomime its sway 

With the Long Strixe, and Lost at Sea to run, (This year there are not many, you ll take note) | 

With Miss Lecterce for belle— and one Bet-more Fhe Maid of Merry Islington, ay rl 

And Bensamuy, the ever-lively one, Of local interest, which yet you'll vote 
Still popular as erst in days of yore, A pleasant bit of fooling in its way, ; 
Before your whiskers had to grow begun: With comic business whereon ¢ n dote— 4 
Yet the Adelphi is not what it was, Cand grome-up peste 06.) See 
We want a Wricut, or Toor there, and that’s poz! Ak set-hot-poaee joaes and butlapaneny 
| At the Lyceum we have good QuEEN Bess, The Standard boasts a pantomime most rare, 
Hight Queen Elizabeth of England—she Surpassing aught that has been done of yore. 
Is a tremendous monarch and no less, I own it makes a fellow rather stare 
| And Essex acts his part Essex-ively, To hear it cost a thousand pounds or more. 

And altogether—well, I rather guess But Jack the Giant Killer's an affair 
he It is a thing a party ought to see, In pantomimes such as ne’er was before. 
it, That is, if parties like such things. I ama Good singing, clever dances, dresses fine, 
rn, Feeble supporter of historic drama. With acting and good scenery combine. 
- At present the Olympic is contented At Astley’s E. T. Surrx provides us Jack 

ith Little Em'ly, as it may be well! And Magie Beans‘all:, as a pantomine, 

But soon a new burlesque will be presented, There of live animals there is no lack, 

Of which strange things the whisperers foretell, Cows, dogs, goats —- and some creatures I can’t rhyme. 
d Because therein will be experimented The Surrey gocs to early legends back 
* A scheme to rescue from destruction fell, To fetch St. George and Dragon up to time. 
| Burlesque~ and why to fell destruction vote it, There the great scene is worthy commendation, 
t | When AnrisTrorHangs and PLANcueE wrote it ? As sample of ‘'ranspontine Transformation. 
d, Love's Sacrifice the drama is one sees in At the Victoria the unwearying CavgE 
a The worthy Holborn, home of drama high : Takes us to China—to Che-chi-chow-chan, 
at There Mar. Suturvan and Mrs. VEZIN And they for mirth unreasonably erave 
Delight the willing ear, and charm the eye ; Who are not satisfied with that odd man. 
And Honey, there's sure fun in scenes that he’s in, So potent dnd so solemn and 60 grave 
Who makes you laugh till you begin to ery. (And few can sing a patter as he can) ! 

A good sound entertainment,—I delight Two clowns and two of every other quality 

‘3 To hear the house is crowded every night! Combine to cram the pantomime with jollity. 
3. She Stoops to Conquer at St. J: ames’s still— The Grecian its unconquered Conqugst boasts, 
. Yet where’s the wonder that it runs so ?— Stuff! Who as The Gnome F/y does surprising things, 
ou ve seen ~- or, if you haven’t, must and will— Leaps o'er trapezes, traps, ropes, side scenes, posts, 
The Tony Lumpkin of delightful Broveu. As if he truly were endowed with wings. 
There's The Belle sauvage, too, an hour to kill, He has a little son too who almost’s 
If Tony doesn’t make you cry “enough.” As good as he at flip-flaps and in swings. 
t Besid. 7 . . ; ’ 
es—the bill supplies you ample fare — The transformation after various sets 


Transports us to the Home of Paroquets. 


So there's this season’s list of Christmas fare, 
Run up in rhyme, just for convenience sake, 
That when yourself you thoughtfully ask, “ Where 
Shall we to night of pantomime partake ?”’ 
You've but to glance adown the lines, and there 
You’ll see them all, and so a choice can make. 
N.B. This further hint I’d give to you— 
Secure a box—and take the children too. 


Are forced to say “ What TyLeEr—no! what tailors!” 
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-ENERAL OUTLINE OF THE PANTOMIMES: 
S Ghristmas Mledlev. 
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SOMETHING LIKE A TRANSFORMATION SCENE, 


From the Pantomime of Harlequin Hope, and the Good Fairy Eighteen-Seventy. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 149.3 


Tuenr’s fun on the stage, 
And yet I'll engage, 

If you look everywhere, 
Their fun you'll deelare 
Is past all compare! 


1, Clown in old times scarce spoke at al] 
So what remarks he did let fall,” 
Being so brief in their duration, 
Might come ’neath this denomination. 


2. Clown 
Sat down 
On the red-hot poker, 
Poor joker! 
And rubbing— not his head, 
This is what he said. 


3. If in classic pantomime 
Clownus had committed crime, 
The Lictor used this word no doubt 
Seeking for his whereabout ! 


4. When he sees a lovely miss, 
Clown exclaims that she is this! 


5. Clown seems very much to like 
Pantaloon hereon to strike! 


6. But the coast of Clown is clear, 
When this party doth appear! 


7. Clown abuses hapless peelers, 
Clown abuses hapless cabbies, 
And from these astounded squealers 
Steals perambulated babbies., 


8. Clown’s alarmed, 
With this when armed; 
For at times they have exploded 
Even when they were not loaded! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 147.—Tcast, Pills : Flip, 


Elemi, Azrael, Spool, Taturs. 


Correct SonutTions oF Acrostic, No. 147, RECEIVED JANUARY 


6th.—Timothy and Co.; Ruby’s Ghost. 
DERFLA AND YEUL.—Apparently did not reach ue, 


Base ‘‘ Metal.” 


Suarp corner’d blocks of granite laid down by nin- | 


compoops to the ruin of valuable horses, 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JANUARY. 
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A DIFFICULT DIRECTION. 


Rough (to Reverend inquiring for Bethesda Chapel) :— D’ye KNOW THE 


TurREE Tuns pusiic-’ousE? No! 


WELL, THEN, YE KNOW THE SMALL PUB AT 


THE CORNER 0’ MOoon-sTREET, AS JOE SMILEY KEEPS, AND THE FAncy vses ? 


Don’t KNOW THAT! 
PUBLIG-’OUSE? No! 
PLEECEMAN.”’ 


| 
| 


Tue St. Paul’s offers a capital shillingsworth, with a supplement | 


containing Mr. Tro.iorr’s new novel, which opens with promise. A 


paper on the Suez Canal will be read with interest. 


Good Words begins a new story, “Carlino,” with excellent illustra- | 


| 
' 


tions by Mr, Francis WaLkER, whose style is rapidly maturing. | 


A paper by Mr. Kincstey, and “The Commissioner” 


colliers, help to make up a good new year’s number. 


among the | 


The Sunaay Magazine opens with a capital instalment of “ Episodes | 


of an Obscure Life.” 
of this admirable periodical. 


The other contents are fully up to the standard 


The St. James’s Christmas Box consists of’a single story, from the | 


indefatigable pen of Mrs. Rippetu. 
what they might be. 


The illustrations are scarcely | 


Good Words for the Young has “The Back of the North Wind” | 


again, and capital it is. There is a good “grizzly bear”’ story; and a | 


most amusing collection of papers makes up a good number. 
. eee E “ Breezie Langton,”’ | 


Temple Bar has the opening of a new story by 


| 


with a continuation of “ Mademoiselle Scuderi,”’ and other interesting 


articles. 








DONNING THE MOTLEY. 


Fonp fathers talk to little boys 
Of life and Life’s conditions, 

And ask what most of all employs 
Their juvenile ambitions. 

Some answers money, some renown : 
My own desires were humble, 

I had a wish to be a clown, 
To paint my face and tumble. 


| 
/ 
| 
j 


Wuart is the best wind for those whose chests are 


| Vest. 


ee 





| Wuart are the wild winds saying ?—“ I'll ’ave yer ‘at 


WELL, Ye KNow Britt Smitu’s—tHE Gutp Dicern’s 
Lor, BLESS YE, YE DON’T KNOW NOTHINK—BETTERB AX A 


I envied in my early day 
That rough but ready joker, 
Who drives the world at large away 
Before a reddened poker. 
With such a lot in life, said I, 
Could mortal ever grumble ? 
What happiness, was all my cry, 
To paint my face and tumble ! 


But years have given me, I think, 
A little more discretion ; 

If there’s a trade from which I shrink, 
It is a clown’s profession. 

The paths in life are manifold, 
And life itself's a jumble ; 

I should not care, when growing old, 
To paint my face and tumble. 


And yet my own career, it seems, 
Has little more of clover ; 

I’m waking from Ambition’s dreams, 
My lover's dreams are over. 

My castles in the air decay, 
Their walls begin to crumble, 

Fate says, Be funny: write away. 
Come, paint your face and tumble! 








A Cockney Con. 
affected? The 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
B Fairy Extrabagance, 


CHAPTER XIV.—(Conrinvzp.) 
RAGGATTI A REFORMER. 


AGGATTI took advantage of the uproar to explain matters 
to the King, who was very glad to find Raccartri was strongly 


disinclined towards royalty. 


He shook the rag-gatherer warmly by the hand, and | 
| Council ?”’ ‘ " 
| think he possessed the necessary qualifications for the post. 


thanked him for saving the country. ‘The crowd observing this 
unexpected action, and wishing to know the meaning of it, at once 
became silent. 

Raceatti seized the opportunity. 


a speech which I extract by | 
the kind rmission of the 
author from KNEEMo’s 
‘* History of the Aphanian 
D ties.’’ 
“ Friends— brave friends, 
and patriotic fellow coun- 
en (cheers), we have 
just achieved a great and 
glorious victory over a 
powerful enemy (loud 
cheers); let us endeavour 
to achieve a similar con- 
quest over ourselves. You 
have done me the honour to 
connect me with the suc- 
cess of our arms. I very 
little deserve so much 
credit, (cries of ‘No’) I re- 
t you have very little 
5 Menke me for, (loud ex- 
pressions of dissent). Gen- 
tlemen, it has been my 
good fortune to assist in 
a very small way in the 
preservation of our beloved 
country (loud cheers). His 
Majesty Kine Bunco (cries 
of ‘Down with Bvunco’ 
and great uproar) has com- 
limented me by shaking 
ds with me, and I am 
roud to think that I have 
one my best to aid you in 
the defence of Aphania. 
But my son, my gallant 
son, Remsxy (cheers), has 
done more than I have. 
‘ Three cheers for 
msky.’) But neither he 
nor I could have done a 
thing—our efforts, small as 
they have been, would have 
been utterly unavailing but 
for the generosity, the 
ardent public spirit, the 
influence, the ardour of one, to whom alone the glory of preserving 
the state belongs. (Cries of ‘Name.’) Our poor p must 
have fallen to the ground but for the solid and substantial aid 
which enabled us to put them into force. (‘Name.’) That solid and 
substantial aid we received from His Revered Majesty Kixc Bunco. 
(The Trim -) You owe Pers safety to your ee Sere excitement. ) 
mers seeing the popular opinion was divided, shouted ‘ Long 
live the King,’ which committed them to neither section.) Had not 
oS monarch confided in us, and placed at our disposal with- 
out and restriction the whole of his immense stores of peas, our 
pose would have been vain, and Aphania would at this moment have 
the prey of the invader. You have been preserved by the King 
and the alone!”” Loud cries of “ Long live Kine Bunco 
arose, and such was the force of Raccarri’s eloquence that not a 
—- of ae tent was raised. 

GGATTI, however, was too clever to miss the opportunity thus 
offered him for the of the po aehretian and the re- 
storation of the King’s authority and popularity. He led Kine Bunco 
to the throne, and putting the mésaneh’s ne it havi 
slipt over his left ear in the excitement, he laid before him a detail 
account of the reforms that were necessary, and begged His Majesty to 
confirm them at once. 


Still holding Kine Bunco’s | 
hand, he sprang to the edge of the dais and addressed the populace in | 


\ a 


ae 
Ni \ 
ows 





Bunco was only too glad to make any concessions, and really felt 
glad of an op Sanity 0 hear and remove the complaints of his 
people. He pe his ministers together at once, and consulting with 
them in the presence of the nation, discussed the grievances alleged to 
exist and the various remedies proposed for their removal. When all 
had been settled to the satisfaction of the whole nation the King 
turned to Racaatrt, who had acted as spokesman for the people. 

“ And you, generous and disinterested patriot, what shall be done 
to reward you? Speak!” ‘ ; 

But Raccarri’s eloquence failed him now, and he could only 
mumble out something about having done his duty to his country. 

“Shall we appoint you assistant Under- Noodle of State in 
asked the King. But Raccarti modestly said he did not 


“ Well, then, name your own reward,” said the monarch. 


“Then, sire, my son Remsky ”’— eg 
“Oh, you needn’t ask for anything for him” interrupted Bunco, 
‘she has separate claims of 


his own which shall be at- 
tended to!” 

“Your Majesty will 
grant him whatever he re- 
quests ?’’ asked Raccoart, 
anxiously, for he thought 
that of course Remsxy 
would ask for the Princess 
PetsetTitua’s hand in mar- 
riage. 

‘“‘ Of a certainty I will!”’ 
said the King. 

“On your royal word ?”’ 

“On my royal word. 
So now you make what 
request you choose on your 
own account.” 


NN WSS Raccattr was utterly 
SiS puzzled. He stood 
scratching his head and 
completely at a loss what 
request to prefer. His 
thoughts took a profes- 
sional turn not unna- 


turally, so at last he ex- 
claimed — “ Well, _ then, 
since your Majesty is sc 
kind, may I solicit the 
honour of the Royal wash- 
ing for my wife.”’ 

“That depends greatly 
on the will of Her Majesty 
Queen Beitinpa—but you 
shall have my interest at 
all events. Anything 
else ?”’ 

“Nothing — Your Ma- 
jesty — except, yes! — ex- 
cept permission to collect 
all the rags about the 
Palace.” 

“You shall have a free 
ass to every part of the 
measuntnt ney where Pc 
: ; ; : e rags will be found,” 

King. So His Majesty gave directions to his Chief Secretary 
to one up the : ~ o~ it to Raccartt. . 

S e assembly broke up. The King and his ministers retired to 
luncheon. The populace betook themselves to sports and holiday- 
making, and Raccarti set out to the camp of the Nexdorean 


said the 


army. 

“Remsxy has had a good long nap now, and it is time I should 

wake him and tell him what the on has promised. ete ha to 

ask for ao ae oe the Princess and the King must give it. How 
ow little we this wh 

eoee wy lly sig eee expected when the poor boy first told us 





To Parents and Guardians. 


Fixx the pockets of the juveniles at the expiration of the holidays 
with cae so that they may not return to school dis-com vfit-ed. 





CURIOUS DRAMATICAL DISCOVERY. 
In certain situations, the slower the music the better it “ goes.” 





How To Recocnise Panrommic Sprires.—By their gnome-nciature. 
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Dare Svur,—Thim nashunal orguns is at it agin, tho why they 
kawl em orguns bothurs me if it isnt bekase they mayke a munkey av 
the nashun and clap it on the top av em fur the divarshun av the Sas- 
senach. Theyre roarin out that all the Fanyan prizerners is going 
mad in jale, just as if they worent crazy befoar they wint in. The 
lading artikles in the nashunal orguns are moar a lunatick asilum thin 
anythink else, fur it looks as if awl the simi-coluns, kapital letthurs, 
and notes av admirashun in the langwidge had gone stark starin mad. 

Im blest if I know why they kawl um notes av admirashun whin 
they nivir use um eksept whin theyre skouldin the Guvermint or sum 
uther poor divil. 

Couplin that they say O'Donovan Rosea’s clekshun wus a nashunal 
undertakin. Well, Im shure theres not much to be wandered at in 
that fur I nivur knew an elekshun in Oireland that didnt giv plinty 
av wurk to the undertakurs. Wanse upuna tyme twas the survivin 
kendidate that wint to Parlemint fur aw! the uthers wus more or less 
inkapacitated by havin thare heads broke or sufferin av sum uther 
sloight unkonvaynance. The peple here say Im a wawkin dixunary 
an that I kan eksplane awl the little difficulties that have puzzled 
the foolosofurs. 

Couplin that, I found the raysin fur sayin Erin-go-bragh but shure 
tisnt that at awl. Twas invinted by the familee av the Hzrons, the 
ancisthurs av the galavunter with the big buz wig that wint doun to 
Tipperary to perswade the electhurs that he koud mayke Oirish stew 
av O'Donovan Rossa. 

Thin whin ivir they had a skermish wid thare frinds at the fair or 
races—yerra thin thim were the times they koud use the tim 

oosed to wheel their shilelaghs to the tune of Heron-go-bragh. 
wan av thim gelavunturs av atturneys say the uther day, witha 
emoile on his mug loike a Leprekaun the wurse fur licker, that Mistuur 
Hzxon wus only the stork-ing horse av the Guvermint. 

An nowdo you know what the mane craturs is goin to do afthur 
been bate as fair as foightin cocks, they say that O'Donovan Rossa is 
civilly dead. Upon me sow] tis a droll way they hav av tawkin whin 
they say tis civil to kaw] a man dead thats as aktiv and wide awake as 
a wethercock. 

Faith tis the turnkey that doesnt think him a korps whin he puts 
his eyes in a mornin bordur an smashes enuff av thim bracelets that 
the Guvermint gives him fur nauthin as ud chain up that indasint old 
blagard—the British livn. Couplin that I often wandered what the 
suspinshun av the Habeas Korpus Act mint. Tis enuf to maykea 
man hate his fathur the way they go on wid thare long jawbreakin 
Latin, just as if they wor the Bishop tawkin to the Pope at the 
Komical Kouncil tho why tis so kawled that I dunno, unless it is be- 
kase theyll have so many “ brake-douns”’ as they kaw] thim dansis 
that Isee in plays whin I wasin Lundun about that little buziness 
that I spoke to you about so fraquintly, wid thim yung gerls that had 
about as much cloze on um as a pair av nittin-needles. Couplin that 
why do they say peple are dressed whin they havent as much ovur 
thare shoulders as ud mayke a blankit fur asparra. They keep all 
thare muslin and pettykotes on the flure and if they only pulled em 
up a bit theyd be plenty to covur em all ovur instid av showin off 
thare shouldhur blades as if they wor lookin glasses. Tawkin av 
lookin glasses, I wus goin to say that the nashunal orguns of which I 
ae say that the Habeas Korpus is Latin for lamp-posts, and that the 

abeas Korpus Suspinshun Act manes that all the Fanyans are to be 
hung up at the beginning av the New Yere for the decorashun av the 

' I dunno if it isnt as well for em to be sign-boords up 
thare as on the uther cross-bar that theyre kumin to fast, if they 
dont be quict they wont have any light only a nightcap ovur thare 
misfortunate top-nots. 

I read in wan av the noosepapurs that part av the ould town av 
‘Limerick was blown doun the uther day. Couplin that, I remimbur 
whin ould Jack Synan wint into the cookshop in the Oirish town 
whin I wasnt much bigger thin a gandurs eldest dawthur—he wint in 
and went smellin about till the poor womun that kept the eae axed 
him if he wasnt to bring anything to pay her for the smell of her pigs’ 
heads and praties. Do you hear that, ses the ould varmint, shakin a 
lot av money that the poor womun nivur handled a hapinny av, do ye 
hear that ye ould fire-ayter thare, take the shake av my money fur the 
smell av your mate. 


Och, wirrasthru, the Guvermint do trate us wurse than dogs, 
theyre goin to root us in the soil an take away the bogs. 
You dunno what I mane by awl that, but I'll tell ye maybe next 
week. Happy new yere to yureself and the missus. 
Yours most obadyently, 
Ballymurphy. THavy Dewany. 
IIe 
Taking a Rise, by an Early Riser. 
Tuxrx is this serious argument to be advanced against a “ Free 
t Table,” so few would “ get up”’ for the occasion. 


a ee ree oo ee ee ane 


BUN. 


THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
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A PASTORAL. 
SHE. 

‘‘ GENTLE shepherds, tell me, pray, 

Has my Coin come this way ? 

He chants a rustic ritornella, 

And bears a crook— on his umbrella. 
Say then, gentle shepherds, say, 
Has my Co tn passed this way ? 


“ White his shirt-front as new milk, 
Soft his whiskers are as silk. 
He drives no flock, the darling man, 
But wears a vest of Astracan. 
Say then, gentle shepherds, say, 
Has my Coxin passed this way ? 


‘“‘ Every morning forth he hies 

While the milkmaid rubs her eyes. 

With hasty steps he eastward goes, 

Upon a Bank to seek repose. 
Then, gentle shepherds, tell me, pray, 
Has my Com passed this way ?”’ 

POLICEMAK. 

“ Tf the as mean— 

Which, . es aP Peter GreEN— 

Is a clerk with Caen axp Co., 

Then I see him thither go 
(But don’t henceforth address mo thus— 
I ain’t no shepherd) on a “bus. 


“‘ His pipe—I do not mean a floot— 
Appeared to be of briar-roct, 
Where yonder boy’s a-blacking shoes, 
He stopped and bought a Lady Mews, 
‘Then mounted (I'm no , cuss!) 
Upon the knifeboard of the “bus.” 








Oh, Tea! 

Wuat will the teetotallers say now? Dr. Tuvupicum, at a recent 
lecture at the Society of Arts, produced a number of bottles of wine 
made from tea. ‘The natural tea-wine is proved to contain 9 per cent. 
of the teetotaller’s special horror—alcohol! What is to be done? 
Never again can we truthfully describe tea as “the cup that cheers but 
not inebriates!’ We confess we pause aghast at the reflection. 





Genuine or No? 

“Aw earl's brother” advertises in the papers for a loan of £100, 
promising in return to admit a lady or gentleman into his family circle 
to board and lodge. We should like to be quite sure he is an Earl's 
brother— may he not be simply “ getting-up” earl-y in order to catch 
flats ? 








Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaecepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are @ccom- 
ied dy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss, 1 
A Scorcu Brrp.—We don’t think the cry of the sea-mew can be correctly 
described as a “ caw,’ though it may be so “ ca’ed”’ in Sco 
J.A. M.—Satis. 
‘wo VoLs In SHEEP.—A lambentable failure. a 
Don QuixoTE.— Not a es ! The Don had Jost his wits. 
SICHORE.—Not calc to a-muse, 
EC (Retford) —If your Betty uttered that bon mot, you should have 
searched her boxes, she must have had Joe Miller concealed somewhere. 
M W. and C. Y (Threedneetio-stsest).— We are much obliged. At 
ime we fail to see what is wrong od : 
Oy T. G. (Stockport).— Shall we never succeed in impressing people 
with the fact that we do not consider'any creed, however apparently mis- 
ject for jes ing ! 
ee a “he Madam, we would gladly oblige you, but we fear the 
joke would be onls understood by you and the “ young man tall, and some- 
what resembling Dundreary (saving the +veg/ass). 
Declined with thanks:—T V., Dublin; Cc. F. eee 
B ; Nextus Dounes; J F., Rirmingham; F. B. D., Sermeene : o« ap 
Presbyterian ; W , Gateshead ; Wallace , T. Bs Da Lewisham ; I “a =i 
ACD EFLM K.T; J R, Hampstead ;— Birkenhead: Di 
Miss H., Exeter; G., Rumburgh: Plunk, Edinburgh ; Rum “4. 
R. L. T.: E. L., Wandsworth; W. F, Sto kton; A. F > wee : 
W. M. ; Pounded Addle ; Subscriber ; X. Y. [; Lichfield ; Booly ; J ; o 
Holloway; C. W. P, Leyton; Antibosh; H. 8., Birminghim; .; 
E. F. R., Hammersmitn. 





W., Penge; W. B. T.; 
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eel 


IN SPORT. 


Oh, dear, no! Master Tommy was not playing off any silly pantomime tricks on James. He had been to the Polytechnic and heard a 
leeture on Prorzsson TYNDALL’s book, on “ Heat Considered as a Means of Motion.” 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Drawing Room Plays (Stantey Rivers) will be a handy volume for 
enthusiastic amateurs at this season. Scorr, the editor, has 
secured the ayer! of Beco who have learned on the real stage the 
art which they appl purveying for Theatre a The Drawing- 
room. The names an such old “stagers” (without offence be it spoken 
as Messrs. Buancnarp, Gitegxt, Socpson, CHELTNAM, ReEcE, an 
Sxercuey, afford an ample guarantee for ane pane character of the 
wee offered in a t form to aspiring 

Tux Life-boat—the quarterly journal of the ve society which 
every lishman should support—abounds in most interestin 
reports. e records of lives preserved amid the horrors of storm an 
wreck should move every reader's heart—and every rich man’s pocket. 


s Year Book (Wyman, Great Queen-street) is, if possible, 
more com than previous issues. A paper on Ferneries will be 
found invaluable. 


The Chemist's and Druggist’s Almanac reaches us 0 nely after 
Christmas festivities—and a glance at its contents us that it has 
an article on the treatment of headache and the fetal f for all sorts 

of pills and draughts—now don’t all rush off and buy it! But, joking 
apart, it is well done, and the Calendar, specially compiled, will be 
found worth looking over. 


amusing and interesting matter, and its collection of chatty little 
papers by well-known writers isa thing one looks forward to with 
other treats of the season. 





A Voluntary Statement. 
A CONTEMPORARY, alluding to the calling in of some of the rifles 
belonging to various corps, uses this odd expression :— 
Some of the arms in the hands of the volunteers have b-come indifferent. 


We fear it is not only the arms that have become indifferent—in 
=e cases the indifference has communicated itself to the volunteer's 
min 


Fee, Faw, Fum! 


A Scorcu paper states that “gold has been found in Abernethy.” 
We always thought he was a rough diamond ; but did he have his fees 
buried with him ? 


Wuart Canby sHOULD HAvs.—A “ Hi!” to business. 
AnoTHER Crackep Cotumyn.—The second of the Times. 
To those in search of a Spot for a Country Residence.—It will be as 


Our friend The Almanac is welcome. It always abounds in | well not to pick Oakham—people will talk. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 








FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. = SoS CATER, and CO. beg to state tha , having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public general] a Catalogu, or Price 
List of their + they have compiled with considerable care and ae a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISH NG of SEVEN, TEN and 
caus nomk oud enthting USES (in eee to publishing an catalan Lean showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and Percasry conn nena oe article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.5. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London;: Jan. 15, 1870. 
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| SAY! 


“ ’ 
iin oe NAME 1s GotiAn O'GrRApy GAHAGAN Bouncesy Maw! I HAVE MADE A DISCOVERY! 
MY FRIENDS, AS I BELIRVE, CALL MY HORSES ‘PRANCING OLD COCK-THROPPLED UNICORNS, ALL MANE AND TAIL’; BUT THAT, YOU 


ro wl i. pm AS THEY KEEP BOTH MY HANDS FULLY OCCUPIED IN RESTRAINING THEIR METTLESOMENESS (MY AFORESAID FRIENDS SAY 
IS SLANDER). ena TO LET GO THEIR HEADS, AND THAT IF I HAD TEN HANDS I sHOULD NOT HAVE ONE TO SPARE; BUT THAT, YOU KNOW, 
coo ee ere DEVISED A TUBE SIMILAR TO THOSE ATTACHED TO INFANTS’ FEEDING BOTTLES, BY WHICH MEANS [ CONVEY MY REFRESH- 
0 ap al ING (MY INTIMATES SAY THAT ON THOSE OCCASIONS I NEED—AND IMBIBE—MUCH DUTCH COURAGE; BUT THAT, YOU KNOW, IS 
E FLASK IN MY SIDE POCKET TO MY MOUTH. I HEREBY PRESENT THE NOTION TO THOSE WHOM IT MAY COMFORT.” 


N.B. Stamps accepted as gratitude for the “notch.” 
————————— 


I ALWAYS RIDE THB MOST FIERY CATTLE 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


ae ~ Life of Bismarck (Hoae, York-street) we have an interesting, 

of at times amusing biography of one of the most extraordinary men 

< € century. It is a careful translation from the German, and 
tains much of the flavour of the original. It is plentifully illus- 

wane, and forms an imposing volume, and one which once taken up 
: not be readily laid down again. 

a avroche (HottxN, Piccadilly) consists of a collection of papers of 

P eenerent criticism on the tactics of the Huco-Rocuerort party in 

ree It should of course be read, therefore, by the light of the Lan- 

wah or many of its allusions are difficult to understand. The style, 

lucid 1 oe at the terse and epigrammatic, is at times jerky and not too 

erat ut on the whole the book is a contribution of some value to the 
. ture of this particular era in French politics. 

edi tel Year Book of Photography (P1rer AND Carter, Gough-square), 

tho by Mr. Wuarton Simpson, will be studied with interest by 

aoe who are watching the rapid progress of the science—or art, 
trib er, which is doing such excellent work. The book contains con- 
utions from all the first photographers, touching on improvements, 

Bescon, or processes, which students will find invaluable. 

ene s Iliad (Ross, Edinburgh) is a cheap, handy, and elegant 
> of the well-known translation of Homer. 

i c Dupcgon’s pamphlet on Zhe Swimming Baths of Londonisa 
verly argued treatise in favour of open-air baths. We approve the 
w poe doubt if it will ever be reduced to practice. 

Child, ve to note the receipt of the 5th series of Coloured Scraps for 

for ren (JERRARD, 172, Fleet-street), which will prove a welcome gift 

or ue folks p of screens or scrap-books, being very comic 
ective in design, and brilliant in colouring. 


VoL. x. 


NATURAL FiLu-osopuy.—“ Let’s have another glass! ’ 


i seems 
T 


THE LATE GALE. 


THERE never was a wind so high 
And mighty, ’tis confest, sir, 
Although de gustibus, say I, 
Yon disputandum est, sir. 
The tiles were whirled about in lots! 
About the breeze was throwing 
The chimney-pots, like flower-pots, 
In spring-time “all a-blowing !”’ 


«‘Weather's not settled! ’’ some declare. 
«‘ Distress,’ said I, ‘‘ then levy! 
If he don’t settle soon, I swear, 
My house will come down heavy !”’ 
«‘ Adjourned until another day,’’ 
Said one“ for proofs’’—‘ Come, steady! 
No need to get-up (p)roofs, I say, 
For mine’s come in already !”’ 


Thus in the City we discussed 
Disturbances organic. 

«No harm,” said somebody, “ I trust, 
Resulting from the panic ?”’ 

«‘ Houses much shaken hereabout!”’ 
I shook my head, and said it. 

“The wind! a blow has been, no doubt, 
Inflicted on its credit.”’ 


_——$——————— 
‘ 








FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, January 19th, 1870. 


_e 
6b Vs the time for the opening of Parliament is drawing near, there 
¢ are sounds heard issuing from the Government yard, indicative 
“)% of preparations for the work of the Session. It is a good sign, 
for the National Labourers have ce ard = before them, 
and they should come thoroughly prepared for their 8. 
There are good vote ant bad workmen in the yard—skilled 
artificers, and clumsy banglers. But, at any rate, their foreman is a 
steady hand and a wise head.; He will take theirtime and gauge their 
work, and not improbably distharge thuse who fail to do their duty. 
There’s considerable varicty in their employments. The nautical 
Curpers, who has -seryed his time on the briny, is hard at work 
renovating that shaky old craft, The Admiralty. In spite of his 
economy he won't let-her come to grief, for if he has scraped her all 
over, he is sending off for that proverbial “ha’porth of tar.” We 
have heard Mr. Brieut’s plane speaking at Birmingham lately. He 
is polishing off the Board of Trade. Mx. Low® isdealing in fi 
and seems inclined to ind in fancy work, which will not improve 
But’s temper— who would like to have tin tax stuck into him with a 
screw-driver ? The Foreign Secretary of the firm is busily studying a 
“Phrase Book” of Diplomatic Language— he’s’ a master of plain 
English (ask Mr. Fisu). Mn. Goscuen, the Beadle cf the Poor Law 
Board, is, we hope, studying the report of the doings of the St. Pancras 
Guardians, with a view of giving them Ais notions of Bumbledom. As 
fof Mr. Ayrton, he is but a jobbing gardener, who, we fear, is 
sharpening his scythe to mow down the beauties of our parks. The 
sooner he is sct work that he understands, the better ! 


Even those, who do not love the French Emperor, will feel that 
as he is promising better things, his course is impeded by the fatal 
Corsicanism of a relative. The variations between the accounts 
given of the shooting of the unfortunate Norr, are startling to 
Englishmen— they manage these things better in France! 

The whole is the result of the spread of duelling :— 

The Christless code that must have blood for a blow— 


a Vlow with a peneven! We have laughed the murderous idiocy out 
of England, and its revival in France is due chiefly to the faction of 
which Rocrerort is the head. Nobody wishesto say a hard thing of 
the man who was shot—at the best, on very small provocation— but 
it is impossible to forget that he had cast in his lot with the Rocurvort 
gang, who, if the cause they upheld had been the best in the world, 
have done their utmost to it through the mud and earn it the 
hatred and contempt of all who: are either “noble’’ or ‘gentle’’ in 
the original sense of the words. They are burying the evil report of 
the Coup d'étét most effectually under the kennel-mud they are 
flinging at its author! 





ee 


Tue awful fire at Richmond points with a fatal finger to a blot on 
our system of water-supply. e water-works' were eight miles from 
the scene of the fire, and there was no other means of communication 
than riding on horseback! We need hardly say, the water was not at 
pressure, or the gallop for life or death would have been needless. 
Nothing can be worse than the present state of'the water-supply. 
What we get is bad, and that may be some excuse for limiting it, as 
far as drinking er are concerned. But for extinguishing fires 
nothing could be better than the water supplied by such companies as 
the Lambeth, for the slime and solid matter it contains would soon 
choke out the flame. 





AN enquiry is now being held into the very grave disputes between 
the St. Pancras Board of Guardians and their medical man; and Mr. 
Bere having been appointed to preside over it, sits with the Guardians 
two or three days a week to prosecute the investigation. It is almost 
impossible as yet to come to a clear conclusion’ asto the merits of the 
case, but we do not hesitate to say that without wishing to prejudice 
the interests of either side, our sympathy is entirely with Mr. Bene. 





A Nought-y Joke. 

Tue collection-box of the St. George’s Hospital at Tattersall’s was 
found on betas opened to contain exactly no pounds, no shillings, and 
no ce, no f. gs. The sporting ity have evidently been 
acting up-to the rule, “‘ No fees to boxskespers.”’ 


[JaNnvaRy 22, 1870. 
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SiR BOODLESBY. 
A Ballad. 


ZEVER I ween was 
nobler knight 
Than one of Kivxc 
ARTHUR’s—S]p 
___ Boopiesy hight! 
He rode on a beauti- 
ful piebald steed, 


indeed. 


To  tourneys 
justs wherever he 
came 

He held the listg in 
his lady’s name. 








For fair Semorina he fought and bled, 
For she was the Queen of all Beauty, he said. 


He lost his eye in a gallant just ; 

At a tourney he got in his ribs a thrust ; 
He lost his teeth ina private fray, 
Upholding his lady’s great charms alway ! 


He broke his arm in a fiery tilt, 

“And his leg, on another occasion spilt. 

He, in short, got pretty much knocked about, 
But he still adhered to his ancient shout : 


‘Qh, Semotrna’s my lady’s name— 

She’s the Queen of Beauty, and I'll die game!”’ 
And the matter turned out as the hero said, 

For at length he got mortally knocked on the head. 


But the knight contrived to a towerto reach, 

‘Wherein resided a potent leech : ‘ 
And he moaned, “ Sir Leech, prithee look to-the plight 
Of the fair Semoirna’s constant knight!” 


The leech came down from the tower, and said— 
“IT say, my gallant, you’re rather dead. 

I'll give you a draught and I'll give you a pill, 
And you’lbpay me my fee and make your will!’’ 


“T’ve nothing to leave,” said the knight, said he, 
“Save my love tomy lady?” ‘And who is she ?”’ 
Said the leech, “that your message to her may go!”’ 
Then whispered the knight, “T’ll be hanged if I know. 


‘“‘ | saw her name in the papers,’’ said he, 

*‘ And I said that’s the dame as will do for me! 
But where she resides or what's her address, 

I truly must leave you, Sir Leech, to guess! ”’ 


The leech he ran up to the top of his'tower, 
And cried, “ Well, that is a good ’un! 

Don’t ye know Semolina’s a sort of flour, 
‘And remarkably good in a‘ poodun ?’’ 


The Stowe-ry Teller. 


Mrs. Srowr’s Vindication of Lady’ Byron ‘is out, and most unfavour- 
ay. received in New York. This libeller-of the dead seems to labour 
under the delusion that assertion is evidence and iteration confirmatory 
proof. “She will doubtless contrive to turn a pretty penny out of her 
et ursuits. As the authoress of Topsy she was once famous 

rher coloured female, now she will be notorious for her black mail. 


‘Horological: History. 

Tuere is a man in one of the Western States of ‘America whose 
‘watch is‘so fast that‘he has to pursue it'round his bedroom a dozen 
times before he can-wind it up. © His brother's chronometer on the 
other hand is‘so very sluw that he has to take it to the top of the 
‘church tower‘every evening to get it up to time. 


SACRE BLEU. 


A CORRESPONDENT’ writes to say, “The Police of-the Period:seem 
determined to stick to their colours, if:at nothing else, by a wnifor 
thabit of'swearing ‘till all is blue.” 


A Putp-asL_z Goor:An increase in the manufacture of/paper. 
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JANUARY 22, 1870.) 


MRS. BROWN INTENDS TO BRING AN ACTION. 


I’p been a stoppin’ along with Mrs. Papwicx while Brown was 
gone to Durham for a week, and when he come back he says to me, 
“Why, Marrna, you looks queer.’’ I says, “‘ And well I may, bein’ 
that ill-treated, as ’ad no more to do with that man’s coals than the 
babe unborn.”’ 

He says, ‘* What man’s coals?’’ ‘ Well,’’ I says, ‘ I were a-goin’ 
to tell you. I was a-walkin’ out near Porkman-square quite quiet, 
in a ciean musling gownd, last week, when I see as they was a-’avin’ 
coals in at a ’ouse as was all over the path in ’eaps, and did not ought 
to be allowed arter eight in the mornin’ as is the law I’ve ’card say, 
and the ’osses and waggins all a-standin’ about all across the road as 
there wasn’t no gettin’ by for with the water carts a-makin’ that mess 


99 


with their slushin’ ways, and ‘ad made the road that filthy as there | 


wasn't no gettin’ a clean crossin’ nohow, for I never do begrudge a 
’apenny to them crossin’ sweepers as I considers works for their 
livin’s and hard work too, as don’t get the brooms for nothin’; but as 
to them ragamuffins as turns over ’ead and ’cels afore you, enough for 
to throw you down, why I aint no patience with such rubbish and 
wouldn't give ’em a fartbin’ for the world as they keeps their mouths 
full of coppers through ’aving no pockets as will ’old anything as aint 
to be expected if you turns over ’ead and’ecels; and will some day 
swallow them the same as Sammy Bartow as ’ad a farthing stuck in 
his throat, and would ’ave been strangled if his mother hadn’t took 
‘im by the ankles and bumped him that wiolent by the head asin’ the 
, ite as’mo farthing couldn't hold out agin’ as will squint to his 
dyin’ day. 

But as to them coals, why they was that ’eaped on the path as 
nobody couldn't pass but a bird as might fly over it. So I says to the 
coal-’eaver, ‘ Whatever do you mean by a-stoppin’ up the path like this 
with your beastly coals?’ for the dust was a-smotherin’ me. He 
says, ‘No more beastly than yourself, and the last beast as I see was 
just like you.’ I was that put out at ’is insults as I didn’t notice as 
they'd got the iron off the other coal-hole, and a few bits of loose coal 
about it, and I treads on one as gives way sudden like, and down goes 
my leg through the hole. 

“T thought as Iwas come to the end of everything, and them coal- 
’eavers “auled me up that wiolent as nearly to tear my clotbes off my 
back. I says, ‘Take me to the ’ospital, for my back bone is put out 
I’m sure.’ A party a-comin’ by says, ‘Stand on one leg and kick out 


‘witb all your might with the other,’ as I did accordin’ and ketched 


one of them coal-’eavers across the shin as made ’im cry out pen and 
ink as the sayin’ is, and of all the langwidge as he used to me Bedlam 
broke loose was a fool to it. 

“Well I staggers to them railin's as was in front of the ’ouse where 
the coals was a-goin’ into and leans my back agin’ them, never 
4-thinkin’ as there-was a gate in’em as gave way with me, and if it 
’adn't been as the man-servant were just a-comin’ up the steps as I 
fell:upon I must ’ave been dashed to atomies in that airy. Notas 
that servant took it in good psrt, but said as I were a blunderin’ old 
fool, as was more than flesh and blood could bear, so I goes up to 
the front door and rings the bell. Says the man, ‘What are you 
a-ringin’ there for?’ I says, ‘I wants to see the master of the ’ouse 
as I'll ’ave the law on as ’ave werry nigh brougbt me to an untimely 
end with ’is coals.’ Says the man, ‘ He ain’t at ’ome, and if he was he 
wouldn’t be bothered by the likes of you as it’s all your own fault.’ I 
says, ‘My fault, ?owever can you make that out?’ ‘ Why,’ he says, 
‘what made you go a-larkin’ and a-climbin’ over the coals?’ I says, 
‘Cos I wanted to get by.’ 

“Tt wasn’t no use me aetalkin’, for them coal-’eavers kep’ on 
a-emptin’ their sacks, and I was a mask of coal dust from ’ead to foot, 
so back £ goes to Mrs. Panwick, a3 couldn't ’elp a-bustin’ out larfin’ 
when she see me tho’ werry much put out when she’eard ’ow I'd been 
treated, and she says, ‘Go to Mr. Heaprie.p, as is my own solicitor, 
and bring.an action.’ ‘ Well,’ I says, ‘I certainly will,’ and accordin’ 
the werry next mornin’ off I goes for to see Mr. HeApriE.p as lives 
up by Lincoln’s-inn-fields as they calls ’em, as is no more fields than 
me, tho’ a open space and no doubt was fields there once. 

‘“‘T never did see a nicer man that Ma. Heapriecp as listened werry 
attentive to all as I'd got.to say, and then asks me where it all 
’appened. ‘Well,’ I says, ‘I do not know the name of the street, 
but the number is eighty-four, as I could walk to the place blind- 
folded.’ ‘He:-says, ‘What was the name on the coal-waggons?’ 
‘Well,’ I says, ‘it were a railway, but I cannot say which, but 
could swear to the waggons, and so I could to the coal -'eavers 
anywhere, and as to my shin it’s barked from the instep to the 
knee as would ’ave laid me up if I ’adn’t that ealin’ flesh as 
never gives ‘no trouble; for I do believe if you was to cut my ’ead off 
it would ’eal up.” Mx. Hearrteip were a-writin’ and looks up and 
sare, ‘Come, come, that won’t do.’ I says, ‘ What won't. do, sir?’ 
‘Why,’ he says, ‘ You mustn't put that in your affidavit.” I says, 
‘What?’ ‘Why,’ he says, ‘that they cut your ’ead cff and it's 
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| misunderstood you, but,’ he says, ‘I think, all things considered, 

you'd better not bring an action.’ ‘ Well,’ I says, ‘in course yon 
knows best, but,’ I says, ‘my musling is downright ruined, and tho’ 
no bones broke I’ve had that shake as I shall feel for many a day, 
but,’ I says, ‘in course I aint a-goin’ to fly in the face of the law, so 
will wish you a good day and what is your charge?’ ‘Ob,’ he says, 
‘never mind that ! Good day, be careful another time ’ow you pass an 
open cellar.’ I says, ‘I thank you, sir, I will,’ and off I goes. 

“Mus. Papwick were werry much put out as I didn’t bring the 
haction, but it’s werry singler as troubles never comes sirgle they say, 
for ’twas only two days arter as er and me was a-walkin’ along jest 
by the Edgware-road of a evenin’ a-lookin’ at the bonnet shops as is a 
sight «nd lighted up beautiful, and she wes a tellin’ me about ‘er 

| grandfather as remembered seein’ a man ‘anged at Tyburn-tree as 
stood close agin’ where the ’buses stops for ’ighway robbery. I was 
not a-thinkin’ of nothink when all of a sudden ’er and me was both 
knocked that wiolent under our feet as sent us flyin’. 

“IT thought at fust as it was a exploshun gone off with the gas as 
them shops js full on, but when we was picked up it proved to be the 
shetters as a boy were goin’ to put upat ashop, and ’ad been drove one 
up that wiolent thro’ the iron gratin’ in front of the shop ‘as we was 
a-standin’ on unawares of our danger. We wasn’t as much ’urt as we 
might ’ave been, but it give me that turn es I didn’t know if I was on 
my ‘ead or my ’eels. I goes into the shop, as were a doctor's, and if 
the young man didn’t ‘ave the cheek for to say as we ’adn’t no busi- 

ness a-loiterin’ about ’is premises, and the boy come in and said as we 
wouldn’t move off the gratin’ for all ‘is ‘ollerin’ to us, as never uttered 
a sound in my earin’ nor yet in Mus. Papwick’s. 

“So I says, ‘We'll take out a summons agin ‘im in the morning,’ 
as is the best way and no great expense neither; but bless you, the 
bother as we ’ad a-goin’ afore the magistrate and a-waitin’ about till 
we could see ’im, and then Mrs. Papwicx she acted werry foolish I 
considers, for she would keep on a-contradictin’ everythink as I said 
and a-puttii.’ in ’er word till at last the magistrate quite forgot ’isself 
and lost ’is temper, and says, ‘If one of you old women would speak 
ata time I p’raps might be able to understand you.’ So I says, ‘It 
that’s your manners,’ I says, ‘ there aint no ‘opes of no justice at your 
‘ands,’ so I says, ‘we may as well go ’ome and not stop ‘ere to be 
insulted.’ Bless you, that magistrate he were as short as pie-crust, and 
told me not to be insolent but to leave the court immediate, as I did 

| accordin’, and if Mrs. Papwicx didn’t turn on me like a brazen bull 
| a-sayin’ as I'd ruined everythink. So I says, ‘I never will try for to 
get my rights at Jaw as is nothin’ but wrongs.’”’ 

So I says, “* Brown, whatever do you think as I did ought for to 
do?” Oh!” hesays, ‘Grin and bear it,’’ as is’is short ways and 
thro’ ’avin' only jest come off a long journey he were that sleepy, and 
I don’t think’ he ’eard anything I was a-sayin’, for the next day he 
says to me, “ ManrtHa, did you tell me as you was pitched down a con!- 
‘ole?’’ IT says, “Oh, never mind' you wouldn't care if I was there 

He says, “‘ Law bless you, no fear of that, nobody wouldn't 
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still.” 
fill up their cellar with you;’’ #8 art my feelings and I’ad a god 
ery, for it is’ard to be ill-treated and then rediculed by your own 
flesh and blood ; but that’s the wust of Brown, he always thinks as I[ 
muet be in the wrong tho’ in the main a good ’usband, but I’m a-goin’ 
to watch my opportunity and if ever I ketches any of the coa!- 
waggins on the ’op, as the sayin’ is, I'll ’ave the law on’em as sure as 
my name is MARTHA, 


A WILD LAY. 

Come pledge me in sparkling Collodion, 
And plunge into maddening careers. 
With slippers drugged deep in Eupodion, 

We'll waltz to the tune of the spheres. 


A Reversible Paper Mant'lla 
Shall shelter yeur shoulders from cold ; 
And we'll quaff off the hot Maravilla, 
And powd'r our tresses with gold. 


We'll plunge through the prairic’s level, 
That the waves of Niagara wash ; 

And together for ever we ll revel 
In regions of limitless Bosh! 


—_— —- — 


A Reform. 


Tue St. Pancras Guardians have made themselves famous for 
intemperate speeches; but it is clear from the enquiry now going 
on that they .do not dearly love their Bexr. 


Oh, Deer! 
Ir is stated that Parxce Ar'ruvur is moose-hunting in Canada—and 


healed up agin’.’ ‘I says, ‘I never said that.’ ‘ Oh,” he says, ‘then I } a very healthy a-moose-ment too! 
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THE GRECIAN BEND AND THE ROMAN FALL. 


Dzar Fun,—The women have adopted what they are pleased to 
call the Grecian Bend. Why should not we men adopt the Roman 


back,’’ as my ancient aunt used to call a configuration of this kind. 

You know what the Grecian Bend is, I suppose. 
totter alon 
heels), wi 
Nothi 
for the law of gravity—though as for gravity, one can’t look at the 
—- without laughing since they have adopted this stoop-id 

ion. 

They look for all the world like milkmaids carrying a yoke and two 
heavy pails—that is, minus the two heavy pails and the yoke. Their 
attitude is just that of a person dragged forward in supporting heavy 
weights. Now as the ladies model themselves on the milkwoman, 
why should not we take our style from a performer on a big drum ? 
Let us throw our heads as far back as the girls throw theirs forward. 
The effect would be equally graceful, and our backwardness would be 
a sort of compensation for the forwardness of the other sex. 

You object that we should look so silly, perhaps. But really— 
even in these days of Woman’s Rights—the ladies cannot claim a 


monopoly of Folly! Or put it on a higher und; if the dear 
Soe Seine ie coneele te vane 9 


their noses a foot or more beyond their 


: , = emenives eens 7m the 

ope of making themselves appear agreeable in our eyes, the least 

= can do is to make ourselves guys, with the object of fascinating 
em. 

Even then we shall have the advantage, for, with the exception of 
the discomfort of stuck-up collars, our fashions, absurd as they are, 
do not cause us pain or disquietude; whereas these devoted and 
delightful beings must suffer tortures on account of the whole weight 
of their bodies being thrown on the small bones of the toes— bones 
which were never meant to support such a weight ; intended, indeed, 
at worst to be trodden on by awkward ers. Then, again, their 
bonnets give no protection to the Stanples and sides of the face, but 


neuralgia, tic doloureux, and cold. Then their waists again are so 
squeezed in by ingenious constructed on the principle of the 
iron boot of the Inquisition, that their ribs are constantly doing in- 
jury to vital organs. 


Fall? Idon't mean Grspon’s Decline and Fall, but a “fall in the | 


The dear things | 
on their toes (they can’t help it in these days of high- | 
toes. 


but the weight of the chignon could balance this disregard | 


leave the delicate and sensitive nerves exposed to the action of | 
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Now if the sweet creatures undergo all this under the notion—mis- 
taken, I allow—that by so doing they render themselves more attrac- 
tive in our eyes; what man will refuse to adopt the Roman Fall, even 
at the risk of a touch of lumbago, or an occasional twinge of 
back-ache? 

I have already prevailed on a number of friends to study the new 


pose, and wind and weather permitting we shall—after practising it in 


Regent-street once or twice— bring it out in the Park as soon as the 
season begins. I shall be happy to take the names and addresses of 
such of your readers as are prepared to give in their adhesion to this 
national movement. Yours, etc., 

NoopD.es. 


A Grave Difficulty. 
We learn from the South London Press that the inhabitants of 


Penge, in Surrey, are much exercised in their minds because they | 


possess no cemetery, that at Croydon having been recently closed 


against them. We should have thought this a matter that would | 


correct itself, and that if the inhabitants only have the spirit to die, 
they may rely on it they will have to be buried somewhere. There is 
another course open to them. Let them refuse to die at all until 
proper cemetery accommodation is prepared. This latter line seems 
to us to possess superior attractions. 





What d’ye Bi? 
A woman consulted the surgeon at the Free Hospital the other day, 
and he ordered her “bi-carbonate of potash.” She immediately 


inquired if it was absolutely necessary to buy carbonate of potash, as 
her brother was a chemist and druggist and would give her some. 


A Hit. 

A cay and festive cuss, who was taken up on Boxing-night for 
wrenching off knockers, was sentenced to pay the damages. His 
defence was that he ought not to pay for the knockers as they were 
“ not worth a rap.” nd 

As Lixe as Two Psas.—Mr. Dickens’s “people, with a little 
‘p,’” and his “ people with a big ‘ P.’”” 
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BONES: A MYSTERY. 


4 CHAPTER I. 


oof) HE lovely Leonora ApALGisa pe Montmorency Fitz 
tT Snook was about to change all those names or most of them fon 
another. 
That other was PoopLeton. 

It belonged originally to a gentleman of that name. At least 
so it was rumoured. But in this life, as the poet has wisely observed 
much that isn’t is, and when it is, then it most frequently isn’t and 
ceteris paribus, vice versa, mutatis mutandis, such is life ! 

Avaustus PoopLEeTon was a man of independent means. He had a 
splendid mansion in Belgravia. He had noble horses, carriages, and 
velocipedes. 

He and Leonora met at a ball. He met her there, and she—such 
are the strange coincidences of a mutual passion— met him there at the 
very same moment. Oh, bliss! 

They joined in the stately fandango, and whirled round in the in- 
toxicating pirouettes of the Caledonian Lancers. They met three or 
four times afterwards. At their second mecting they fell in leve at 
first sight. It was fated. : 

They were married. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 150. 


Srrance are the talesof this we hear, 
And if life is, as folks aay, dear ; 

I would advise you.ndt te:go 

In London streets, when rain or snow 
Makes all the pavement like-a slide ; 
The cabmen come and they deride 

Your movements, while in London town, 
They madly drive and knock you down. 































1. You'll hear it where the censer swings, 
And incense to the high roof clings ; 
They sang it in the olden days, 

A. sacrifice of prayer and praise. 


2.'The day we know is long sinee past, 
You'd use this to express it ; 
It’s short, I fancy, for the last, 
And now you'll surely guess it. 


3. I heard it, I know where, with terrible roar, 
The waters (see Sourmry) came down at Lodore ; 


CuapTer II. And in African desert I heard it—instanter | 


But they did not live happy ever after. 
Crapter ITI. 


| Tuere was a mystery about Aveustus, which the kind and inquisi- 
tive eyes of his Leono«a failed to penetrate, 

He spent a good deal of time in his study. It contained a wash- 
hand stand and basin, a chair, a small mirror, three corks, and a large 
oak chest. 

The chest was locked— except when it was open. It never was open 

_ except when AvuGustTus was a'one. 

| Every evening he used to shut himself up in his study, and in the 
| gathering gloom he used to wrap himself in a long cloak, press his hat 
over his brows, and hasten from his home. 


He used to be gone for hours. 
Was it some hidden crime? Lxronora did not know. But she heard 


strange sounds proceed from his study— interrupted at times by bursts 
of wild laughter. Sometimes it seemed he was singing, but it was in a 
subdued tone. 


I gallop'd away on my horse at a canter. 


4. About the word I own’d I had a doubt, 
Andso the reader kindly cross'd it out ; | 
Heused) a‘ sign well-known all “ comps.”among, 
Which signifies a word in Grecian tongue. | 


‘5. She-wore it on her festal.day, 
‘Asrobe'imperial, in her way | 
Then strewed the blossoms of the year; 

This marked her queen, without.a peer. 


6. This-was the way, the road, or what you please, | 
I found it on the map you gave, with ease ; 
This also put me very much to shame 
To think that soldiers should be so to blame. 


SotuTion oF Acrostic No. 148.—Year, Anew: Yea, Eleven, Advice, 
Row. 

CorrREct Soututions cr A rostic, No. 148 ReEcEiveER JAsvARY 12th.—Tootle- 
tumps; We three; Timothy and Co.; A Sour Lemon; Dalziel Cottage; Laughing 
Pelican; T. F. M.; The Clique; The Blue Stockings; Pipekop; Kuby’s Ghrst; 
Clara S.; Yerrip; Gray’s Gallivanting Giants; Aldiboronti; Twopenny; Derfla 
and Yeul; Uld Cider-eye. 

Gallic Cock.—We said sounds not spells. | 


Cuarrer LV. 


She followed him one evening. But she lost sight of him at ‘the 
corner of a street. In vain she searched amid the giddy throng of the 
New Cut, they-heeded her not, save to pick her pocket. But what is a 
picked pocket to a broken heart? I really don’t know. 

As she turned homeward, sic: and faint, the mocking chorus of a 
band of Ethjopians seemed like the laughter of fiends :— 


| 
| 
| Extraordinary Feat. | 
“De ole cow die of her favourite toon, | 


; A GENTLEMAN who had been deprived of food for some hours 
And de little dog laugh to see the moon! entered a restaurant the day before yesterday and deliberately walked 
. Yah! Yah! Yah! Yah! Yah!”’ , 

That night when Aveustvs returned home she taxed him with his | 

hidden crime. 
= There is a dark spot on you that all the perfumes of Arabia cannot 

efface.”’ 

“ Where ?”’ said Aucustve, looking in the glass. 

“Trifler! You have some secret mystery concealed from the wife 
of your bosom—some crime—some curse! ‘Tell me, oh, tell me!” 

“Never!”’ he exclaimed, and burst into tears. 

“There is some dark shadow over you!” 

“ Black—black!’’ he moaned, writhing. 

“Reveal this horror! Are you some demon in disguise? Some 
vampyre—some corpse animated by a resident fiend—some skeleton 
magically endowed with life ? ”’ 

“Bones! bones!” he murmured, in an agony of repentance. 

“T thought so! Ha!” and she shricked and fell in a faint on the 
floor with her head in the fender. 

CuapTer V. 
| Hecombed the cinders from her hair, and put her with her back 
| against the coal-scuttle. ‘Then and there he revealed his awful secret, 
| his melancholy history. ; 
“You behold this splendid mansion—those lovely horses (only you 
| 


into around of beef. What makes it more extraordinary is that he 
got through it, and was met by a friend coming out, who declared he 
had never seen him looking better! 





Answers to Correspondents, | 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.J 

DEVoT2E OF THE Mews.—You will never bed down Pegasus with your | 
litter-ary eftorts, we fear. | 

DuncEe.—We are too polite to contradict. | 

CARVER AND GILDER.— You have not framed the joke well. } 

T. (Islington).— Don't ask silly questions! Of course “ solemn’ and 
‘call ‘em’’ do not rhyme :—get Ru/es of Rhyme, and look up the definition 
of a rhyme, and don't worry us any more about trifles 

E. H. (Camberwell).—“ Eliza’’ and ‘‘ wiser!’ oh, no! | 

J.T. (Great College-street).— We cannot accept contributions from persons 
who do not write English. 

B. (Bradford).— Very good, but excluded by one ef our rules. 

VaGA. — Thanks, 

H. B.—We do no: admit the slipshod style of verse which only rhywes 
two lines out of four. 

Mark TAPLEY.—Glad to hear you are “‘jolly.’ The likeness is what 
you suspect. Epigram declined with thanks. 

S. E. L —Purely a coincidence, we assure you. We have no recollection 
of the MS , however. 


ean’t-see them), them vclocipedes (only they are not there)—how do 
you think I keep up these appearances? On ancestral wealth No! 
a? No! By speculation? No! By going eakines’ ae 
fush—in thine ear—I belong toa band of nigger minstre's whic |‘ — en -aiale =e See 
>. j ili i . ‘ah! y ” Jined with thanks :—C.D. W.; R. J. T., Kilkenny; W R.S. ; Onw: 
Th eine in. the mew Oak Lam poem Yah! yah! We Lanbeth : R. S., Peckham; T. C. A , Euston-road; MePhun ; 
y lived happy, but divorced, ever after. | Jessie; G. P., Walworth; Dolly; Pigsnose ; B., Liverpool; D. D, King- 

ston; M. R. W.; Lydia; Poppleton: H. F., Wellington ; Borysthenes ; 
Nullius Filius; The Cove; B. 8., Leeds; J. F. R.; Magna: S., Alderman- 
The New Bankruptcy Act. bury ; Performer, Liverpool; N. A. M.; Po'ts; W. B. R., Liverpool; 
A. G.; Paris Correspondent; E. S., Tottenham; T.; A. A.; Toodles ; 


_ Ir the day breaks in the morning, does the sun, «s-s¢ts 1n the even- O: Bite teat 


ing, become assignee ? | 
. een TE i 
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A BEGINNER AND A FINISHER. 


Small Boy :—“ Box 0’ LicuTs, y’R HONNER!”’ 
Smart Snob :—“ Don’t smoxz!”’ 
Small Boy :-—“ Ou, THIN, rr’@ LARNIN’ You ARE!” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS 


JANUARY. 
In the Gardener's Magazine there is an article which ought to be 
read by every one who has a garden, entitled “Short Notes for 
oer sand Al good ber, th 
e Overland Monthly is a number, though not so superlativel 
excellent as it has been sometimes. “ Centrepele Bill"’ is wey wef 
Tus St. James's contains but a brief instalment of “A Life's 
Assize.”” Its political sketches are as cleverly written as usual, but 
the portraits which accompany them, are not as good in point of like- 
ness as some of their predecessors. The general contents are of 
average excellence. 
In Uur Young Folks, “ We girls” (the successor of the “ Bad Boy ’’) 
briskly with promise. There is an exquisite little poem by 
MITTIER ; and some pretty verses by “John Halifax” will also be 
found in the number. “Old Thorny” is good, in the Hans AnpEx- 
san vein; and “Polly Sylvester's Dream” is touchingly written. 
Wood-cuts have scarcely reached such perfection in America, ap- 
parently, as they have with us. 
The Atlantic Monthly opens with a long and beautiful , b 
Lowa, whose serious works are not well enough known in England, 
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YES AND NO. 


Reason and Passion are both good guides, 

But often enlist upon opposite sides: 

Sentiment's all very well in its way 

Till calm Reflection carries the day. 

How in the world can a man be sure 

Which of the two is the most secure ? 

Tell me which is the way to go, 

Jf the heart says “ Yes,’’ and the head says “ No’’? 


Getting in love has a charm, no doubt, 

And many have done it who can't get out. 
Bachelor Coelebs wants a wife, 

But never proposed in all his life. 

How can he start as a family man 

On a couple of hundred pounds per ann. ? 
Prudence comes with a knock-down blow, 

If the heart says “ Yes,” and the head says “ No,”’ 


Hollowest bubble on earth is Fame, 

But some folks follow it all the same. 

I am ambitious, and mean some day 

To astonish the town with a five-act play. 

Little I know of theatric art, 

And less of the way to make my start. 

Ambition is folly, it must be so, 

If the heart says “ Yes,”’ and the head says “ No.”’ 


Money, of course, is a thing to make, 

And most of all for its own sweet sake. 

Brains and Commerce are two good things, 

Each first-rate for the coin it brings. 

But, minus commerce and minus brains, 

How shall I manage to make my gains ? 

My heart's a friend, but my head's a foe, 

If the heart says “ Yes,” and the head says “‘ No.” 


Quite the Reverse. 

A PARAGRAPH is going the rounds tothe effect that a 
pupil of Baron Lizsia has discovered certain ethers 
which, when poured upon some chemical compounds. 
produce instantaneously precious stones of all kinds, 
We should be inclined to think this has less connection 
with Lrgsi¢ than big lie. 


On what occasion were elongated projectiles first 
used ?--In file-firing. 





where the Biglow Papers have eclipsedthem. There is also a thrilling 
story, @ /a Por, entit'ed, “‘ Was he dead ?” with “some pleasant verse, 
altogether making a thoroughly readable number, 

Scientific Opinion, Le Fullet, The Young Ladies’ and the Gentleman's 
Journals, with Science Gossip, and Naturalist’s Note Book, open the new 
year with numbers worthy of their respective positions as admirable 
publications of their class. 


Latest from Paris. 

Ons of those everlasting French correspondents informs his Parisian 
readers that, since the opening of the viaduct across Farringdon-street, 
the thoroughfare which passes over it has been renamed. It is now 
called Hautborne, because it is borne en haut. 


— --—__—-= —-———_ 





QUEER QUEKY. 


Wes often read that horses go “fishy’’ in the market, are they 
descended from the celebrated Go-dolphin Arabian ? 


W HEN is an artificial and metallic acoustical instrument like an ex. 


aminer? When it’s a screw-tin-ear! 
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CHAPTER XY. 


RUMTI REDIVIVUS. 


ent in ‘a 


| 





AGGATTI met Remsxy not far from the town gates, driving a | 


waggon loaded with chests and boxes, in which he had stored the 
spoils of the enemy. 
‘‘ What have you got there, my son ?”’ said the old man. 

‘‘Come and see!”’ said the lad, stopping the waggon and opening 
one of the chests. It was full of precious stones and go'd dust, things 
which, as the readers of fairy tales are aware, are indispensable items 
of the baggage a general takes to war with him. 

“Yours ?”’ asked RaGGartTt. 

‘Mine!’ answered Remsky. “I captured them from the enemy, 
and as you know they are mine by Act of Parliament.” 

“They are, my child!” said Raceatti with fervour. He knew 
very well that an act had been passed in the reign of Gorcivs which 
declared all property taken in war to belong to the actual captors. 
This statute was ren- 
dered necessary in con- 
sequence of a popu'ar 
demonstration _pro- 
duced by the delays of 
the Government de- 
partments in the par- 
tition of prize money. 
Before the reign of 
Goraivs, the distribu- 
tions did not take place 
until such long pe- 
riods after the capture 
that the official forms 
were made out for con- 
venience sake in this 
style: “Pay to—— 
grandson (or grand- 
daughter) of ——.”’ 

‘“Remsky,”” said the 
delighted RaGGarrtl, 
“this wealth comes at 
the right time. You 
ought to be rich if you 
m & princess.”’ 

” at are you 
talking about ?”’ asked 
Remsky in a tone of 
the wildest surprise. 

Thereupon  Rac- 
GaTTr detailed the 
events of the morning 
—the popular rising 
and desire to place him 
on the throne — his 

eech and its effect— 

e King’s gratitude 
and his promise to grant Remsky whatever request he chose to make. 

“Of course,” said Racoatti in conclusion, “ you will ask for the 
Princess’s hand in marriage!” 

“What! ”’ said R emsxy. 

“Why, the hand of Perseriiia in marriage. I know you love her, 
and neither your mother nor I should object to having a princess for a 
daughter-in-law—we love you too much for that. Our wish is to see 
you happy, not to consult our own humble tastes!" 

“Do you suppose I could entrap the King into giving bis daughter 
to a poor low-born fellow like me, just because he was unguarded in 

is promises in a moment of gratitude? Besides, the Princess does 
not know me—has never seen me. Do you think I wish to marry a 
woman who does not love me?” ‘ 

“Well, that did not occur to me,” said the simple-minded Racearrt. 
“In fact, I didn’t give it a moment’s thought, taking it for granted 
that you would ask for the Princess. What shal/ you ask for?” — 

“Nothing! At least, nothing at present. I don’t want anything. 
Y've got a great deal more here than I know what todo with. Iam 

ing to divide it among the garrison to whom it really belongs in 
justice. For, you see, I only hid it away under the before they 
returned to the camp for fear they should get quarrelling over it. 

“I think you had better keep a little of it, my boy. It's all very 
well to be generous, but just remember that your mother banged the 
bottom out of her best washing-tub yesterday in her anxiety to defeat 
the invaders.” 

“You shan’t want for anything, father, but when you've had your | 
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share the rest must go to the others, who I dare say have banged the 
bottoms out of their tubs as well as my mother.”’ 

RacGatti felt that his son’s observations were sensible and just. 

“Where are you going after you have seen your booty into a place 
of safety ¢”’ 

“‘T shall leave them at the Bank of Aphania, and then go off to the 
nursery ground——"’ 

“The garden! Why, what on earth should you go there for ?”’ 

“You remember I have been away for nearly a week, and there are 
lots of things that will want attending to—I only fear that a gcod 
many will have gone wrong in my absence.” 

‘‘ Well, I should think to-morrow would have done as well!” 

“ Well, I always do my duty to-day, father, as you taught me when 
a child.” 

RaGeatrt, of course, had no answer to this, so father and son parted. 

** Hang it, the boy’s right too!” said the old man. And then he 
suddenly remembered that the populace had carried him off in the 
midst of his work, and that he had his rag-basket on his back and Lis 
collecting hook hanging by his side. The basket was empty, for all 
the rags that he had collected had been tumbled out when he was 
hoisted on the shutter and carried against his will to the palace. 

‘‘ Tl follow the lad’s example”’ said he to himself. “T’ve got leave 

o search in the base- 
ment of the palace, and 
I daresay I shall find 
a good many first-rate 
rags there—good qua- 
lity ones, for they're 
uncommon wasteful in 
palaces, I’ve been 
told.” 

So the old man pre- 
sented himself at the 
area-gate and showed 
his pass. The scullery 
maid admitted him, 
and left him to wander 
about where he liked. 

He found that his 
notion of the waste- 
fulness of palaces was 
somewhat erroneous. 
Iie hunted all about 
without finding a rag 
as big as the palm of 
your hand. At last 
he began to pluck up 
courage to explore 
some of the dark cel- 
lars and gloomy cup- 
boards with which the 
lower part of the pa- 
lace was plentifully 
supplied. He was a 
little more fortunate, 
coming on a few dirty 
old dusters which idle 
servant maids had 
thrown away out of 
sight to save themselves the trouble of washing them out. 

At length he blundered into a very dark crypt. Nota ray of light 
could penetrate thither, so that though his eyes had become somewhat 
used to the gloom, he was totally unable to distinguish anything 
at all here. e groped along stretching out his arms before him, 
when suddenly his shins came in contact with some obstacle, and he 
came flat on his face on the pavement. 

He picked himself up as well as he could, and stretching out his 
hands carefully endeavoured to find out what the object was that had 
thrown him down. His hand encountered a cold smooth surface like 
marble, but before he could conjecture what it was, a sudden glow 
ran through it—it moved—and the next instant he felt a hand 
grasping his. ; ; 

This was rather alarming. His teeth chattered audibly and his 
hair stood on end. 

‘¢ Q-0-0-0-0-0-0!”’ he exclaimed, “0-0-0! what are you ?”’ 

‘Who the deuce are you ?’’ was the reply in a drowsy voice; “ have 
I been sleeping long ?”’ ; 

‘Please, I can't say,” said Raccarrti, collecting his courage, for his 
interlocutor was evidently a human being. ‘“ Perhaps I could tell you 
if you'd mention who you are!”’ 

“ Why, Kine Rusti, of course!’ was the answer. 

The honest hand had touched him at last. 
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Fiowzes or Srescu.—The language of Lily-put. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wedvesday, January 26th, 1870. 
4.0 meet one of the Barons of Early England, stalking about in full 

armour, crying out for “more Jews,” to draw the teeth of the 
hapless Israelites, would not surprise one much more than to 
find that a large and eminently respectable firm has, in this en- 
lightened age, put forth a manifesto bidding all its employes to shave. 
The revived Baron weuld be to be pitied for issuing from the gloom 
ef his own early times into the daylight of this century, like a dis- 
turbed bat, or blundering owl. But men, who have lived to see silly 
old prejudices die, and go unlamented to their graves, who have scen 
freedom and liberalism grow by degrees to fulness, are not objects for 
pity when they venture to set up their small protests against the pro- 
gress of the age. 

But it’s all nonsense, of course. Messrs. CoprsTaAKE AND Co, never 
seriously mean to insist on the annoyance, ill-health, and di 
which their anti-beard proclamation would entail on their numerous 
employés. They have caught the spirit of the seasen. want a 
little comic business, and they have lovin this little pantomime trick. 

But now it has gone quite far enough, and the sooner they admit it 
was only their fun, and withdraw the manifeste, the sooner will they 
win oblivion for the silliest trick.of the season. 


One of the first of the tramways which the spirited people of South 
London began with laudable promptitude, when the railways raised 
their fares, was completed last week. 

The time must come when our chief thoroughfares will be laid with 
rails for street-trams. ‘They will net-only he. a. boon to the working 
community, but they will keep a check ‘the directerial dictator- 
ship, which so recently cenverted eur pubassbenaatt wageiito a punish- 


ment instead of a conveniemce. 

_ Nor are the railways the, only ies that make the public pay 

in convenience as well as@ash. for the necessity of travelling. Filthy 

straw and extortionate conductors, in addition to.enail-pace and multi- 

= stoppages, make ommibuses worse that the worst of 

Frialiy pati has ued oblipadinmsbane tapedniaoonemanrh 
r public 80 ir own We 

wish the new system of tuaglic esata. mmo 


_Is it not almost time that Jupaz Para; of “two thousand. tail- 
pieces ”’ notoriety, retired from a Bench, which he is constantly com- 
pened to render ridiculena? ‘The bar, which frequents his court, has 
ittle respect for itself andless forthe judge. Perpetual i 
bring the administration of the law into di and it isi 





















is constantly converted, witheut 
a a ” that would. seeure 
this kind :— 
Yours very truly, Assreraw?-Juper 
Clerkenwell never will trouble again 
—————eeeeeeeeeeee 
ART AND ART CRITICS. 


Carman Stupto—aum. 
DO not make the least attempt to, 


@, 
That I'm among the hard ar- 
tistic toilers, 
For almost all my time is oc- 
cupied, 
In merely manufacturing “ pot-. 
boilers.” 
Tt comes across my fancy now and 
en 


> 
If I had but a certain income, 
daily ! 
Say twenty “ Bob,”—or fifteen— 
aye, or ten, 
How I should work away serene, 
and gaily! 


*~ mental ee would never be 
y meee of the Money Market troubled ; 
And I should paint till the aa 
Would have to get ifs space for hanging doubled! 
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Not half-a-guinea since the second “ult.” 
Has come to help replenish my exchequer ! 
So circumstanced ’tis very difficult 
Appearing to be ‘“‘ keeping up one’s pecker! ” 
’Tis getting late, I’ve worked till half-past six, 
And hunger has attacked me with its gnawings ; 
I must dispose of this unpleasant “ fix,” 
And also of some water-colour drawings. 
What shall I dine on? Here's a little sketch, 
A study in a wood, of dearest Kitty ; 
I must keep that! besides it wouldn’t fetch 
Enough to pay for luncheon in the City. 


Hah! fere’s the sort of ‘ pot-boiler”’ I need 

The Park—a lady in a riding habit; 
’T will bring enough to furnish me with “‘ weed,” 

As well as steak and “cooper” and Welsh rabbit. 
I know it is the very sort of thing 

To take the fancy of a picture-buyer ; 
And it shall go if it will only bring 

Enough for what I presently require. 
BistTre assured me it would never sell, 

And. was not worth the paper it was,“ staining ; ”’ 
Bat list to artist critic! youaswell — 

ight guazle bitter beer when pews in training. 


Towtall and unessential things int 
Te composition, i charoout 
Defective “ ” of an elbow joint, 


Or lock omitted from a door or bardiu ! 
Find fault with draperies about a bed,' 

Contrasted with a silken dress upon it— 
And say you've used too much Venetign red, 

And. speiled the “‘ keeping” by a.sagq green bonnet ! 
They sean: your picture with mechanic eye— 

Say that your greys are on your distance— 
have used a erimson wl “fly,” 


By useless technicalities unaided. 
His pleasure in a painting or a view 

Is i by what an Artist tepubles— 
As, how that distance is so warm h blue ? 

Or, how to paint the colours of bubbles 
What mixture will that tint ? 

And— hut, in short, the beauties of greation 
Are looked at merely to obtain a 

On “ composition ”” i ion }’’ 
I often fiad what artist friends. 

The public value, and will pay for higher 
Than perhaps, are better thinga: but,‘then, 


what, 
What can [ do but paint to please the buyer! 
And I prefer, when T can get a } rice 
That for atime will make my prospects sunny, 
One who will give me cash without advice, 
To one who gives advice without the money! 


——— eee 


An Undistributed Middle. 


Tue maxim “medio tutissimus ibis’—(you had better go to the 
Middle Temple)—seems to have been acted upon by a ol many 
gentlemen who had not: the wherewithal to pay for the dinners, 
through which oe their way intothe Bar. Henceforth dinners 
are to be paid for beforehand, but may net the want of the needful 
half-crown exclude some mute inglorious Bacon ? 





Cedat Armis Toga. 

T'uz Armourers Company sent a donation the other day to the Field 
Lane Ragged School. This is a contradiction of iat. that 
“who slays fat oxen should himself be fat,’”’ for it proves that those 
who make corslets do not encase their own bosoms. in hard breastplates. 





A TRIBUTE TO ART. 
Panoramas, although usually painted by the humbler class of pro- 
fessionals, contain, as a rule, very “ passable” seenery. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


Dane Sur,—Me moind has been so utthurly taken up wid politicks 
that I furgot to tell ye annythink about my dumestick arrangemints. 
But the dizaise has broke out agin. Arrah, thin, tis yer honer that 
knows nothin about it ovur in Lundun whare ye can see the QuEEN 
anny day,an whare ye have as much pound-notes ‘in wan av thim 
banks as ud mayke sales fur awl the turf-boats that ivur wint up an 
doun'the Shannon. Ah, thin, tis a sore complaint I’m sufferin from, 
an the wurst av it is, it brakes out in iviry kwarthur. Tis a disorder 
that has killed moar peple ovur here thin the kolera or the favur. 
I doant suppoas ye know what it is in Ingland, but ovur‘here we kawl 
itthe rint. Ah, ‘thin, ye shud see wan av our collecthurs wawkin in 
about a kwarthur of an hour afthur the rint isdue. Inhe kums 
shakin as much munny in his breechis pockit as ud buy half the 

arish, an chucklin fur awl the wurld loike a*hin whin shes afthur 
layin hur first egg. Ye shud see.that ould divil Hart, that has as 
manny cursis av the widow and the orfin on his soul as‘ud:sink a three 
manta immigrant: ship - ye shud see him wawkin into our littel cabin 
with assmoile on his mug loike a rattle-shnake kreepin along the 
ground to his attinshuns to a robin redbreast. Good:mornin, 
Tuxapy, sesthe. Good mornin, kindly, sur, ses I, whin if I had me 
wish the good mornin Id give him ud be the ind of a good black 
thorn,‘ora‘thimibleful av smaw! shot. I kum fur the rint,TaHapy, 
seshe. “Lismeself thats sorry, sur, ses I, that I cant p¢y yeawl’av it 
toxday. “The'tymes are bad an the childur hav had the:mayzles. The 
owd story, ses he, if ye doant pay to-morra out ye-go. Ye shud see 
the could-bloodied reptile wawkin off as happy asif he had saved our 
lives. Tisameself that:wished St. Patrick was in the way to:giv him 
aithwist that ud mayke a:could shnake av him. 

Shure, amhe has ‘about as*much charyty in his carcass as'fhe gable 
ind av acworkhouse. Whin ivur I-see his back, alwais remoinds me 
av the all dure av a hearse. : 

Couptin that, I belave hed sell his poor muthurs korpse to:mayke 
gun ‘kasthur ile outav to‘sum av thim docthurs an wudnt 
pay fur-e-coffin to'tayke hur to the ospittle. 

i heseremey timeav a Pagan divarthor that used to play the flute 
with hishead 6ff to.desave the Jivns-and ‘sheep andu bastes av 

rey, hit he.didnt know musick ‘icike an Oisish landlord‘or his agint. 















































shark. 


Giniral. 


av it. 


hey hrve-a ‘av ‘thare own av performin an thay invinted a 
divishun av-musick isnt found in any av thim-songs that gives the 


shivurs to thim play -acthurs with the hair on thare upper lips an 
alwais drest loike giniruls in thearmy. Ye dont know annythink 
about it in Ingland, but we kawl it the crow-bar. I here that 
musick has charums to move the savage baste but the melojous howl 
av an Oirish landlord can sweep the roof off a poor man’s cabin. 

But what need [kare about him. Thares Patsy ovur thare wid his 
grate round face lookin fur awl the wurld loike a harvist moon an 
my darlin little Motty that I ekspect to foind the wings growin out 
av hur shouldhers iviry mornin, an see hur fly off to the anguls that 
must miss hur whin they are playin at dolls housis. An whin my 
hart is sore an I think I might dhrive away all the throuble by 
nockin ould Hau out av the wurld,thares Bippy’s big pair av eyes 
lookin ovur at me loike wan av thim maps av the wurld I see in the 
Nashunal Skool, an she maykes the divil cut his sthick as if he wus 
sprinkled with holy wathur. Yerra, let the ould vaggurbone do his 
wurst thares luv enuf amung us evin if we have to mayke our bed by 
the side av the road to mayke a good pare av blankits fur ourselves 
an the crathurs. 

Tis Repale av the Unyun theyre tawkin about agin—not av the 
workhouse, fur we’d awl vote fur that and welkum, but thim agi- 
tathurs, they ses let yer durty bank-notes wawk out av what wus the 
Oirish Hous av Kummuns and let the mimbers fur Oireland wawk in. 
Be penne, twud be only rivinge afthur awl fur whin they had a 
Parlemint before awl that ould blagard that afthurwards cut his throat 
fur amusemint had to do, wus to say let the bank-notes wawk in an 
out wawkd the Oirish pathriuts as plisint as if they wur afthur 
berryin thare wives. An thats what they kawled executin thare 
principuls. Shure, I see two or three boys fallin off a boord in the 
frunt av the jale an brakin thare collar-bones, but thare wusnt wun 
av um that wus strangled as asy as the principles av an Oirish 
mimbur. 

Couplin that, they blame the poor freemin as they kawl em ¥ in 
Dublin fur taykin a pound or two fur votin. I dunno why the divil 
they shudnt whin the slippery ould desavurs that they vote fur ud sell 
thare granmuthurs asbis fur a pipe av tobaccy. Tawkin av the 
Guvirmint tis a droll way thim sojurs hav av spakin, they kawl thim- 
selves a flyin colum an thin they say theyre stashuned in so and so. 
‘Shure I nivir herd av a flyin colum if it wasnt wan av thim in a 
noosepapur thats here to day an in Skibbereen the next mornin. 

Couplin that, tis the Guvirmint thats hard on O Donovan Rossa. 
¥e dunno whats the lasth thing they dun. Do ye remimbur the 
letthur he wrote axin the Queen to let im live at Millbank that he 
moight be nare the House av Kummuns. Divil a bitif they havent 
let it be transhlated, as they kawl it, into Dutch. I belave he’d hav 








Ballymurphy. 


SeLuTiOns oF ACROSTIC 
Gallivanting Giants ; Dalziel Cottage; Ruby’s Ghost ; Pimlico Tom Oat; E. J. O. 
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burned his hand off befoar he put a pin to poe if he knew that what 
he rote wus to be repatid be thim foriners t 
five or six jawbones a piece, an as many teeth asa sivin year ould 


at spake as if they had 


‘Tawkin av sharks remoinds me av the Fanyans. They tell me the 
mimbur fur Tip, as they kawl im, is the divil at nittin an whin he’s 
not warin the bracelets that the Guvurmint giv im he’s alwais darnin 
stockins. 
anny gumshun. 
belongin to the Princiss av Wayters that I see up in Dublin maykin 
iviry wan fall in luv wid hur only be lookin at um. 
she got um she’d go into the QuEEN and ax hur to let im out. 
that wudnt convart him he ought to be chaned up wid the Atturney- 


I know a way that he'd be sure to get out av jale if he had 
Why doesnt he nit a pare fur wan av the gorsoons 


Shure I belave if 
An if 


Couplin that, I rimimbur thare wus an 6uld Counsiller in Dublin, 
and twasnt often he stud upto spake to the Judges for razins best 
known to himself. 
gilty fur seven-and-sixpence and fur half-a-sovereign hed sware you 
wor innosint. 
gallivanthurs on the Binch that knew awl about the twopinny 
Counsiller. \ 
they say lawyers fur the Kroun whin they nivir wurk fur less‘than 
oe ee ould twopimny a brief—there they go agin, they 

wl a thing a brief whin tis as long as from this across the 
well, at awl evints, they gave him a kase an twus a nice hash he made 
He wint on sayin iviry minit, Im fur the Kroun—Im fur the 
Kroun, he wus so proud av himself, until at lasth wan av the judges lost 
his payshunce—an ould sinnur wid a nose loike a male train 
moiles an hour, an ses he, Yeve'tould us ye appear fur'the 
the Koort has much oftener seen ye appear fur half-a-kroun. The 
Counsiller nivur appeared fur the-Kroun or the half-kroun afttur. 


In the distance the sunbursth av euld Gireland wavin do I see, 
Mr. Buricut-is goin to mayke the land-and'the breakfast table free. 


He was ‘an ould varmint tho, hed say ‘you wor 


An shure twas the ould red-nosed, port-@hrinkin 


Wan day wan of the lawyers fur the Kroun—why do 


ee 


in at 60 
‘but 


Yours most -obadyently, 
T'Hapy Dsvaxy. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I5I. 


Feoxtsa folk, who now-a-days 
Attempt to make men less hirsute ! 
The razor we've agreed to rase, 
So then, oh Moorg, no more dispute. 


1. A term on which I shall not lecture— 
Apply to guides in architecture. 


2. A little of this— 
A little of that— 
Nought comes amiss— 
All things come pat, 
Make it, and shake it, and bake in a pot, 
And mind, above all things, to sent it up hot. 


3. For this one comes 
To courts and slums. 


4. Here, when the rain is done, 
Hang diamonds in the sun. 


5. This is in creeds, it seems to me, 
What factions in political things be— 
They leave no door for reconcilement free. 


6. Hush-a-by, baby! 
Goes for a walk. 
Hush-a-by, baby! 
Hark! and she'll talk— 
On daddy and mammy and nurse she will call— 
Then kiss her hand—utter this—and that’s all! 


7. It came from Greece, but Horace stole 
Its dainty measure ; 
And in its fashion framed a whole 
Poetic treasure ! 


8. The public’s servant, confidential, too! 
May he ne'er wait on either me or you. 


9. I like it wheresoe’er I get it: 
Yet not as summum bonum set it! 
Nought else to do, I like to have a bout of it, 
And in an inn I care not to be out of it! 


So.vTion or Acrostic No. 149.—Laughing Children: Laconic, Ah, 
Ubi, Gal, Head, Inspector, Nurse, 


Gun. 
No. 149, aecervep 19th Jawvary—Guitar ; Gray’s 
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Eva :—“ MAMMA, WHAT I8 A GOSLING?”’ 
Mamma :—“ A LITTLE GOO8E, DEAR.” 


' 
“4 
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NOT INKREDIBLE! 


| Eva :—“ AND A DUCKLING ?”’ 
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Mamma :—“ A LITTLE DUCK.” 


Eva :—“ THEN 18 AN INKLING A LITTLE INK? Becavsg, 1F 80, I’vE GOT AN INKLING.” 








In Three Volumes. 
Vor. I. 

“Anp he will never know, Madam,” said the housekeeper, closing 
the casket with a clasp and a sigh. 
is “ Not until [ am dead, Ursula,” replied Lapy Auicr, wearily ; “and 

a 

“It will not be of much use to him,” quoth Ursvta, placing the 
| treasure upon a dressing-table, and spreading a clean handkerchief 


KEEPING A SECRET. 





over it. 
Vou. IT. 
lt was considerably past four in the morning when Sir MarMADUKE 
a ~ to thunder at the postern. 
e whole castle was in a state of commotion. Lapy Atice, who 


had not slept a wink all night, glided along the corridor in a pleasing 
but ul deshabille, and opened the great gate. 

“Hic!” exclaimed Sir MarMapuxg, in uneonscious Latin, as he 
measured his length on the floor. 

“ Jacet! ss pow vag oat : 2 om completing the half-uttered 
sentence, and giving it for an epigram in the lan e -of 

Faas V III oo 
you. . 


Sra Marmapvuxr’s lady lay dying. The excitement and exposure of 
that fatal morning had culminated in bronchitis and hysterics. 
“Tf " had y told _ = ae it, my —- said the house- 
eeper, ing tears as though her future de ed upon them, and 
nelaiiie: be tha tiaden casket. aM es 
But it was too late. Lapy Aticer heaved her last sigh at a quarter 
past eleven o’clock, and Sin Manmapuxs married again within a 
twelvemonth. 
And the casket ? 
The casket contained a golden latch-key, beautifully fabricated, 
which fitted the postern gate of the castle to a T. 





The New Year. 


We are glad to observe signs, which, like early primroses and 
swallows foretelling a genial spring, hold out hopes that the year we 
have entered upon will be a cheerful one. We need note only one 
such welcome phenomenon—“ It is said that Mr. Turrer intends 
during the approaching season to give a series of readings from Pro- 
verbial Philosophy.”’ This is indeed cheering. If the promised return 
of prosperity and credit takes place, and we become too elate at the 
restoration of the national credit, we can take a mild corrective in the 
a evening with the philosopher. Nature, it is said, never 
sends us the bane without also sending the antidote. We may argue 
from the presence of an antidote to all excessive jollity, that there is 
some prospect of a more jovial year than we have lately secn. 


Another Bidder. 


Tus Americans are said to be great at “waking snakes.” When 
we opened the Atlantie Monthly for January, we fancied we had vome 
on a feat of this kind, for we saw an announcement in large letters of 


WEBB’S ADDER. 
It turns out to be only a calculating machine, not a serpent. 


PAYING THROUGH THE NOSE. 


Tus M.P. who wins his seat by a protracted canvass in Bermondsey 
fairly deserves a share of the “‘sweets’’ of office. 


Hanpy Boox-marxers :— Dirty fingers. 
An Ottve Branca (let us hope).—The O.trvier Ministry. 


Tue Lone “ Frau” (and likely so to remain).—The Governor and 
Company of the Bank of England. 


How Great Britain is known in the Mediterranean.—By the cut of 
her Gid. 
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THE SILLIEST TRICK OF THE SEASON. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE ; 
Or, The Terrible Turk and the Great Tidal BWabe! 


ACT I.—Mary’s House. Enter Hanotp. 


AROLD.—As TI am now forty, it 
is high time I began to think of | 
5 choosing a profession. I shall ZO | 
to Cambridge, and then take ordera. 
Enter Curpstow, in high spirits. 
Cuerstow. — Harold! Congratu- 





Rugby together. My early education 
having been neglected, it occurred 
to me, at the age of thirty, that it 
would be well if I went to school. And that is how I came to know 
you. (<Aside.) Heavens, I love Mary. 

Enter IsMar1, a Terrible Turk, and WitLiAM Wace. 

Wiiiam.— Ismael, you are my tutor. 

IsmaAEL.— I am. Enter Mary. 

Mary.— William ! 

IsMAEL (Aside).—Take her hand. 
Haro p (Aside).—All is lost! 
ACT II.—The Italian Inn. Many (now married to Wii.tam) dis- 

covered, with a roguey-poguey in acradle, Also, an imp rtinent but 

Faithful female servant, Keztan. 

Mary.— My dear husband is dying in the next room. I am con- 
vinced that Ismael is poisoning him; but I will not interrupt them. 

Tinter Ismaru. 

IsmMaEt.—There is no hope. He can't live through the night. 
When he is dead will you marry me? 

Mary.—Villain! Know that the pure English wife seldom (if 
ever) listens to overtures of marriage until her husband is quite, quite 
dead. (IsMAEL quails.) (Exit Mary. 

Enter WILLIAM, very poorly. 

Wiiram. — Villain! You have 
poisoned me. You have insured 
my life heavily, and you have com- 
mitted forgeries in my name! 

IsmarEL. — Pardon me, you err. 
(But he has, the bold, bad man !) 

Wititiam. — You—ha! I 
(wriggles and dies). 

Enter Adelphi Johndarmes. 

JOHNDARMF. — I arrest William 
Wage for forgery. 

IsMaEL.—It is too late. 
dead. 

ACT ITI.—A Portsmouth attic. Fine Sea View, 
and RoGcury-Pocvey. 

Mary (explains).—After the death of my husband, I took to the 
operatic stage, and camea dreadful cropper. Failing abjectly asa 
prima donna, and having nothing in my pocket, I put my pride in it, 
and accepted an engagement in the Portsmouth chorus at two pounds 
a week. Hence I am known to the world as the Nightingale. 

Keziau (aside to Rocury-PoGuey in a whisper).—Hush, then, it 
mustn't make faces at the audience and spoil its mother’s best scenes. 
It must be a good boy, den, and concentrate its little attention on the 
business of the stage. 

Mary.—The sea view is charming, but as the sea comes right up to 
the attic window sill in calm weather, it is not pleasant to think of the 
consequences of anything like a gale of wind. Thank heaven we are 
not on the ground floor! [ Exeunt, leaving Rocury Povey. 
(A boat is rowed up to the window, and IsMaEL enters through that aperture. 

Flight of steps conveniently placed for that purpose.) 

IsmarL.— Now to steal the child and insure its life. But first to 
give it an anticipatory dose of poison. (To child.) 
nicey! (Gives the child a table-spoonful of arsenic and exit into the sea.) 
Re-enter Mary and Keztau,. 

Mary.— Where is the child? 

Krziau.—I don’t know. 
mad! I will ron away and leave her all alone. 


faithful creature as she is.) 

(Mary steps out of window into a boat. Enter the Great Tidal Wave. 
The house is swamped and disappears. Many alone on the wild waste 
of waters in boat. The sea rises very much indeed. Happily the pre- 
ser.ce of a lime light suggests that human aid is not far off. The sea 
runs mountains high, but the boat behaves well. Tableau!) 





(He does so.) Bless you both! 


die ! 
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‘ PD 
He is -ae 


Ente; Many, Kezrau, 


(Mary rolls her eyes.) Ha! Missus is 
(Does so, like a 


late me! I have just been gazetted 
to an ensigncy in the Twenty- | 
second ! | 

Harotp. —I do! We were at 


Oh, nicey, nicey, | (Seizes child and presents pistol at its head.) 





| ACT IV.—A London Square — real gas lamps and actual pillar post. 

Showy house, with fashionable ball going on. Adelphi guests arrive on 

Soot, and all at once. This is accounted for by the fact that they had 

been spending the earlier part of the evening with “ Ethel, or, Only a 

Life’’; but were summarily dismissed from that lady’s house in conse- 

quence of her sudden death on the piano. 

Enter Mary, very poorly clad, but quite sane again. 
Mary.—If it had not been for the lime-light man I had perished. I 
have lost my situation in the Portsmouth chorus, and, consequently, I 
am no longer known as the Nightingale. Ha, I faint. (Does so.) 
Enter IsMAEL, in gorgeous turban ana gilt trousers. 

Ismari.—This is the house at which I am going to conjure. Such 
is life! Ismael, whom no one recognizes as the cruel Bahadur Khan, 
the inciter of that famous Indian mutiny which was suppressed two 
years ago by Mr. Eburne and Mr. Robert Romer in “4 Sister's 
Penance,’ has come down to earning half-guineas by conjuring at 
fashionable entertainments! It is Allah’s will. [ Exit into house. 

| Mary (on ground).—Gurgle! gurgle! gurgle! 

(At this point all the Adelphi guests—who can stand a good deal but not 
| a conjuror—leave the house in a body and walk home through the snow). 
Enter (from house) Harotp and Cuepstow. 
| Haro.p.— Yes, Chepstow, I changed my mind about going into the 
| Church, and I bought a commission in your regiment instead. We 

fought together in India, and here we are. 

Cuepstow (seeing Mary lying on the snow).—Hullo, here’s a lark. 
Here's adying woman! (Chaffs her, like an officer and a gentleman.) 
Enter from house IsMakEt. 
| Ismarn (sees Mary).—It is Mary Wage. 

Harotp.—And you—you are Bahadur Khan! Vengeance! 

{Exit IsMaeL very guiekly. Tableau. 


ACT V.—The Village Church. Enter Mary and Ismart. 


Mary.—No, Ismael, I can never love you. You murdered my hus- 
band, and you kidnapped my child. It would only be Christian to 
| forgive you, and I do so with all my heart, but I do not think I could 
| ever be truly happy with you. Where is my child ? 
IsmaBL.—Alas, he is dead! Here is his grave. 

Mary.—Dead! (Goes mad again.) 
Enter Keztaun, with Rocvey Poovey. 
Kezrau.—Not so! The arsenic turned out to 
| be nothing but Epsom salts. He forged the child's 
| burial certificate, having first insured his life. 
Mary.—My boy! (Becomes as sane as an 


| Adelphi heroine can be.) 
Ismati.—Ha! Foiled! But I will beavenged! 








Enter Hanoy and Cuepstow, with a compeny of 
ridiculous soldiers, armed to the teeth with penny 
canes. 

Hanrotp.—There is your prisoner, the cruel Bahadur Khan! 
(They seize him. Tableau !)—Cuntary. 


Ovrsetves.— This piece is not worthy of Mr. Ronertson. As the 


leading dramatist of the day he has a valuable reputation to sustain, | 
and he should be careful how he risks it by ne ieces that hisown | 


good sense and great —, must tell him could never succeed. 
The story is at once ordinary and impossible. It offers little oppor- 
tunity to the actors engaged in it. The scenery is contemptible. 
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A CHILDREN'S PARTY. 


Wuar a lot of eager eyes! All staring out at one with such 
intensity. 
But don’t flatter yourself, gentle reader. T 
by you, but by Pxorgssor Forcecarpez, who is executing his wunder- 


ful tricks before the little le. ; 
“What a pit it is that peer Paterfamilias, who admits that he is 


“knocked to bits by neuralgia,” cannot resolve himself into those 
pleasant constituents, his little people, and enjoy himself, like five or 
six chi!dren, at this juvenile party. ; 

When we were several children, which is now some years ago, we 
were a boy and three girls, and we quarrelled very considerably. But 
we were united in one thing—our delight at going out to parties! 
Some of us wore muslin dresses, and one of us wore a velvet suit with 
stockings—alas, we were too young to know the delight of the present 


happy knickerbocker fashion. _ a 
‘ow, having retired from active juvenility, we are compelled to be 
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content with a subordinate position in life. We have entered into 
arrangements with Proresson Forcecarpr, whereby, on consideration 
of receiving our bread and cheese and a pint of , daily, with a 
compound rhubarb pill. whenever such a corrective is rendered 
necessary by the above luxurious mode of living, we undertake to 
assist him in such minor impossibilities as making eggs whistle “ God 
save the Queen,” aces of trumps dance fandangoes, and half-crowns 
fly through the air upon bicycles. You don’t believe us? 

Ah, if you were only a child, you should see usdoit. But you're 
not, ard so you shan’t! However, you have the pleasure of enjoyi 
not only your own disbelief, but the pleasant faces of the little 
believers in Prorgsson Forcecarpr’s magic. For there they are— 
all gazing out of the picture. There is Mitty, whose papa paints 
ouch beauifal pictures, none of them so pretty as she is. And that's 
Geratp— he has already begun to draw caricatures, and is almost as 
industrious a comic as his father. And there is ArrHur—and 
here is Li.y—and there is Bos. This is Cuanuie, and that is Neus, 
and t’other is Darsy--and all their eyes are wide open, and all their 
mouths are typical of one unanimous “ Oh,” which they utter as the 
out professor makes the cards jump out of the bottle, and stand on 

eir heads upon the edge of a small table-knife. 
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There is only one person who enjoys the evening more that the 
little people. He is the host—you may possibly see his kindly smile 
in a corner behind them. He is here, there, and everywhere; and 
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| presently, when the gifts on the Christmas tree are distributed, you will 
The interest is not excited | 


find him arranging the distribution, and making the glistening eyes 
glisten yet more brightly, and the eager lips gasp more eagerly. 

Yes! After the professor's display, there ts a Christmas tree. 
There never was such an evening! No sooner is one marvel over 
than another commences. It is all very well for solemn medical 
journals to declare that juvenile parties are “drefful wicked and un- 
wholesome!” Don’t we wish we were four or five children, with per- 
petual holidays, and a juvenile party every other day! 





Down with them. 


We read in a contemporary that it is proposed to give all railway 
whistles a musical pitch. We are for pitching them overboard 


altogether. 









An Unkind Cut. 


Messrs. Corestakk, Moorz, Crampton, and Co., may “make no 
bones”’ (begging Mr. Moore’s, of the Christy’s, on for the ex- 
pression) as to denuding their employés of the moustache, but they 
cannot ‘prevent a curl of the lip at so glaring an instance of the exer- 
cise’ of what has been termed “arbitrary prejudice.” 





The Light Fantastic. 


TuErz has been a Fat Men’s Ball at New York. We suppose it 
was a rolling ball — dancing is not possible for the ponderous. sides 
an er ball-room floor could not support such a fortuitous con- 
currence of fat ’uns. No—the supper must have been the great feature 
of the evening. 


THE MACHINERY OF PARLIAMENT. 

We believe that in the coming Session the Ministerial risks attend- 

ing the “moving” the previous question will be reduced to a 
minimum. 





An Evzercrezen Morro.—Dum v'ivy-mus vivamus. 
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But a8 she turned it on—I heard the whistle of the escaping gas | 
frame itself into words. 

They were these: 

“‘ Here, I say, don’t be a fool! Let me out! I only went to collect | 
the taxes: It's Mr. Lowe's fault!” | 

care Marra trembled. So did I. 

“* Have you killed him?” she whispered. 

“Why did he call on you every day ?” 

‘“‘He come for the taxes, Mr. Lowe says they are to be paid at 
once—only I couldn't pay.” 

Again the gas whistled. 

“* Come, don't be a fool. Let us out!” 

But Anna Maria put herarms round my neck and said, “ It’s only 
a tax-collector !”’ 

So we didn’t. _—__ 

CHAPTER V. 
WHICH EXPLAINS THE INTRODUCTION. 

I preamr all this on New Year’s Eve, and is was all along of the 
terrible state of alarm into which I was driven by the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer and his diabolical scheme for getting a year’s taxes out 
of us on the first of January:! 


THE SLEEPLESS. 
Tue hour is twelve—tho light is out— 


THE}; ERROR OF A NIGHT. 
A Thrilling Sensation, 





CHAPTER I. 
INTRODUCTORY. 
| (S$ BADER, I am—in short, this is I. I am—I should say ‘“‘ me,” 
Y) but: the rules of grammar sternly forbid, and though I have 
| rai been criminal, deeply criminal, I can lay my hand on my heart 
and say I never—never committed—a false concord. 

I was tall once, but grief and crime have bowed me down. They 
| were nearly bowing me out altogether, on a scaffold in the Old Bailey. 
| But they;did not! I was too sharp for that. For the body—— but, 
I must not; be premature. 

Now you know all about me. As much as-E do myself—nay, more 
perhaps, for you know that I was born, a fact which though I was, I 
presume, present, I am not allowed to substantiate on oath, and I know 
myself too well to. believe a word I say under any other condition. 
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CHAPTER II. 
STILL. MORE’ INTRODUCTORY. 
Lar: me introduce you, gentle reader, to my own ANNA Manta 


JIFFS 
You will observe I say “ gentle ’’—so no reader of the rougher sex 


is to:presume to consider this an introduction for him, or to act upon : 
; ; = ° . ss . The curtains are of dimity,. 
it assuch.. He: will do so at his peril. Mime is a madly jealous I nothing } to think al ut, 


To vex my equanimity. 


My income is a good round sum ; 
y savings well invested are. 
My debts to scarce ten pounds would come 
My waistcoats double breasted are. 


My nightcap’s padded at the ears ; 
fy slippers are with flannel lined ; 
With capon, beef, and wine, and beer’s 
My alimental channel lined. 


The hour is twelve—I've doused the glim— 
My curtains draw occlusion n. 

But slumber flies both lid and linb— 
All sleep I find delusion in ? 


And, why? The question you let drop 
I answer with veracity— 

There's Mrs. J. sleeps like a top, 
And snores with pertinacity. 


I do not rouse her, pretty pet! 
I let her sleep away, I do! 

Though I don’t close my eyes—I get 
More rest now than by day I do! 


disposition. 

You will know this, when I tell you more: For the body—— but 
hush}: guilty soul, do not. yet hasten to unbosom yourself — that is if a 
soubhas:a bosom. From information I have received from an intimate 
friendwho.is a Billingsgate salesman Ishould say not. Soles-have rocs, 
he says). but: only an upperand an under side, a tail, and some fins, 
morerorless, I tremble before his superior knowledge. 

But:to: return to my Jirrs. I loved her with all the ardour of a 
passionate nature—so very passionate that, at times, I could have 
blackened both her eyes so that she might have seen how deeply I 
loved her. 

I was connected with the church. I sold them of various: sizes in f. 
plaster of Paris, with coloured glass windows — the effect when lighted 
up from the interior by a candle-end was ravishing. 

I asked my Jirrs to consent to our union in one. She objected that 
it was too small. 

From that moment I suspected her. 





CHAPTER III. 
FURTHERLY INTRODUCTORY. 


Anna Maria Jirrs-—I used to call her Coconibsy as being more 
poetical, besides being the title of an old tragedy—kept a sewing ma- 
ee which assisted in keeping her. She had a small house and took 
in lodgers. 

She took them in very much., I might almost say, severely. 

. But from the moment I began to have my suspicions, I suspected 
er! 

Every day for a week the same individual called on her. 

A rival! 

That.wasi my opinion. Yet he kept on keeping oncoming. And 
she saw. him every time! 

I could stand it nolonger! Surely it was not acrime! Yet the 
body—— but, down, down, troubled conscience, down ! 





Unwortuy Recipients or Tips — The tips-y. 
Why is it a criminal offence to try and pass off a parrot as a phea- 
sant by keeping it till its high ?—Because its Polly-gamey. 





Aushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless: they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. 

G. T. K. (Plymouth).—We confess we are “‘a.cuss’”” We are aecus- 
tomed to be told so! 

NEPTUNE.—Try something original, don’t trench on the ideas of others. 

W. N. (Limerick).— Declined with thanks :—We are compelled to put 
your own initials as you adopt the nom de plume of one of our regular 
contributors. 

NutMgeG.— We have met with greater jokes. 

NincomPoor.—You had better apply personally. 

E. H. J. (Southampton).— Messrs. Hogg, of York-street, Covent 
Garden. 

A ConsTANT READER.—As you venture to criticise what you confess 
you have not read, it is a pity you do not apply for a reviewer's place. 
send us name and address, and we'll do what we can for you. 

W. (Swansea).—Glad to recognise your handwriting again,, though not 
the most legible. Declined with thanks. 

Declined with thanks a A. a Coscemie ; W. ' _S lem B.; 
D. 8., Live J. Ins ; N. A. M., w: W. W., Islmgton; 
G. HA, Brrmir : H.W. Goswell-roami: D.: Canvas Back, G. J. ; 
Nemo. me, etc ; B. F. 8.; J. S., Darlington; R..W., Leeds; Dicky Sam; 

T.; J., Dalston; Pepperpot; C. D.; Peterkin: Jim’s Grandmother; 
HA, Cosmas) Funny'Chap; C. H., Tipton; J. C., Glasgow; Bones ; 








CHAPTER IV. 
STILL MORE FURTHERLY INTRODUCTORY. 

I warrgp for him at the-corner., He came as usual. He knocked. 
The door opened. He wentin. I waited a good ten minutes. He 
came out. ; 

He came towards me. Ashe passed me, I applied my trusty pea- 
shooter ta the clavicle of his ear, between the biceps and the hippo- 
campus ridiculus—or thereabouts. 

_He gave but one struggle. I concealed the body in a disused gas- 
pipe which was lying beside the road. . 

Oh, horror! Before I had gone twenty paces, a number of navvies 

appeared. They seized on the pipe—but it was to complete laying the 


main. .F breathed ance.more! 4 
Then I went to tax ANNA Marta with her infidelity. I knocked, 
the doer opened... I entered in the gathering gloom. 
“‘«l. any come to tax’you,”’ I said. 
She‘ interrupted me. 
“T told you I couldn’t pay, not ten minutes ago.” a 
“ Anna Maria,” I said, in sepulchral tones, “don’t you know me 


“ Stop till I light the gas,” she said. 
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IT’S THE SEASON THAT’S TO BLAME. 


Policeman :—“'Uito! How come rou so, evy’Nor!” 
* * > . . ’ 
Individual :—“’XuavsTion—sHEER EXHAUSTION!” He is taken away, murmuring, “ ’SpEcK’LE—¥Y’LER CREETCHER—SUFFRIN —SHEER 


—’ XHAUSTION.”’ 











TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. printed on pile paper ; while) a yee ? one are a te Lanes 
Tur Garden Oracle (GroomprincE, Paternoster-row) is the very poe = a ae wet = — 8 

book of books for those who take a pride in their gardens. Besides gardens. 

valuable hints, and amusing notes, it contains a diary, in which one can 

enter in spring, for instance, the alterations one proposes to make in Curious! 

ees money Pe 0, Dame Son, Snense a , a cove Ir is impossible to place limits to the ingenuity of the human intel- 

Hisperp has Ry ong established his ae be one of our best | ect and the inventive faculties of man! An American gentleman has 

horticultural guides to nved any praise from us, but we must say he just patented a machine which raises cats and dogs from the refuse of 

invests this annual with fresh attraetions every year. the sausage-makers, dry-nurses them, weans them, fattens them, kills 
The Amateur is the first number of a new venture. It seems to us | the™, skins them, converts them into prime veal and ham, and wan 

to laek the one thing which alone can make such a publication useful them out in the form of a pie with a flaky crust, in ten minutes under 

careful and a editing, to give to the amateur the necessary the hour, at a cost of something less than nothing a-head. 

training for his work. It would be better without the picture, and ———————E——eEe 

minslly thie oxkeon’ "Baty polite tod’ estate’ coateoriaey ere ee 

strictly Ss note ee ee eter Controversy | There is a discussion in the City Pressas to th ing of “ quit 

— “ i ” : y Press as e meaning 0 
et eee need apply, omitted rents.” Our late landlord says he thinks it means tenants who bolt 





accidentally ? ; : d ; 1 
The Vade Mecwm, of Mvesns. Carrer axp Co., of Holborn, is | Without paying. We consider this personal. 
excellently and great pains seem to have been taken to add a ok iat: 

THE FUN OF THE FAIR. 


to and improve it. Among the new features we may note that, to 
facilitate reference, the list of novelties in the way of plants, etc., is 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
have compiled with considerable care ard supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 


List of their Furniture, 

FOURTEEN-RJOMED HOUSES bw preference to publi-hing an ordinary Cata’ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 

a Rooms, and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a siugle article, the cost of each separate Room, er the total cost of Furnishing the 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hi‘l, Doctors’ Commons, ani Pu lishe1 (for the Propr-etor) at 80, Fle>t-Street, E.“.—London: Jan. 2), 187(. 


Tue Finst Sus-marmne Tetzcrapu.—A Middy’s wink. 
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‘** A clergyman, who does not shirk 
The various calls of Christian work, ne 





Wil have no leisure to employ 
No. 78.—THE REVEREND SIMON MAGUS. These ‘common forms’ of worldly joy. 
RICH  advowson, “To preach three times on Sabbath days — | 
highly prized, To wean the lost from wicked ways— 

Toe ~ priva nN The sick to soothe —the sane to wed — 
ee [he poor to feed with meat and bread — 
was advertized > 

And many a parson “These are the various wholesome ways p| 
made a bid; In which I'll spend my nights and day s — | 
The REVEREND S:MoN My zeal will have no time to cool 
Mascvs did. At croquét, archery, or pool.” | 


The agent said, “ From what I hear, iE 
This living will not suit, I fear — ,t 
There are no poor, no sick at all, 
For services there is no call.” 


He sought the agent's: 
“ Agent, I 
Have come prepared at 
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once to buy | 
(If your demand is not | The Reverend gent looked grave —“ Dear me, , 
too big) Then, is there vo ‘ society ’ -— | ' 
| & The Cure of Otium- I mean, of course, no sinners there i 
| ke cum-Digge.”’ Whose souls will be my special care?’’ 


The cunning agent shook his head, 
‘No, none— except ’—(the agent said) — 
‘“*The Duxg or A., the Eart or B, 
The Marauis C., and Viscounr D. 


“‘ Ah,” said the agent, “ there's ‘a berth — 
The oo vicarage on earth ; 

No sort of duty (so I hear), 

And fifteen hundred pounds a-year! 


| 

| 

| ‘Tf on the price we should ‘agree, 
The living soon will vacant be, 

| , The good incumbent’s ninety-five, 
| And cannot very long survive. 
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* But you will not be quite alone, 
For, though they've chaplains of their own, 
Of course this noble well-bred clan 





‘¢ See—here’s his photograph—you see, 
He’s in his dotage.” ‘Ah, dear me, 
Poor soul,” said Simon. ‘ His decease 
Would be a merciful release! ”’ 


The agent langhed—the agent blinked — 
The agent blew his nose and winked, 

And poked the parson’s ribs in play— 

It was that agent's vulgar way. 

The Reverenp Simon frowned: “I grieve 
This light demeanour to perceive ; 

It’s scarcely comme il faut, I think : 
Now—pray oblige me—do not wink. 


“Don’t dig my waistcoat into holes— 
Your mission is to sell the souls 

Of human sheep and human kids 

To that divine who highest bids. 


“Do well in this, and on your head 
Unnumbered honours will be shed.”’ 
The agent said, “ Well, truth to tell, 
I have been doing very well.’ 


“ You should,” said Simon, “ at your age ; 
But now about the parsonage. 

How many rooms does it contain ? 

Show me the photograph again. 


‘“‘ A poor apostle’s humble house 
Must not be too luxurious ; 

No stately halls with oaken floor— 
It should be decent and no more. 


“No billiard rooms—no stately trees — 
No croquét grounds or pineries.” 

“Ah!” sighed the agent, “‘ very true, 
This property won't do for you. 

“ All these about the house you'll find ”’— 
“ Well,” said the parson, “never mind, 
T'll manage to submit to these 

Luxurious superfluities. 
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Receive the parish clergyman.” 


“Oh, silence, sir!’’ said Srmwon M., 
*“‘ Dukes—earls! What should I[ care for them ? 
These worldly ranks I scorn and flout, 

Of course.”” The azent said, “* No doubt.” 


“Yet I might show these men of birth 
The hollowness of rank on earth.” 
The agent answered, “‘ Very true— 
But I should not, if I were you.” 


“* Who sells this rich advowson, pray ? "’ 
The agent winked—it was his way— 
‘‘His name is Hart—’twixt me and you — 
He is, I'm grieved to say, a Jew!” 

“A Jew ?” said Simon, “ happy find! 

I purchase this advowson, mind— 

My life shall be devoted to 

Converting that unhappy Jew!”’ 





A Worm will Turn. 
You may skate on a sheet of ice until it “cuts up rough.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, February 2nd, 1870. 


Gir is to be hoped that, as it is rumoured, the Chancellor of the 
e . Exchequer will lose no time in producing his Budget when 


\ 


Parliament re-opens, fer at present his attitude is not appre- 

ciated by the public at large. In spite of all his explanations, 
we cannot see that we have not been treated to a little sharp practice. 
We shall have to examine his next Budget more closely than we did 
his last, and we shall accept it with doubt and suspicion. To use a 
quotation that most M.P.’s have uttered in their time, “ 7'imeo Danaos 
et dona ferentes,’ which is, freely translated, we don’t quite approve of 
the Grecian Bend of Mx. Lows. 


Travetiers by the North London Line will be very dissatisfied with 
the decision of the judges in the recent case of Bunce versus that 
railway company. A Mr. Bunce, travelling by the line, finding the 
train stop and a porter call. out “ Highbury ’’— the station to which he 
was going—got out, but the train having stopped (or a portion of it) 
in the tunnel short of the platform, he fell, in the dark, and was killed. 
The judges decided that he had no right to get out, and that the 
. calling “ Highbury ” was not meant for an invitation to him 
to do so. 

We have frequently seen the trains on this line either run partially 
beyond or short of the platform, and no attempt has been made to 
bring the extra carriages backwards or forwards, so that passengers 
might alight. In future we trust travellers will insist on being 
brought alongside the platform before they alight, and will proceed 
against the company for breach of contract, if this is not done. The 
railways must not have it all their own way, and insist on our getting 
out how we can on the rails, and then shirk the responsibility if we 
are killed in so doing. 

It is to be wished that in this respect as in many others this railway 
would take the London, Chatham, and Dover Company as the model. 
We have observed that if ever a train overshoots the platform at all, 
it is invariably brought back in order that rs may alight in 
safety. As regards the civility of the servants, the North London 
might well take a lesson from the L., C.,and D. R.! With the latter it 
is the rule, as it is the exception with the former. 





He has, in Short, Turned-up. 

_ Tuose admirers of Mr. Dickens who, with a list of noble and dis- 
tinguished personages as long as our arm, have visited the pleasant 
little Olympic to see the invincible Micawber, will be glad to find that 
the irrepressible genius has turned-up not only on the stage but in 
literature—in short at Belle Sauvage Yard. The announcement of 
Cassell's Household Guide commences with this Tupperio—Micawberian 
burst of eloquence !— 
ate whe comme, 6908 & year and spends £90 js really richer than he who earn® 

When we read this profound utterance of wisdom our memory 
instantly recalls those noble sentiments of the Perennial 
MICAWBER :— 

Annual! income twenty pounds, annual expenditure six,—result 


nineteen, nineteen 
iness! Annual income twent ands 
eught eix, it : y po » annual expenditure twenty pounds 


If the Guide is guided by the philosophic Micawszr its val 
household is beyond calculation’ ee ne ee 





Latest from Russia. 
Ws read in a contemporary :— 
It is asserted by 0 Stecten paper that the Czar shuts himself in his cabinet for 


entire days, even the members of his famil dt i 
only food during this scelusion a few biscuits steeped in Bordeaue — 7 


We should think if His Imperial Highness persists in this 
will end by being Czar-iously ill. = ome.oe 





Cure-ious, if True. 
Tue Fishmongers’ Company has presented a'hundred guin 
the Home for Incurabl We believe that in conalderation of rv 
charitable intention, the Bloaters, Herri and Haddocks will not 
why any protest against the apparent slight thus administered to 





To Pray Gor Svccessrvutiy.—Be right to a tee. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. [52. 


He made a speech some days ago, we read, 
Proposing that his country should be freed 
From any possible or future chance 

Of rule by those who once held sway in France. 


1. It held so much it won him half-a-crown, 
His adversary dash’d his bad cards down, 
And turned away ; anon he gently smiled, 
And turned to it again, it held his child. 


2. Ah! stream beneath a fair sky, never frowning 
As here in England; you bring thoughts of Brownine. 


3. He hadn’t got this, “or a guinea or note, 
And he looked confoundedly flurried ;’’ 
He'd also hot coppers: the song-writer wrote, 
‘“‘ His landlady after him hurried.” 


4. There where’er a comrade passes 
Bottles with the rosy wine, 
He drinks down eternal glasses, 
Till his nose begins to shine. 


5. “Grooved out with wrinkles” is the sand, we know, 
Whene’er this happened, with a backward flow. 


6. The steed started back on the plain with affright, 
And his sides were all foam-fleck’d, as stars'gem the night ; 
A something came hurtling aloft in the-air, 
It circled and curbed till it dropt on him there ; 
And his captor rejoiced as he rode on his way, 
He'd received a good servant for aye and a day. 


7. If after a lady had given you a kiss 
She should give you a box on the ear, 
You might swear it was si from love giv’n in this, 
And quite unconcerned appear. 


8. Strange is it that,a sailor thus should win 
His fame where never = @ ship did sail ; 
If he advises, you won't drop your tin, 
And will, I trust, get paid “upon the nail.” 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 150.—Murdcr Street : Mass, Ult., Roar 
Dele, Ermine, Rout. 

Correct So.vutions oF Acrostic, No, 150, BEcEIVeD January 26th:—Ruby’s 
Ghost; D. E. H. 

SLopGER AND TINEY were accicentally omitted from the list of correct solutions 
last week. 





Birds of a Feather. 


AN unusually fine specimen of the genus. “Cockney ’”’ was eaught 
and submitted for the inspection of the magistrates at. the Willenhall 
police-court recently. This gentleman had never seen a swan, and 
espying one in a field, innocently supposed it to be a wild bird, and 
shot it. The justice considered that, although the opportunity to 
study Nature herself might have been denied, he should have found a 
spare moment for Burron’s Naturat History. He fined the ignoramus 
two shillings and sixpence, and ordered him to. pay a guinea for the 
bird. The Cockney is to be congratulated.on getting off so easily. 
Had the bird been a goose the consequences would have been more 
serious—fratricide being punishable with death, 


Quite Right. 

An evening contem relates that one of the journals which 
rule the world of dress concluded a recent description of attire with 
this remark :—“ With this costume the mouth is worn slightly open.” 
By all means! A drooping lower jaw would be quite in keeping with 
the idiocy of some costumes. If we had to describe the Grecian Bend 
we sho id say, “with this fashion the forehead is worn narrow and 
receding. 


The Play’s the Thing. 

Mr. J. M. Bstew is not going on to the stage. He is only going 
to read Hamlet in front of an elaborate series of tableaux vivants. It is 
an odd choice of a play, for it reminds one of a passage which speak- 
ing of people who cannot act, sets some dowm as “for the most part, 
capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb-showsa,”’ 





Latest from the Canal. 


Our own correspondent, who has just returned’ from Suez, where he 
has been spending some time among the Arabs, says that the native 
chiefs are no great Sheiks. (Please pronounce correctiy— shakes !) 
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A MODERN PEGASUS. 


HAT wild unearthly cry 
was that, 
Harsh, hoarse, and to-be- 
shuddered-at ? 
Was’t lion, 
pard ? 
No! ’tis that melancholy 


cuss 


alas, 





BUN. 221 


bear, or 


The long - eared, braying 


Accustomed to the com- 
mon’s grass, 
From injudicious friends, 


Of oats—one day ill- 

















THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR, 


Dare Sur,—Tis sorry I am to hay to tell ye that tis sore throuble 
Im in yet-—an I dont see anny hope av gettin the rint tugethur. 
T'was only five shillings short I wus, afthur payin the docthur fur 
the crathurs an awl, ah, thin—whin Doctuur INuicut wus here, twus 
he that nivur axed a poor man to show him the culour av his munny — 
an that hard harted angashore Hatt ses if that isnt pade befoar 
Sathurday he'll let the shadow av the four walls dance a Moneen jig 
on the flure. Oh, meala-murthur how that mizerable shoneen tares the 
oe av oure harts as if they were the cat-gut av Pat Suananan's 
fiddle. 


we fur a magpie befoar he gets the ould four-posthur that I wus 
orn in meself, an wus the praupurty av the De.anys long befoar 
thare wus anny tawk av rint or a Lord Leftenant. Ah, thin, I 
suppoas thats what Mr. Bricut manes by the free breakfast table that 
I spoke to you about in wan av my fits av poethry, whin we'll hav to 
ate the praties widout anny table-cloth but the grass, an no blankits 
ovur us but the loight av the moon. 


P : : : 
Of "a Ghanpohdel He'll not get mutch by sellin the furnitchure, at anny rate, the cold 
Bard! . blooded giousadhawn, but sum av the boys will misthake his shepherd | 


——— 


starred— as ; 
' , You'll be out next gale, Mr. Dexany, Im thinkin, ses he, hummin | 
= - — naan aes it as if he wus at a weddin—but I koud nivur find out why tis kawled | 
He made, the long-eared | * gale whin ye hav to giv the last copper in yur pockit to a shufflin | 
Pegasus desavur that’s as slippery as an eel. edad, as they say, I can giv 
Of a disappointed | * Tayson fur ivirything, -_ be tis bekase if ye dont pay the rint they 
Bard! make room fur the wind by takin off the roof an lettin it sing “Me _ 
: lodgins on the cold ground,” and thin thim grate scholurs ge «ag 
kum doun an sware twus the tomb av wan av the kings av ould Oire- |, 
Ob, ~— — he hages land. Arrah, thin, ye shud see em lasth year takin away bits av stone 
, off what was left of Barnsy Macvurre’s ould house as if they wor 


He thought his hee-haw was a roar! 
What could his fame retard ? 
Oh, was not he obstreperous, 
The long-eared braying Pegasus 
Of a disappointed Bard ? 


He tries the various magazines — 
No editor to mercy leans— 
His verses all discard! 
And this it is embitters thus 
The long-eared braying Pegasus 
Of a disappointed Bard. 


Of flying he’s not learnt the trick, 
He’s not full-fledged—but he can kick— 
And tries to kick, too, hard! 
His head is minus —heels are plus, 
The long-eared braying Pegasus 
Of a disappointed Bard. 


His small opin’ons — mere heehaws— 
He vents as they were public laws, 
And hopes that they are scarred, 
Whom he’s permitted to discuss, 
The long-eared braying Pegasus 
Of a disappointed Bard ! 


With lowered head and vicious squeals, 
At all alike he lifts his heels — 
For truth shows no regard ! 
an come, let us be generous 
o this unhappy Pegasus 
Of a Tingestated Bard. 


Poor Pegasus, how hard thy lot! 
Thy vice shall gladly be forgot— 
Come hither down our yard. 
See here of hay a wholesome truss ! 
Munch, and be quiet, Pegasus 
Of a disappointed Bard! 


Why quarrel with resistless fate ? 

Be patient—do not nourish hate, 
Although your aims be marred, 

You can’t win bays, like some of us, 

But here be thistles, Pegasus 








lumps av goold, bekase an ould desavur with a voice loike a say-gull 
with the quinzy, sed that twus the ruins av wan av Brian Borv’s 
stables. 

Couplin that, I tould yer honer the uther day in a mysterious bit av 
poethry that the Guvirmint wus goin to take away the bogs, an I told 
ye I'd give an explanashun av the mystery. Shure twus doun in 
Kerry it happened, the wathur kum in an took away as nate a bit av 
bog as youd loike to dhrive a spade into, an ye moight tayke a dive 
now if twasnt very kould in the place whare a month ago you moight 
have cut the matayrials av a fire that ud roast a drove av bullucks. 
Be the powers, I wont be surprized if they kovur the whole kountry— 
arrah, tis meself that has it again—shure I ought to hav spottid it 
befoar, theyre goin to let the ocean sink the nashun an thats what 
they kawl makin Oireland the “gim av the say.” 

Tawkin av gims did ye hear av the row they kicked up the uther 
day about the Mayre av Limerick. Shure I dinno why they kawl 
him the Mayre, eksept tis bekase he wares a kollur about his neck that 
ud buy harniss fur a throop av dragoons. Couplin that, shure twus 
wondherful tabaky they yoosed to mayke in that beautyful city whin 
I wus a gorsoon—arrah, thin that wus the matayrial that wus paintid 
to its hart’s contint—thare wus as much lamp-black on a half an ounse 
av it as ud turn his wurtchip into an Aythiopian seranadhur or mayke 
him as black as the ghost av CkuMWELL in a coal-cellar. 

Tawkin av his rivirince remoinds me av Kine Bitty av the Boyne. 
Tis a good joke they yoosed to mayke about him, whin I had about as 
mutch hair on me face as a duck egg, an the best av it was, twas as 
thrue as if the priest sed it. I tould ye befoar that I was able to 
puzzle the foolosofurs an now I'll be afthur tellin yer honer a little bit 
av histhuree. 

The rint maykes me so sarious that I'll hope you'll excuse me if I 
give ye alittleinformashun. Whin the traity av Limirick was signed, 


.me brave Bitty, as he hadnt a ritin-desk in his cocked hat, clapt the 


bit avy papur that he was swarin about, on the i av a big sthone. 
An thare he kept on scribblin thunderin lies till they thaut he was 
goin to brake his elbow. Whin he tuk his departchture be the next 
train, I suppoas he put his finger to his nose at the Virish peple, an a 
tidy reepin-hook it was be the same token. I tould ye twas lies he 
wus tellin fur in about a fortnite afthur he broke his promissis and 
kept his oaths (to himself). Couplin that, thares the riddle I wus 
goin to put. Ye have herd the circumstancis, an they wantid to know 
why the treaty av Limerick wus loike an ayten plum. Well, thin, 
fur ye moight be guessin it till next week, twas bekase thares nothing 
av it left but the stone. Will ye ax some wan to sind ye a betthur 
konundrum. I suppoas you'll notcare about me histhorical knowhdge, 
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Of a disappointed Bard! but tis as hard fur a man to be alwais jokin that has to think av the rint 
. as it is fur an Oirishman on a fair day not to feel rusty fur a skermish. 
Thares no news and thares less munny, an so I must contint 
Ex Nilo Fit. meself by sindin ye anuthur little bursth av poethry. 


Pottin an agint I dont mind, an a bayliff's not a bad aim, 
But shootin at women uotil now was nivur Paddy’s game. 
I'll be afthur explainin this comunicashun next week. 


Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Degvayy. 


A cornREsPonDENT of an American having described the Ohio 
as a sickly stream, the editor append e remark, “That's so! It is 
confined to its bed.’”” From the accounts we read of the damage done 
by the inundation of the Nile, we should think the Egyptians wish 
that river had been too unwell to rise. 
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| Ballymurphy. 
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ATHLETICS FOR THE FAIR. | TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tx these days of “ Women's Rights” men are prone to be jealous of Tue Golden Harp een Broadway) is an admirable collection 
the ladies, when they appear toclaim a place which the rougher sex | of verse, translated from the German, for the delight of the younger 
has hitherto claimed as itsown. But if there be doubts as to the | folks. They will find many a new friend, and many an old favourite 
admissibility of The Beautiful to the Polling Booth, or the House of | in a new dress, as they turn the pages which are plentifully illustrated 
Commons, there can be none as to the desirability of Ladies’ Gymnasia. | with splendid figure subjects by Watson, exquisite landscapes by T. 
Biancue will not compete with Avousrus in the Four Mile Course at | Darzret, and wonderful birds and animals by Wo-r. The whole 
Beaufort House, but she may take her wholesome training in Bruton | is beautifully turned out, and taken altogether, the book is one that 
Street. has few rivals as a seasonable gift for the young. 

Indeed we look upon the establishment of a Ladies’ School of Gym- In Merry Little Songs for Merry Little Folk (HvutcHINs AND RomMeER, 
nastics as a providential reaction against the follies of fashion. No Conduit-street)—a title by the way which reminds us of a book pub- 
damsel from Bruton Street will stoop—literally—to The Grecian | lished by Messrs. GrirrirH AND FARRAN some seasons ago—we have a 
Bend, or cripple herself with that later novelty The Alexandra Limp. | pleasant collection of music for the juveniles. Mr. Du Tsrreavx sup- 

To go deeper into the question, we are inclined to believe that a | plies the words which are very quaint, M. Ranpeaaar the airs, and the 
little knowledge of fencing and the sword exercise would be useful in | songs are illustrated by most laughable coloured lithographs—a book 
' more ways than one to the Female, proverbially Unprotected ; while, altogether to be commended to the Nursery Concert Room. 

to go down to the lowest depths of the subject, we are not sure that,if| Ridiculous Robinson Crusoe (Dean axv Son, Ludgate Hill) seems to 
_ ladies acquired a knowledge of the art of self-defence, it would not be | us a rather dreary performance, the pictures being too bad to be even 
one of the best means of preventing the spread of wife-beating. funny for their badness. 

It is scarcely our task, as a comic paper, to point out the immense 
advantages which must accrue to the nation, if its future mothers are : 
emancipated from the enervating influences of ordinary female life, The Working Man. 
and are enabled to supplement the beauty, which is always theirs,| Tuere has of late been some difficulty in defining, who are work- 
with health and strength. But we can at least take off our cap and | ing men, and who are not; and everybody is anxious to claim the 
— . make _ owe Seen a Woman's reer ry this title. We learn that— 

. ‘The race of men immensely improved by the athletic _W. Sawyer was installed 
work uent upon, and connected with the Volunteer Movement. Worshipfal ee re csastee The Urban is 
We are gle to think that women have the opportunity of keeping | known as No. | Literary Lodge. 
with us; and we are certain that the eilarts of the i At any rate on this score we may claim the desired title for literary 


corps, whose head quarters are at Bruton Street, will meet with | men—as masons. 
general approval 


So here are our best wishes for the wholesome and admirable Black and White. 
undertaking of Mapamws Baznner. 





— 





S.. Yankee paper states that —_ white — ren have been with- 
wn by their parents from a Washington public school because one 
Because he can’t help it! dslsieed ell tad Veen ofmlied. “THE @ surely 0 colourable imite- 
Gzoncs Francis Trax, who seems to be more howling mad than | tion of the man who cut off his nose to spite his face. The parents | 
ever, has been ee es wita some fresh buffooneries of late. His | deprive their children of the advantage of education, in order to prove 
last joke is to describe himself as “the only man in the country who | their superiority to the little nigger who is getting an education. 
a? owned!” As if anybody that eould possibly help it d own e 

im 





A Datx Qvoration.—‘“ Arcade-Sambo.”’ | 
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TOO MANY COOKS. 
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Mr. Qvok, the well-known excursionist, is too many cooks, not only 
for that broth of a boy, Dr. Russeii of the 2¥i2e%, but for that Irish 
stew of a lad who signs himself O'’Down, for the truly Irish reason 
that his name is Lever. ; 

Joking apart, Mx. Coox has much to complain of in both instances, 
The Zimes Correspondent, who writes himself down snob enouch to 
prefer staring at the Prince or Waxes in a shooting coat and a felt 
hat, to watching the noble panorama of the Nile banks, finding it 
necessary to write a comic part into his farce ofa report, pitches on 
Mr. Coox and his excnrsionists and finds fault with them for Royalty. 
hunting—the very thing of which he owns himself guilty, and they 
prove themselves very clearly to be innocent. , 

Mr. Cook can afford to overlook—with something of pity—the 
efforts of a special reporter to make his dull diary amusing. ‘One is 
reminded of the story told by Hoaptry, of Sty, the hatter, coming 
into a goodly company on his knees to drink a tankard to the im- 
mortal memory of Witt1AM, and tender-hearted Srarum whispering to 
the bishop who sat next him, “ Do lauyh. It is humanity tolaugh !”’ 

Whether Dr. Russeti’s countrymen, who not being newspaper 
emissaries have to-travel ut their own cost; and'find it economical to 
associate for that. purpose, have not a right to resent his sweeping 
charges of snobbishness and vulgarity, is another thing. We have an 
idea that the great sights of the world have not been registered at 
Stationers’ Hall as the exclusive property of the Zimes Correspondent, 
though he sets up claims: to “his pet mountain peak,” and ‘his 
favourite valley.”” This exelusiveness is a revival of the old English 
taciturnity, so long and often:ridiculed, which led men to travel milés 
together without exchanging:a word: It is strange to find it croppmg 
up in a man of Dr. RussF11’s calibre. 

Against Mr. Lever, as British Vice Consul at'Spezzia, and contri- 
butor of O’Dowdisms to Blaekwod, Mx. Cook’s caseis considerably 
stronger. We must say it looks ugly, when a British representative 
in foreign parts admits that he has not only libelled his inoffensive 
countrymen whom he should have protected, but has injured: the 
credit of the English Government, by assuring foreigners —who take 
the announcement as official, coming: from him —thatt Mix.. Goox's 
tourists are convicted felons whom: our Australian colomies: will no 
longer take, and whom the Govermment'turns loose in friendly foreign 
countries. We owe so much enjoyment: and hearty laughter to the 
author of Charles O° Malley, that we do net like to think what might be 
the consequences to him, if some independent M.P. called the attention 
of Government to this hazardous style of practical joking. 

Why is it that Mr. Cook, for merely organising trips that enaVle 
people of limited means to visit foreign lands and view the landmarks 
of the world’s history, is thus set upon? And why are those who avail 
themselves of his plans, denounced as snobs and cockneys? We 
confess we are at aloss to discover! We regret that: it should 
be so—but our regret is rather for those who are so prejudiced and 
narrow-minded as to stoop to this kind of meann:ss, than for Mr. 
Coox and his tourists, who have tie right so thoroughly on their side 
that they are sure to go on and prosper. 





A Young. Bride. 
We clip this from a contemporary :— 


Among the binns of marr'‘age’ litely' published at the Hotel-de-Vi leat Lille are 
thoseof'M. Pierre Paux, Officier de Santé; aged 47, and Madl'e. Felicite Ltlong, aged 
84. ‘I'ne nephews and nieces of the lady, wh» thus lose the reve; sicn of a fortune of 
30),000tr., have a*tempted to arrest the marriage on tie plea of lunacy, buta-legal 
ex mination has established the entire sanity of the lady. 

Times have altered since the young Prince of Denmark was sent to 
E.agland to recover his wits, “and if he donot ‘tis no matter -’twill 
not be seen in him, there the men are as mad ashe!’”’ Whatever may 
be the present state of the case with men, in the case of a giddy young 
bride of upwards of eighty, it would be no easy matter to estxblish her 
sanity ‘in the teeth of the evidence that she was going to be married at 


that advanced age, in England. 


Another View of it. 


Tue relations of a lady of eighty-four, who recently wished to 
marry, attempted to arrest the wedding on the plea of lunacy. ‘They 
failed! Can it have been because her counsel urged that it was a 
proof of the greatest sanity that she put off the evil until anage, when 
in all probability it could not be an enduring calamity! 





The Premier. 
Tiere have been ill-omened rumours about Mr. GLADSTONE’S 
healttt; we are hippy to deduce, from reading an account of his 
amateur pursuit of timber-felling, that.it is first chop! 





Tue Walrter’s Exysium.—Where “order.” reigns. 
ere na TL : 








THE CRUELTY QUESTION. 


Is it cruel to hunt a fox, 

Smoke to death the bees ina hive, 

Make a match with fighting cocks, 

Boil a lobster alive, alive, 

Set a terrier on to a rat, 

Crimp a salmon, harrow a toad, 

Shy a stone at a prowling cat, 

Prod an ox with an iron goad, 

Put up a pheasant and give him no law, 
Run a cockchafer through with a pin, 
Whop a donkey over the raw, 

Peel from an eel his slippery skin, 

Bait a bear that's tied to a stake, 

Shoot a pigeon flown from a trap, 
Throw a rabbit alive to a snake, 

Rouse an alderman out of a nap ? 

Is it cruel to do such deeds? 

I should be wrong if I told you no; 
But Pity’s heart still bleeds and bleeds, 
Wotting of dismaller pains and woe — 
Seeing the sights in the the shameful street, 
Hearing the cut of the bitter thong, 
Whether the pace be dull or fleet 

Of brutes that are driven by brutes along. 





A Noose-ance. 


Tus is an unluckily managed affair :— 

A young man, aged 27, a shopman, and a girl of 16, also an assistantin a shop in 
the Rue Imperiale, at Lille, committed suicide a few days ago by hanging them- 
selves in a room whieh they occupied at an inn ia thattown. The crime‘is sup- 
posed to have teen due to impediments which were placed in the way of their 
marriage. 

Those who put'impediments in the way of this silly couple should 
have known better: Had: they been allowed to try the hymeneal, 
instead of the hempen halter, they would have had an-opportumity to 
reconsider and revoke their silly step. 


Query, Deary. 


Aw American paper is answerable for the following paragraph :— 

Mrs. Lucy Stone said in an address to the Woman Suffrage Convention 
Chieago, thas ** wicu women vote you won’t have’to pay so muca for votes as 
do now.” 

We beg, deferentially, to differ with Mrs. Sronp! It will depend 
very much on the prices of bonnets, gloves, and.chignons. If sealskin 
continues to be as fashionable and expensive as at present, we are 
inclined to think the votes of the dears will be the reverse of cheap! 


you 








Austoers to Correspondents, 


| Ve cannotireturnunaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by @ stanped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves | 


responsible for loss. 


“Tue Bricur Poxer’’ would never make a stir. 

Nemo.— We fear the joke is too artfully concealed for the general public 
—ineluding ourselves, 

T. J. W. —Weshall always endeavour to do what pleases our readers 
most. We shall be able to answer your query better in a few weeks time. | 
GooseQuiILL. —We are inundated with contributions from birds of your 
fea her. 

INVESTIGATOR. —By all means go on investiga‘ing and—keep the resuls | 
to yourself. 

J. K. (Langport).—Mrs Stowe’s offence is bad, but yours is verse. 

S. H. (Charlton).— Not being a bishop, we don’t care for translatioxs. 

Attic. — Over our heads completely 

P. P. offers us some “lines’’—well, if they’re dividend-paying ones, 
we've no insuperable objection. 

LoLLyvop.—The advertisem nt is “sweet stuff’’—but we can’t use it, 
without making another advertisement, which we don't care to do. 

H. B.— Not up to the last, in point of finish or idea, 

Comic CARD.—We must cut you, though you do turn up rusty. 

Vaca.—Name and address (in confidence), and we will reply. 

R.—Be patient and you will see. ioe | 

Declined with thanks:—R. E. C, Gray’s Inn-road; J. E. B., Birming- 
ham; Plunk; H. S. W., Hertford; W. MW Y.; J. R; A. bE. T. W.; 
Lunatic; T.; W. &.,Clapham: A. E H, one Norwood; N. A. M, 
Glasgow ; Gourex; B.; M A.R., Manchester; F. S., Dalston; Pop; lejoy’s 
Chick ; The Yank; T. S. W.; Brum; Johnny Raw ; Nutmeg; A Jaynyis; | 
A. B. C., Ditton; Tiffin; S.; W. H. McL, Mildmay-park; A. E Y.;, | 
PhiloeSyilabub; Spittoon; Pecksniff; F. F.; F.S.M., Stroud; H.S., 
Richmomé#: S. As 8, Coggeshall; Perjured P ; A Cuss; B. L., Liverpool ;- | 
Queerius; M., Leeds; D, C., Cheltenham; Caucus; 5. S. Manchester; | 
B., Manchester; P. Q> R.; Hermit; §., King+land. 
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A PROOF 


Cockney Friend :—“ How po you Know?” 
Country Gentleman :—“ Ou, THERE CAN’T BE A DOUBT ABOUT IT! 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Ir is little to be wondered at that the Olympic is crowded nightly, 
when the admirable drama of Little Em’ly is supplemented by the best 
burlesque that has been produced for years. The Princess is 80 
infinitely superior to the ordinary run of burlesque, that it seems 
unfair to give it that designation. Instead o songs one valene 
break-downs, we have sparkling music and effective situations. Faulty 
jingle is replaced by verse of the genuine ring, and silly word-twist- 
ings give room to keen wit, telling satire, and real humour. 

ere is no need to enter into a controversy as to the propriety of 
the adoption of blank verse—a single hearing would convince anyone, 
zn. Grupert in his brief discussion with the Dailg News critic, 
had not completely overruled the objections of the latter, cleverly 
though Pez vere urged. 

But few liberties are taken with the Tennysonian poem, which is itself 
somewhat in the nature of an elegant extravagance, and therefore 
lends itself easily to Mn. Gitsert's peapees. Some of the charactera, 
ar that of Gama, are admirably drawn, and the speeches are 
— of point, though they lose it at times by the manner of their 

very. 

The dresses are simply magnificent, and the scenery is picturesque 
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POSITIVE. 


Country Gentleman (Pointing out Remarkable Objects to Cockney Friend) :—“D'ys sez THAT CLUMP OF TREES? TuHat’s A Roman Camp.” 


SEVERAL CANNON BALLS HAVE BEEN FOUND THERE!” 


and effective. Mrs. Liston, Mies Aruvsta Tompson, and Miss 
RHEINHARDT sustain the principal characters, and sustain them well. 
Mr. Fisuer and Ma. Exuior are gocd as the two kings, and the 
damsels of the Princess’s University, if they have little to say, make 
up for the deficiency by looking charming. 

The real lovers of the drama should be infinitely grateful to Mr. 
Gruzert, for restoring one of the lighter and more amusing branches 
of the art; nor should they forget how much they are indebted to a 
liberal management, which supported the author so ably in his bold 
experiment, and put the piece on the stage so magnificently appointed. 


Natural History. : 

Man may often take a lesson in morality from what he is pleased to 
call the inferior animals. For instance, who ever heard a horse tell a 
lie, or who ever read of a salmon being tried for the possession of 
unjust scales ? 


HOLDING THE MIRROR UP TO NATURE. 


Reriections should never be cast on a passée young [aay for con- 
sulting her looking glass, —she, at any rate, faces her difficulties. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 
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PETSETILLA’'S POSyY: 
A Fairy Extrabagance, 








CHAPTER XVI. 
HOW IT ALL CAME RIGHT IN THE END. 


LEAVE you to imagine the consternation of K1nc Bunco, 
who was seated at dinner and had got as far as the sweets, when 
the door opened and Kine Runt walked in. 

The meeting of the brothers was not excessively cordial. Bunco 
was naturally not highly elated at the notion of having to abdicate, 
and Rumi had gathered enough from the answers Raagarti gave to 
his questions to make him somewhat dissatisfied with his regent’s 
conduct. And when you come to reflect that he, the lawful king, had 
been bundled away in a cellar with a lot of empty hampers, and that 
no real effort had been made to reverse the spell under which he lay, 
you will admit, I think, that he had some excuse for his irritation, 
especially as he felt certain from the time he had been in his trans- 
formed state that his paper on the “ Vertebral Annihilation of Space 
betwixt this Planet and its Satellite’’ was lost for ever to the “ Phi- 
losophical Transactions of the Royal Aphanian Society for the 
Promulgation of Apparent Absurdities.”’ 

The first thing Rumi did was to take the crown off his brother’s 
head and place it on his own brows. Unfortunately, their heads were 
not of the same size. Bunco 
had been compelled to have 
the crown let out slightly, 
owing, so the Phrenologist 
Royal alleged in secret, to an 
extra development of the 
bump of self-esteem. The 
effect of the alteration was 
that the diadem slipt down 
over RumTi’s nose, an undig- 
nified proceeding on its part, 
but one which was promptly 
remedied by the insertion of 
a folded slip of blotting paper 
inside the ies. 

Kine Rumti next summoned 
the Royal Remembrancer, and 
called on him for a full, true, 
and particular account of all 
the events of the regency. As 
my readers are aware, BuNGo's 
reign had not been altogether 
undimmed by disaster, unblemished by errors. 





As the Remembrancer 


proceeded with the chronicle, Rumt1’s brow darkened. 
“An extravagant and vain-glorious christening banquet. 


A 
cruelly oppressive Poor Law, and a most injudicious discouragement of 
the free importation of rags. An iniquitous Sumptuary Law. An 
unconstitutional concession to popular clamour in the appointment of 
a new elective member of the Cabinet. General incompetence and 
cowardice. The desertion of the helm of state at the time of its 
test peril, and a neglect of the behests of, and a wilful abstaining 
i the means of restoring to his throne, your royal brother and 
supreme sovereign. That, I regret to say, Bunao, is the summary of 
events in your regency. I renounce you as a vice-regent, I disclaim 
youas a brother. Your estates are hereby forfeited, and devoted to 
the recuperation of the state losses accruing through your mis- 
management. You and your family will go into exile, and must leave 
this kingdom by sunset.”’ ' 
The news of Bunco’s disgrace spread like wildfire ; and, such is 
the fickleness of the mob, many who that very morning had wanted 
to dethrone him, expressed their sorrow at his fall. The virtues 
of Rumtr had become almost forgotten, and the calamities of one 
who had worn the crown so long as Bunco attracted a ready sym- 


ane heard with the deepest affliction of the changed fortunes of 

ETILLA and her father. He remained plunged in deep thought 

for some hours, but when his mother roused him to tell him his tea 

was ready, he sprang up suddenly, and telling her to keep it warm on 
the hob for him, snatched his cap and disappeared, 

He immediately sought the presence of Ki1nc Rumm!, who held open 

court for the reception of petitions and the hearing of grievances and 


com ts. 
When Remsxy’s turn for an audience came he sank on one knee 


FUN. 
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great achievement, and of the 
promise which the deposed Bunco 
had made. 

‘““You come to ask me to keep 
the ex-King’s promise, is that 
it? ’’ 

Rsmsky bowed. 

“Well, I will do so. 
and fear not!” 

“T ask the reversal of the sen- 
tence of banishment passed upon 
Buneoo and his family.”’ 

“Consider it reversed, young 
man. You have behaved very 
generously in seeking favours for 
your proposed benefactor rather 
than for yourself. I admire your 
conduct, and will keep an eye on 
you with the view to your advancement. 





























Speak out 





Mr. Home Secretary, make 
out a reversal of BuNGo’s banishment at once, and send some one to 
tell him he need not leave to-night.”’ 

“Am I to cancel the forfeiture of his estates, Your Majesty ?” 
asked the Home Secretary. 

“ Certainly not!” said the sovereign. 


“Sire,” interposed Remsky, “ when I asked for the reversal of the 
exile, I intended—” 

“Then why did you not say so?”’ interposed the King sharply; “I 
promised to accede to your request, although not legally bound to do 
so, and you must not ask too much. Besides, it is a matter of national 
debt—the estates go to make up the deficit in the public revenue. 
There, now, go away, and let me hear the next applicant.” 

Remsky left the royal presence sadly. As he was crossing the 
courtyard he met Bunco, Bexinpa, and Petsetriia, who were about 
to thank Rumor for the reversal of the sentence of banishment. They 
all three started on beholding him. 

““My brave young benefactor!” said Bunco, who had been told of 
Remsky’s intercession. 

“The gallant preserver of our country!” said BetinpA, who had 
been informed of Remsky’s gallantry. 

“The handsome young gardener!’’ said Perseti,ua, who re- 
membered him, and blushed. 

Bunco shook hands warmly with Remsky, and made Betrnpa and 
PETSETILLA do the same—and they both did it with great readiness. 
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A Good Hide-dea! 


We read that at their last quarterly meeting the Curriers Company 


before the King. 

“ Sire,” ei he. earnestly, “does not a righteous king keep the 
promises made by his predecessor ?”’ des 

“Certainly, young man,”’ said Rumi, “ but, who are you? 

Remsxy was about to explain, when the Royal Remembrancer stept 
forward and gave a glowing account of the young man’s bravery and 


VOL. xX. 





distributed their “‘ usual annual gifts” to the poorer members. Bravo! 
There seems really to be nothing like leather in this case, for binding 
prosperous and unfortunate together. To be sure the needy curriers 
were members, and so could to some extent, claim aid from funds that 
were theirroan. Still the company behaved very vellum—very well, 
we mean. 
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a FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, February 9th, 1870. 
RT HE beginning of the Session is the beginning of labour fora 
“i Premier, even, who finds his relaxation in felling timber. There 
+ is, to begin with, an ugly balk to be hewed down in a neighbour- 
ing island. ‘The head of the Government made one big chip fly 
last year; but he has his work before him to bring down the Upas 
Tree of Wrong, which was planted so long ago in a fertile soil that it 
is as deeply rooted as Bigotry, and as widely spreading as Injustice. 
Here's more power to his elbow, and a keen edge to his axe! 


eA 


Tre attention of Coronrt Henperson is requested to the following 
extract. The Home Secretary is too busy with his trumpery tin flags 
for cabs to pay any attention, 80 we go direct to the Chief Com- 
missioner of Police, and entreat him to pr-ceed at once against the 
papers which have published the following libel—and most of the 
papers have :— 

In St. James’s Park, as usual on these occasions, the assemblage of roughs and 
thieves was very great, and during the who'e of the day the bridge across the lake 
was the scene of great confusion, and many robberies. An extra body of potice 
were here placed on duty, but every few'minutes the combined forces of roughs and 
thieves and idle lads made rushes across the bridge, sweeping the police te'ore them, 
and watches, chains, pins and purses changed owners with amazing celerity. The 
police were almost powerless in the sudden rusher, and many persons, especially 
females and children, were severely injured. This disgraceful scene continued at 
intervals from eleven o’clock in che morning until dusk. Several persons were taken 
into custody but without any abatement in the proceedings. 

The Ornamental Water at St. James’s Park lies between the Royal 
Palace and the Horse Guards, and is within two minutes’ walk of 
Scotland Yard, the head quarters of Cotonzt Henpsrrson and his 
Metropolitan Police! Unless they wish to share, with the water in 
the park, the title of “ornamental,” we shall expect to see them 


efuting this vile slander! 


Tue Royal Academy is a society of which, for the sake of the 
artists, whose merits have made their admission to it imperative, every 
one would fain speak well. But it obstinately refuses to allow us 
even to “damn it with faint praise.”” When it moved to Burlington 
House it professed to find room for more pictures from the large 
majority of English artists who do not write R. A. after their names— 
an honour or a stigma, asthe Academy is conducted, and constituted. 
Whether it is an honour or a stigma is scarcely an open question, 
when on the admission—for the first time for many years—of a Jand- 
scape-painter, within the privileged circle, it appears that the rules of 
the society practically exclude Linnet1, the father of English land- 
scape-painters! At any rate the promise of more space was not kept! 

If we may believe the Evening Standard, the Council is about to give 
a fresh evidence of its incapacity to understand the times. On the 
removal of the Academy to Burlington House, a want, which had been 
long urged by the pu through its voice the press, was met, and 
refreshment rooms were provided. Although banished to a crypt, 
hard to be discovered, the contractors catered admirably, and the 
public had its wants wholesomely as well as cheaply provided. But 
next spring, if we may believe our contemporary, this excellent 
arrangement is to be superseded and “bar prices’ are to be replaced 
by “ hotel enema What can have induced the Council to dis- 
appoint the public, and break faith with gentlemen whose enterprise so 
favourably inaugurated the change which had been so long sought ? 
If this be the mean and untrustworthy policy of the magnates of Bur- 
lington House, they had better abandon the epithet “Royal ” which 
they disgrace, and the title “Academy”’’ which they have never 
deserved, and call themselves the “Mutual Laudation, Hole-cum- 
Corner Picture-Selling, and Public-Selling Company, very Limited.”’ 

—-_—=——————————SSs 
Putting it Right. 

Ws are glad to see that the story of a San Francisco concert, which 
included an anvil, a steam-whistle, fireworks, and bombshells, rests on 
no better authority than Mrs. Strowe’s charges against Byron do. 
We thought better things of a city that possesses an Overland Monthly 
and a News Letter, Such follies are left for Boston and Sydenham to 
perpetrate. But who hatches these canards? They must be brought 


out by a goose, if not by fowl practice. 


Star-telling Information. 


Tr is stated that the Astronomer Royal enjoys a salary of £1,000 a 
year. Fn thinks he ought to thank his stars. ¥ 





THE GHOST AND THE GUILTY FOOTMAN, 


Joun Tuomas was a footman tall, 
Who dwelt in Berkeley square ; 
And he wept the loss of Betsy Hatt, 
Who had been housemaid there. 


But death had ruthlessly withdrawn 
The maid from his embrace, 

For without warning she had gone— 
And to a better place. 


One night he in his pantry sat 
With no one ¢téte a téte— 

(To keep up plate he had, and that 
You see kept him up late)— 


When Betsy’s ghost began to knock 
Upon the pantry shelf, 

Which gave, as you will guess, a shock 
To him and to the delf. 


“ Oh, Joun!”’ said she, “it’s only me, 
And this is why I come— 

’Cos my last home from which I roam 
Is Home the medium. 


“ Around him countless spirits swarm 
Like sparks in ’lectric cables— 

*Tis set upon this ghostly form 
To scrub them spirits’ tables! 


‘“‘ And since there’s no such thing in all 
The Spiritual Cosmog’ny— 

Of Polish just one bottle small 
I ask for the mahog’ny !”’ 


Now he had spent his wages quite, 
Had Tuomas, luckless chap, 

So neither he, nor Bersy’s sprite, 
Was worth a single rap! 


Then from the household stock guant. suf. 
He stole, twas wrong past doubt. 

His master found him in the stuff— 
And also found him out! 


But Tuomas did excuses plead, 
When into court he came, 

‘¢ That since a spirit urged the deed 
No body was to blame!” 


The magistrate, with sternness due, 
However, did opine, 

‘‘Since Tuomas fine distinctions drew, 
His judgment should be fine!”’ 


But Tuomas, by his fate struck dumb, 
To jail was borne away ; 

As on his purse they could not come, 
His person had to pay! 





Art Note. 


We understand that the well-known portrait painter, Mr. BapcEr 
Hare, intends exhibiting at the next Royal Academy a likeness of 
Prorgssor Hoiioway, the inventor of the famous ointment. Rumour 
says that he has been most successful in transferring his sitters 
lineaments to the canvas. 





At the British Museum. 


Harpupre, being informed by one of the courteous officials at the 
Museum, that the carvings representing a serpent with its tail in its 
mouth were intended for emblems of eternity, answered, “ Yes! it 
represented the ceaseless struggle to make both ends meet!”’ 


Hard Times. 


Tue reason why (in spite of the prevalence of the Grecian Bend) s0 
many gentlemen are seen walking erect about the City, is that most 
people have been in straitened circumstances of late. 


Theatrical Intelligence. 
THERE was a good deal of “goose” about the Nightingale on its 
first appearance. 


Smoke it? 


Tue latest tune for the pipe is a (water)-cress-endo ! 


gE ee 


——— 


study from nature. 
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CHATS ON THE MAGS 


FEBRUARY. 


Tinsley’s is a pleasant, diversified number this month. “The Legend 
of the Sancgreal ” will be acceptable to all Tennysonian students, and 
the “ Principles of Comedy”’ will be read with interest. “A Good 
Morning’s Work” is amusing. “The Retreat” is one of the best 
magazine illustrations we have seen for some time—a really exquisite 
picture. 

In St. Paul's, the story of “The Panjadrum” is amusingly con- 
cluded. Mr. TroLLope’s new novel moves along with rapidly accu- 
mulating interest. ‘‘The Drama of the Doctor's Window” is a 
charming poem by A. D., whose contributions are among the gems of 
the magazine. 

In Temple Bar the most attractive article is a highly dramatic story 
entitled ‘‘ Miss Ellis’s Secret.” “A Gold Digger's Story” is effectively 
told. ‘The Cruelty of Sportsmen ”’ is rather feebly argued. 

Belgravia gives an interestitig sketch of RocuErort’s life, by Mr. 
Wang, and the last of Mt. Tuornsury’s pleasant gossips about the 
London Theatres. Thé magazine this month, at any rate, asserts its 
claim to its fashionable title; by containing articles by a real live lord 
and areal live lady. ‘National Obsequies” is a curious and very 
useful little paper. 

London Society has a strong flavour of Valentine's Day about it, 
with a very pretty little seasonable sketch called “Castles in the Air.” 
The new story “ Riddles of Love”’ is developing admirably. “ Flaccus 
the Flaneur”’ is a pleasant chatty paper on Horace. There seem to 
be fewer illustrations this month than usual. 


In Good Words we are fortunate in finding contributions from two 
of our best poets, Mr. F. Lockzr and Miss Jean Incetow. “ Dorothy 
Fox’ becomes more and more interésting, and “ Carlino,”’ so cleverly 
illustrated by Mr. Francis WatKer, moves on apace. Altogether 
this is an admirable number. 


In the Sunday Magazine we have an admirable instalment of 
“Episodes in an Obscure Life.” ‘The Italians in London” is full of 
curious information. ‘The illustrations are excellent, especially the 
large one to “The Struggle in Ferrara,” which isa fine piece of work. 
The picture of “The Fallen Leaf,” by a young artist who is rapidly 
taking a place among our best illustraters, ig a marvellously truthful 
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And if so, does he get a heavy return from the ship's counter ? 
RAILWAY TIME. 
HO, old Cronos, what, left behind ? 


LITTLE SAYINGS OF GREAT PEOPLE. 


“SWEETS to the Suite,”’ as the Viczroy or Eeyrr remarked on pre- 
senting packets of Rahat Lakhoum to the Price or Wa es’s at- 
tendants. 

“Tuck in your twopenny!”’ as Jack Frost recently observed in tho 
Daily News, when recommending people to make counterpanes of the 
Pali Mail in cold weather. 

Ra Whats your little game?” as a distinguished shot asked of a 
French sportsman, who was bringing home a wren and two sparrows 
after a day’s shooting. 

“Has your mother sold her mangold?”’ as the president of the 
Smithfield Club inquired of the heir of a lady famous for her cultiva- 
tion of root-crops. 

“Who's your ratter ?”’ as the well-known dog Billy inquired of the 
proprietor of a popular pit. 

“When shall we three meat again?’ was the question put by 
Lorp —— to two friends who had in company with him become 
members of the Vegetarian Society. 

‘‘No more on that heady’ as the Hydra observed to Hercules when 
he first knocked it off afd then went over the place with a hot iron. 


A Characteristic Anecdote. 


Ir is well known that the noted TuHropore Hook was a great wit. 
On one occasion as he was passing along Bond-street, he meta 
gentleman who had a notorious habit of detaining his acquaintance by 
the button-hole while dealing in the dullest small talk. ‘Ah, Mx. 
Hook, how are you to-day?” said the bore. ‘ (rood morning,” was 
the wag’s ready reply, ard he hurried on. Of course the repartee 
was all over town by the evening, and had such an effect on the spirits 
of its unfortunate victim that he never held up his head again—at 
least, not on the end of his umbrella to hail a hackney coach. We 
have this curious anecdote from a gentleman of whose veracity no 
doubt can be entertained, though he admits that he is not positive 
that he has given Hoox’s bon mot in the exact words of the great wit, 
in other particulars, however, he assures us we may rely on his 
version. 





A Nautical Query. 


Does a mariner square his yard arms when he boxes the compass ¢ 








Missed your train! Oh, the notion’s prime! 
Put on your watch, for now-a-days, mind, 
We must all of us go by Railway ‘Time! 


Break your hour-glass, its creeping sands 
Cannot keep pace with the march sublime 
Of the station clock, and its flying hands— 
And we all of us go by Railway Time! 
Once your wings were the poet’s theme— 
Oft has their fleetness been sung in rhyme! 
But now they’re nowhere compared with steam: 
And we all of us go by Railway Time! 
Telegraph cables the world embrace, 
And carry our news to a distant clime, 
They leave you panting behind in the raee! 
Oh, we all of us go by Railway Time! 
Something occurs over here at one— 
And before that hour at New York can chime, 
The news of it round the globe has run, 
Now we all of us go by Railway Time! 
What's to be done to help you along ? 
For you to be late is a downright crime! 
It’s no excuse that your watch is wrong, 
For we allof us go by Railway Time! | 
In vain your pinions you wildly beat, 
Like a bird whose feathers are smeared with lime: 
You can’t keep up with us—I repeat, 
That we all of us go by Railway Time! 
You are getting quite feeble, foolish, and old, | 
Like pantaloon in a pantomime ; 
You must look alive if your place you'd hold, 
Now we all of us go by Railway Time! | 


We'll get you a bicycle, poor old chap, 
And into the saddle you'll have to climb ; 
Then you'll put on the steam, and keep pace, mayhap, 
With us, who are going by Railway Time! 
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A SEASONABLE GAME: CROAKY. 


TO HER MAJESTY’S SECRETARY OF STATE 
FOR WAR. 


Dear Mr. Canpwett,—For you as well as for many other members 
of Her es present Government, I have the greatest respect. 
But I feel bound to tell you in the interest of my good friends, the 
Volunteers of Great Britain, that your memorandum addressed to 
them is a great mistake. It is so for the following reasons :— 

Firstly.—The Volunteers require more funds, and your confining 
your capitation t to extra-effectives will practically deprive most 

two- : of their revenue. 
ndly.— You require a certain average attendance at the regula- 
tion drills. This, as all men who have commanded Volunteers _ 
is absurd. Volunteers give up precious time to fit themselves to 
defend the country, and you must drill them whenever it is most con- 
venient to them; and not dismiss a squad because a certain number 
is not attained. 

Thirdly.—You are going to bring the Volunteers into closer 
connection with the mapas army. is is a grave mistake—for as a 
omnes officer of Volunteers writing on the subject has aptly 
said, it is like mixing oil and water. The regulars do not, and never 
will, understand the peculiar ization of the Volunteers. 

Therefore, I venture to hope that'the seling Val you have put forth 
will, after due discussion with the leading Volunteer officers, be 
amended so as to be of real value to the force. We cannot afford to 
lose our Volunteer army, and I am sure you would be the last man to 

desire so disastrous an event, 
I am, with distinguished consideration, 
Yours faithfully, 
FER, Lieut.-Colonel. 


Food de Joie. 
Messrs. Jonnson anp Son, of Castle-street, announce a new 
riodical, entitle the Food Journal. We trust they will keep a corner 
or Grub-street poetasters, who somehow can’t get into any of the 


Annuals, and are so savage that they try to influence public opinion 
as critics. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


I’ve a skull to let, unfurnished, 
When the owner’s lease is up: 
Set in pearls and brightly burnished— 
It would make a drinking-cup. 
Little has the present writer 
Gained from liquor in his head ; 
Maybe it will foam the brighter 
When the present writer's dead. 


When you dip your nose within it 
(Let it be by night or day), 
Meditate for half a minute 
In a sober, solemn way. 
Rarely did the advertiser 
Get a thought within his head ; 
Let it be a thought the wiser 
When the advertiser’s dead. 





Spiritualism Again! 

Tue New York Times inserts a letter from a correspondent who 
comments on a work called Experiences in Spiritualism with Mr. D. D. 
Home, by Viscount ApARE, with introductory remarks by the Eari 
or Dunraven. From all accounts the book is a strange one, and it 
appears that Lorp Aparz is the Earl’s son. Would not Begun-ravin’ 
be a more appropriate title now ? 





Old Saws with New Handles. 


A RoLirnc stone gathers—no credit, if laidas a foundation. _ 

You cannot make a silk purse out of—a seal-skin porte-monnaie. 

A burnt child—should be treated with salad oil and wadding. 

Give a dog a bad name—and he’ll learn to answer to it as well 
as any other. 

A cat may look at a king—when it gets the chance, but you had 
better not for that purpose give it a reserved seat in the pantry. 
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Au! Posthumous, my bosom friend, 
Fugacious are the cruel years ; 

And with my raven locks to blend 
New silver week by week appears. 

Cold grows the heart and colder yet, 
As yet more thickly comes the gray, 

’Tis twilight when the sun hath set — 


I’ve not an hour to throw away. 


Ten years ago my heart was big 
With hopes of glory and renown ; 
To-day, I firmly think a wig 
More useful than a laurel crown, 
Ten years ago my thoughts were sect 
Upon an epic and a play; 
But neither task is finished yet— 
I’ve not an hour to throw away. 


——— 


NO TIME TO SPARE. = 
| 
| 
| 


Love’s quiver, like Arortto’s lyre, 
No longer serves the ends of yore : 

Nor grace nor beauty now conspire 
To thrill me as they thrilled before. 

They still are lovely as they look; 
But look as lovely as they may, 

No more for me they bait the hook— 
I’ve not an hour to throw away. 


But stop! ’Tis idiotic, sure, 
To mope and maunder as I do. 
My few gray hairs are premature: 
One can’t be old at thirty-two. 
Pll win a name—I’m not a durce— 
I'll fall in love again. And stay ! 
Suppose that I begin at once— 
I’ve not an hour to throw away. 


arupeenerianannniestetneenndeepememnensmmspencmaneneneanmaee 





A Notion. 
Barry Cornwatt describes the sea as the “ open”’ 
sea. Its generosity and liberality are undoubted. On 


shore a “guinea corset” is considered a marvel, but on | A CHANCE FOR PUBLIC MEN. 


board a ship ycu can always meet with a bob-stay ! 





Pe TP + SET 





Scene: Leicester Square. 








LutTEvR-ALLY TRUE.— How the French won the late That wag NonsieR did it! It was really a bill of “ Hovse to Let;” 
wrestling match: By a toss! but with very little trouble he contrived to alter the U into k. 
HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. Painful Accident. 


Tue other day as a gentleman was casting his eye over the pages of 

A new comic drama entitled Love's Doctor, by Mr. Anprew IArui- | Puy, he forgot in his hilarity that it was a glass one, and unfortunately 
DAY, has been produced at the Royalty, and was received with | broke it; the proprietors on learning the nature of the accident sent 
approbation. It is short, has a simple and yet ingenious plot, | him a glass eye immediately, and invited him to take a glass for the 
and smart and amusing dialogue. A physician (Mr. VERNON) | other eye as well. The latest report that reaches us is, “left 
who finds that his silly and romantic son (Mr. Danvers) | Janghing. 
has fallen in love with the daughter (Miss Bisuor) of a * 
Crimean hero (Mr. Dewar) of drunken habits, and his wife (Miss 
OtvER) of notions above her station, determines to cure the young 
fellow by inviting the girl and her family to his house, where the | The ladies have done some eccentric things of late, but no one would 
contrast of their faults and deficiencies, as compared with the habits of | pave been so rude as to call them odd fellows, until they gave them- 
persons in the doctor’s own rank in life, is not long in effecting the | gelyes the name, and commited a sort of fellow de se. 
desired cure. Mr. Hauurpay has fitted Mr. Dewar with the charac- | 
ter of a kind which he invariably succeeds in; Mr. Danvers acted | iin aiid. 
with great self-restraint in a part easily susceptible of exaggeration, ; i ; a ae 
and Miss Ourver was charming as ever in a line quite new to her,and | A WHITE woman ia, sinte to be un why i rn 7 ' a : 
perhaps not altogether worthy of her. Mr. Vernon impersonated the marrying 4 negro. We ra i pe are ae Object O g i 
doctor well, and Mr. Exron performed the part of the upholsterer, to | check of this conjunction of black and white. 


9? 


What’s the Odds. 
A rEeMALE Lodge of Odd Fellows is being organized at Toronto. 





whom the girl’s affections, after wandering at the beginning, return <slaatiiasiaiadaiiaaiictapiainend 
at the end of the piece, with commendable manliness and heartiness. Act and Deed. 
Miss Kare Bisuor, as Alice, acted with great feeling and grace. The Wepprnc full-dress rehearsals are the latest wrinkles in American 


drama is succeeded by The Flying Dutchman, a burlesque which hardly fashionable society. Js it permitted to cither of the principal actors 
gives full scope for the burlesque capabilities of the Royalty company. to throw up his or her part, if the first representation does not promise 


——_———_—_—_———_———— 'a success ? 


A Sun-Stroke. OPPOR-TUNE. 
Oxz swallow does not make a summer. But it is astonishing how Tur Laureate could scarcely have chosen a more fitting occasion 
few swallows (of liquid of a certain nature) are required to get 4 man | than the "present for pointing out that “ Proputty ”’ has its ditties as 
“into the sun.” ; | well as its rights, 








TO RAILWAY-PLANT MANUFACTURERS. 


Tue Porsoy’s Gart.—A jug-trot. ! ae 
Wuat is the most approved method of propagating a “slip’’ car- 


Tue Leisterer’s Morro (and bad luck to him).— Dum spiro 


Spear-oh ! , riage ¢ SE ANAT 
oA LWAY accipENT that we don’t expect to hear of just yct.—A | THe Larcest Do-Ré Exuinition.—The Sol-Fa Association. 
good dividend. 
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AGRICULTURAL HAULING AND PULLING. 


As a spectacle the International Wrestling, at the Agricultural Hall, 
was eminently successful. Asa trial .f the merits of the French and 
English styles, it has settled nothi The Frenchmen won the 
matches tried in the French manner, the Englishmen those in which 
their own rules prevailed. That the final bout fell to the French, and 
that they therefore came off as conquerors, was decided by the toss on 
which the choice of style depended. When the French won the toss 
the victory practically was theirs without the struggle. We cannot 
but think it was a mistake not to bring wrestlers from either Lan- 
cashire or Cornwall to contest the prize with the foreigners, as there 
are more points of resemblance between the play in those counties and 
the rules of the French school. 

A large and excited audience crowded the Hall each evening; but 
we regret to say some of the lookers-on did not contemplate the defeat 
¢ the English side with the equanimity which should distinguish the 

riton. 

No doubt our lively neighbours on the other side of the Channel 
are ry elated at the success of the Lutteurs ; and many, doubtless, 
were the glasses of absinthe wherein the victory was honoured, and 
the confusion of the Rosbifs on their own soil and at their own special 
game was celebrated. It is not impossible that the Emperor, to whom 
the news was at once a was pleased to hear of a success so 
flattering to the nation. ery likely he wished secretly that his 
Ministerial Luttewrs might be as successful in 
and vivacious ccaidenie the Rocusrorr party. 

Such good-natured international emulation as was exhibited in the 
Wrestling Match will do good, even if only by removing old pre- 
judices and correcting old errors. The old tradition, for instance, 
that your “ frog-eating Parlyvoo"” was a small, lean, and weak 
creature was more than answered by the burly and muscular forms of 

the Gallic champions, who did not seem to owe their solid fresh to 
frogs, snails, and other kickshaws, but to wholesome beef and mutton. 


throwing those slippery 





OF ONE AC-CHORD. 
Tuzre can be no difference of opinion among teachers of singing on 
one point, viz., that So/ is a shiny gud non. 
Cuooss o& Escuzews.—If you have your choice, never pick a 
quarrel. 
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FURNITURE-FACES. 


Wuen I’m sad and invalided in my solitary room— | 
When my frame is all a torture and my spirit all a gloom— 

To a loftier ambition my imaginings aspire 

Than romancing on the faces that one traces in the fire. 

There are castles in the embers, but they vanish and are past ; 

And their memory outlives them little longer than they last. 

But the furniture has images that come to me and stay, 

And they follow me and haunt me, and they never fade away. 


On the marble of my mantel-piece for ever will abide 

The resemblance of a demon that is fierce and cruel-eyed. 

As he fixes them upon me they are cruel and are blue ; 

Not the cobalt of the heavens, but sulphureous in hue. 

There are wicked-looking faces in the paper on my wall; 

If I only look-at one of them I seem to see them all. 

For, before me and behind me and whichever way I peep, 
They are glaring out upon me from their orbs that never sleep. 


In the crevice of my ceiling is a bearded Algerine, 
With a scimitar uplifted, and the scimitar is keen. 

In my Kidderminster carpet there are crocodiles with wings, 
And my hearthrug is a harbour for a host of horrid things! 

If the snakes upon my sofa-chintz would only go away, 

I believe that I could manage to be lively for a day. 

If the griffins on my curtains would avaunt and quit my sight, 
I should never be so nervous when I go to bed at night. 


If a home should be a paradise instead of the reverse— 

If a blessing lie m solitude, and not a bitter curse— 

I'll forget my fatal faculty, and give the gift away, 

And the art of making faces shall be lost this very day. 

For a lonely winter evening is an ugly time to per : 

Ard I frequently discover, when I seek my looking-glass, 
That I’ve _— upon the faces till my own, beyond a doubt, 
Looks as g y and as ghostly as the faces round about. 





A Homivy-vorovs Anrmat.—Sambo. 

A Man wuo “Cuts a Survz.’”’—The lapidary. 

Lzvyine Briackx-Mart.—Collecting income-tax from an Ethiopian 
serenader. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


Dare Sur,—Whin I comminced writin to you, shure I thaut 
I had about as much chance ay ivur seein yer honer as I had ay eating 
mate on a Friday, but we musnt be surprised whin we sce thim trains 
burrowin in the ground loike rabbits, and they tell us that they can 
spake to people in America through thim wires, that look fur awl the 
wurld as if they wor made for railroads fur the sparrows. The next 
thing theyll be doin will be gittin a post-office fur the uther wurld. 
Couplin that, I remimbur whin the people wor keenin at Mussis 
Macurire’s wake —as fine a guwawl ay a woman as ye could see 
betune this and Kilbreedy—thare wus an aunt of Jack M’Cormicx’s 
roarin as if she wasa barrel ay gunpowdhur, but she didnt forget num- 
ber wan fur in the middle avit she shoutid out, as if she had aspakin 
trumpit—Missis MacurreE, my darlint, dont forget to tell your sister 
that JoHNNY is out av wurk. 

But as I wus goin to tell ye, I cant get anny good av the agint, and 
so Im goin all the way to Lundun to see the landlord an tell him how 
manny sore harts Ive left behind me whilst he’s havin his dinnur and 
tay in a house as big asa police-barrack an as manny candles lightin 
about him as ud give o dacint wake to half the parish. They say he’ll 
kick me out, but I know betthur; whin he wus ovur here himself he 
trated us like Christians but we wor always afraid av the agint, that 
wus as plizint to us all befoar the masthur as an eel in a bog hole. 

Ah, thin, thare was the missus—God bless the ground she walks on 
—shure she trated the childhur as if their fathers and muthers wor 
Mimburs av Parlimint. Tis well I remimbur hearin whin she wus 
ovur here lasth, whin Jim Firzcaratn’s wife had a gorsoon, she slipt 
off her petticoat in the middie av the flure av the cabin and wrapt up 
the crathur in it as if his fathur wus as rich as the parson. Arrah, 
thin, why dont they come ovur here oftener; if they did tis a pattern 
bon-fire we’d make ay all the blundhurbusses in the country. 

But as I tould ye, Im goin to Lundun. Ah, thin, though we’re 
poor we sthick to wan anuther whin the disthress comes on us, an 
thare was Pat Firzcrrson, that gave me a cut ovur the eyebrow the 
lasth fair day, you should see him comin into the cabin lookin as if 
he wished there wasnt a bit av blackthorn in the counthry. He 
walks in an he says, Tuapy I hear youre in throuble, can I do anny- 
thing for you. You can, saysI, take care av Brppy and the crathurs 

whilst Im ovur amongst the quality. Im goin ovur to Mick O’Brien’s 
— he lives in a place they call Little Pulteney-street, Soho, W. Shure 
I dunno what he manes by W., but I suppose tis welcome and I know 
that already. He says in his letthur that there are so many Frinch- 
min among the neighbours that hes beginnin to forget Irish, an he ses 
you neednt walk more thin twinty yards whin ye can see as many 
horses and cars as youd see rattlin along the road to the Limerick 
races or-at a funeral in Tipperary afthur an election. Hes always 
afraid to take a glass av grog for hes afraid whin he goes home as the 
house as has as many stairs as a gallows. 

I hope Ill be ovur in time to see O’Donovan Rossa drivin into 
Parlimint in the black buggy. I have a notion av me own that he'd 
have a-betthur chance av gettin out if the Guvirmint knew that his 
pee wife wus in the hands av the attorneys—but tisnt that, they say 

e’s handcuffed and that he’s starved, but he'll nivur get a key fur the 
handcuffs or mate instid av gruel by the ladin articles in the National 
organs. 

uplin that, tis meself that ud loike to see thim playboys that writes 
fur the noosepapurs up in Dooblin. Wan av thim the uther day spakin 
av that dasint yung womum, the ganyus av Oireland, ses that if John 
Bull’s muthur-in-law, who is anuthur ganyus av coorse—whare the 
divil dos the ganyus’s go, I nivir see the pettykote av wan in awl 
me born days—if she ses annything, ses he, the Oirish gerl will stamp 
“her foot erect and mute.’ I scratch’d me hed ovur that till I thaut 
I'd scrape off the thatch av me skull, but Im blest if I kan foind out 
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Ah, thin, yer honer, can’t ye say annything to the Guvirmint about 
the landlords. Shure you don’t live farther from the (JUEBEN’S palace 
than from this to the chapel, an ye moight go an tell hur the way 
thayre goin on. You wont believe it ovur in Lundun but they wont 
let the childhur marry now without the consint av the agent that 
knows about as mutch about what makin love or courtin is as a 
lobster does about the rule o’ three. Arrah, thin, tis meself that has 
it agin—I suppoas they think that whin we're rootid to the soil that 
if our wives ud kum to see us we'd lose too mutch tyme in tawkin 
about the naybers, but whin they wont let us get marrid ay course 
we'll have nobody to kum and say good mornin Tuapy, an thats what 
they kaw] fixity av tenyure. : 

Then, good bye, dear ould Oireland for to England I must go, 
You'll hear of Tuapy next from Little Pulteney-street, Soho, 
Thare’s the ganyus av pocthry at me elbow wanse more. 
Yours most obadyently, 


Ballymurphy. Tuapy Dsiany. 





DOUBLE ACRQSTIG, No. 153. 


Sryce his namesake noted the spider's web, 
The family brains have turned to ebb ; 
And the other party, driving a “ keb,”’ 
His tongue in his cheek sets wagging! 
For what can one think of our fine Home Sec. 
Who cannot a common swindle check. 
But proves by the flags that our crawlers deck, 
His energy’s clearly flagging 
1. Here, and there, 
And everywhere, 
Looking for trifles rich and rare, 
Little, I wis, 
He finds amiss 
The virtuoso devoted to this! 


2. The Roman said of row-men’s pow'rs, 
This fish could cause abatement; 
But Buck LanpD, in these times of ours, 
Pooh-poohs the classic statem nt. 


3. The horse wouldn't go, 
And, therefore, you know, 
I loosened the chain, 
And he went on again! 
4, By the ocean’s margin sat a lovely girl — 
That is, a damsel down to the waist, 
The rest was fishy, at least to my taste, 
And she carried this, fashioned in mother-of-pearl. 


5. To Tomxrnson a hamper came— 
Said Tomkrinson, “I guess it’s game ! 
With ready knife he opened it, 
And found ’twas this—and he was bit! 
SotuTion or Acrostic No. 151.—Copestake, Moustache: Cymatium, 
Olio, Purlieu, Eaves, Sect, Tata, Alcaic, Ketch, Ease. 
Correct Sotvutions oF Acrostic, No. 15], REcEIvVED Feprvary Z7nd.—Timothy 
and Co.; D. E. H. 
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Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panicd by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.) 


how she dos it. The onlee tyme I ivir see a foot erect and mute wus 


whin Jm Firzcrraup narely broke the tales av the gajurs kote wid 
the top av his brogue. We wor wonderin whin we were rootid in the 
soil if we koud ivur get a needleful av sperits or if we'd have always 
to stick out in the rain loike a soger in sintry-box. Up kum the 
gajur as we wor tawkin, wid a grin on his wizen loike a rat in a stack 
av whate, an ses he, whin yere rootid to the soil yell kum up loike 
scarlet runners ses he, wid his mouth buttoned up as if he wus blowin 
on his tay ina saucer. Why, ses I. Why, ses he, bekase an Oirish- 
man is always shure to run away whin he sees asojur. Jim Firz- 
GERALD looked fur awl the wurld loike the divil on a Christmas day. 
He turned at him loike a weasel at a rat. Do you know how you'd 
grow up if you wor planted in the soil, you_mizerable Inglish pippin- 
sneezer, geshe, you wouldnt grow up at awl, ses he, you'd grow doun 
loike a karrit-but the divil a bull in the parish has a tail as long as 
youd be, fur youd nivir stop growin doun until youd raych a place 
youd be kooked most onpleasantly by wan ov your blood 
s mus. You know how I mane, dont you, you yallow-livered 
. iHe didnt say annymore, but just as he was goin away Jim 
FirzcEratp’s right fut slipped from undhur him an hit the gajur fair 
between the kote tails as if he wus. fut-ball. 





Semas NILLIH.—Accepted :—No, we mean the reverse. 

JusTITIA.—Fie at!— such nonsense. 

E. A. B. (Catford).— Not in our line ;— besides, not at all up to the mark 
in mere versification. 

G. E. (Coventry).—We are much obliged. 

OmEGA (Portsmouth).—Thanks for suggestion for cut. The verses de- 
clined with thanks. 

B. (Bath).—Although you are in a city where the shaving of heads is 
supposed to be a chronic affection, don’t you listen to the whispers of the 
local Copestakes and Moores. We feel sure if your head were shaved your 
phrenological bumps weuld be fatal to your success! 

JANUARY.—The piece was noticed in “ Here, There, and Everywhere.” 

A ConsTANT READER.—Is too flattering—andin a feminine hand! Our 
modesty will not allow us to publish the Acrostic. _ 

EsPpERANCE.— You have exercised us much ;—but it cannot be. Still it 
was nearly the thing. 

Declined with thanks :—J. L., Glasgow; L. S., Rotient-oquare; Spink; | 
Diggory Dibble ; S. E., Hackney; R. B., Paisley; Amicus; J. S., Leaden- | 
ballestreet; T. N. P., Stafford; M. P.; G. A. L., Thornton Heath ; 
Jimmy W.; Adam Bell; N. A.M., Glasgow; J. B. T., Brixton; mee I 
A. D. G., Stowe; Nef; T. A. T.; W. B. W., Tottenham Court-road ; 
Poodles ; J. G J., Liverpool ; W. S., Stroud ; Galley Slave, Dublin; Curio; | 
T. S.; L. ; Diddums; B. Leeds; S. J., Dalston; Kicking Joe. 
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HAY-HO! 


When you hire a horse for a day's hunting, be sure that he is well fed, or you may see no more of the run than Parxtns did the other 
day, when his nag insisted on walking siz miles behind a load of hay going to market. 














We look for the good wishes of all victims to St. Valentine, for Youne Grussrs called at our office the other day, and in our | 
eg fee that there exists in the metropolis an excellent institu- | absence stole our cake of honey soap. We are pretty easy-going ; but 
tion, ospital for Diseases of the Hea It may be found at | we cannot submit to such a wanton outrage. If he had taken any- 
No. 67, Margaret-street, Cavendish-square, where we doubt not that | thing necessary for his existence we should not have murmured, but to 
contributions, great and small, will be gladly received. our certain knowledge he has been a total abstainer from all deter- | 

steed aitiatiaeaiaeniiinartarta gents for years! He’d better bring that cake back! 


One Touch of Nature. How are you off for Soap. | 
| 
| 


Words that Burn. roenrseares 
Te prospect of the ing “ fourteenth” i ° ; 
postman’s head. “The Sr 7 aise pone Sane meee one No man ever yet broke the laws of temperance without getting his 
that occasion by lovers to their “flames” has caused him to confound | “ Whack. 


the eventful day with the old story of Valentine and Arson. A Warmenre Macuums.—The Income Tax. 


No B ‘amd gery Tus Cuametzon Tor.—The crittur’s head, of course! 
; ” vate Saees 5 A ure for the belle of the ball-room, “He could not choose but 
Wur are Christy’s Minstrels’ audiences the least satisfied Reo le in | here.” 
sien t= Becnene when the performance is all over, they look for Porrine Fist to Parzr.—The real Mother Bunch is the “ bunch of 
ves,”” 
Rustic Motro ror tus Royat Natrona Lrrgsoat instirvT10on.— 
TO CONNOISSEURS IN WINE. Country-butions thankfully received. 
Assvutne that you could detect the “ Bouquet” in a glass of Cham-| Tue Dirrerence peTwixt ENGLIisH AND Frencu Sportsmen.—The 
pagne, would you expect to find it composed of Roederer-dendrons ? one is always game for a lark, the other has a lark for game. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Mesers. SoODe, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their oe have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
iidaun Ihechens extl canting Wlenlind onchanes te see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cest of each separate Room, er the total cost of Furnishing the 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phasnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctore’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—Londen: Feb. 12, 1870. 
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| VALENTINE. 
To an OLp Grr. 


I swear that [ adore you, sweet, 
Although your lips disclose 

A row of teeth not quite complete: 
No colour like a rose 

Runs ever up to flush your face, 
In fact you're very yellow, 

You’ve lost all youthful maiden grace, 
Yet love I, faithful fellow. 


Your hair is scanty, and you're bald 
And bare about the crown; 

No long locks, brizht or golden call’d, 
Your thin back dangle down. 

Your sunken cheek’s no longer fair, 
And where J see a dimple, 

My ribald friends unkindly swear 

ere’s nothing but a pimple. 


Your voice is very harsh and shrill, 
And scraggy is your arm; 

Your manners make a fellow ill, 
They have no sort of charm. 

Your speech is full of vulgar phrase, 
Your temper’s quite infernal ; 

Yet I'll adore you all my days 
With love well-nigh eternal. 


Come live with me, and be my love, 
All Cupid’s joys divine, 

Shall Venus shower upon my dove:— 
Come be my Valentine. 

What care I though my comrades say 
You have no outward beauty, 

Thine eyes can boast an inward ray, 
Commands a lover’s duty ? 


P.S. The bard should p'raps remark, 
This old peculiar creature, 

That kindles so insane a spark 
Of love, has one good feature. 

Althongh the mind it somewhat shocks 
To court a girl of eighty, 

She’s fifty thousand in the stocks— 
The poet’s debts are weighty. 


Ineb 
BREWSR’S 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


_ Tue new series of the Breitmann Ballads (Trunner, Paternoster Row) 
Is qute up to the merit of its proteccatene. There is, if possible, 
more graphic power than usual in the description of Breitmann’s 
going to church, and the combinations consequent thereon. But good 
as this continuation is, we hope Mr Letanp will not forget the maxim 
that “the half is greater than the whole,” and have the wisdom to 
stop, while the public is asking for more, instead of continuing until 
they cry “ Hold, enough!” 


Messrs. Ross, of Edinburgh, have followed up their cheap edition of | 


Popr’s translation of the [ad with that of the Odyssey. 

We have received what are styled Rhymes with good Reason, by a 
Mr. Atsacer H. Hitt. We have not yet had time to small-tooth- 
comb them for the Reason, but the Rhyme is conspicuous for its 
absence. 

Messrs. Tinstey have issued a cheap edition of the Everyday 
Papers, the pleasant essays by which Mr. AnpREw Ha uray first 
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SWEETS TO THE SWEET. 


riate chanting ancient Bacchanalian ditty: —“I wisn I was a 
oss” 





Milkman:—“ Don’? KICK UP SICH A DOOCE OF A ROW, MAN ALIVE! Gert 
UP AND COME ALONG O'ME—I'LL STAND A BASKETFUL O’GRAINS FOR THEE!” 





HOOKS AND EYES. 


THE Bombay Gazette contains the following rhythmical communica- 


| tion, which was addressed to the Duxs or Epinsvreu during his visit 
to Calcutta :— 

From Baboos Debender Mullick and Kristodors Paul, Joint-Secretaries to the Duke 
of Edinburgh Reception Committee, to Major U. T. Burne, Private Secretary to 
His Excellency the Vieeroy,—(dated Caleutta, the 4th January, 1870). 

Sin,—We are desired by the Duke of Edinburgh Reception Committee to request 
you will be so good as to bring to the notice of His Excellency the Viceroy that 
they desire, on behalf of the subscribers to the late Seven Tanks’ féte, to offer to 
His Royal Highness the silver hooka which he didthem the honour to smoke, and 
the gold utterdan and pandan from which he was graciously pleased to accep’ uffer 
and pan on the evening of the féte, as humble mementos; and to enquire whether 
they may be permitted to do themselves the honour of asking His Royal Highness 
to accept of the same. 

A cockney friend of ours, who is terribly addicted to influenza and 
lunacy said, in remarking on the poetical effusion, “ You may 
Debend-(er) "pon it, ’twas most Bahoosing. I don’t know what utterdan 

| and pandan signify, except they come by telegram, and then they may 
| mean the ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY and grey shirtings; but I don’t 


achieved popularity. “My Account with Her Majesty,”’ an admirable | think there could be a more fitting present than a hook-a to his royal 


exposition of the working of the Post Office Savings’ Banks ought to 
be read by everybody—if it has not been. So, at the risk of doing what 
1s supererogatory, we commend it to our readers’ notice. ; ; 

No Actress (Witson, Royal Exchange) is an interesting little | 
romance of dramatic life, by Mx. Besemerss, ingeniously constructed | 
and simply told. It contains a few incidental remarks on acting, | 
which may be studied with advantage. We shall be glad to meet with | 
the author again, in a more ambitious and sustained form of fiction. | 

We have to acknowledge the receipt of a batch of valentines from | 
Mr. Rooret, marked with taste and excellence in art, like everything 
which issues from his establishment. i 

A very clever invention, “Turner's Tablet and Map Mount” has 
been submitted to us. It isa most simple and efficacious means of 
mounting and hanging charts, almanacs, or any sheet, in short, which 
needs to be displayed for easy reference. | 


VoL. x. x 


| "igh-ness.” 


Minding their P’s. 

Our lively little contemporary, the Echo, is clearly of a peaceable 
nature, though Echo always will have the last word. In its Paris 
news of the 9th, it showed that it declined to echo shots, though it did 
not mind talking shop. It stated :— 

A ramour says that some shops were fired by the rioters, but not by the police. 

When for “shops” we substitute “shots,” the reason why the 
French police are so elaborately defended against the charge of 
“ firing,” is evident. Our Echo must be more exact in its repetitions. 
It should be right to a T, at any rate. 


Tus Great Srevocie in Sovrnwanx.—The battle of Waterloo(w). 





| 


| 
| 























































FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Februzry 16th, 1870. 
HE Quveen’s Speech, as a rule, is a formal matter, something after 
“=the fashion of the missives, which, on the 14th instant, give the 
to General.Post»such a large increase of work. Like them, it is a 
| sort of litho¢raphed form, whose value depends on the sender. 
| Barranyta, howéver, knows how to 
mentary Valentine, when it comes 


rize even the ordinary Parlia- 
rom her “affectionate lover, 
W. E.G.” His present Valentine, moreover, is not such a vague 
declaration. Justice to Ireland in the form of a Land Tenure Bill, 
Remissions of Taxation, Protection for Voters, a Scheme of National 
Educaticn, and a host of other promised benefits, are as pleasing and 
effective as ornaments of the Premier's Valentine as the roses and 
lilies and fateupids which decorate the general article. 
| Of course the Irish Lind Tenure Bill is the central and most im- 
portant subject in the composition. No wonder then that, while 
BrivTaNNIA gazes a 
beside her, excited Err1n is on tip-toe to get a glimpse of the blessing 
in store for her. 








| Tue ingenuity of Mr. Lowe to discover novelties in the way of 
taxation is extraordinary! His latest surprise isa tax on parish- 
hearses, iné@he form of a license. ‘Does he fancy that the parochial 
authorities vert the hearses from their original uses, and employ 
them as plénsure-vans? Or did his accidental meeting with a return 


hearse, eee men on the’ roof, suggest a sort of 

topsy-tutvy ce to an omnibus, as “ licetigsed to carry fourteen: 
passenger=;onée Mside and thirteen out?” 

Seriously, ho ke this policy of Ma." Lowe's. Hemay think 

it original, | t& Our readers will recall Mr. GLapstone’s 

_ splendid financial statement, delivered on the 3rd of April, 1862, when 

he quoted Sipyry Smitu’s warning to America on the subject of taxa- 

| tion - how taxes were laid “on the ermine that decorates the judge, and 

the rope that hangs the criminal— on the poor man’s salt and the rich 

man’s spice—on the brass nails of the coffin and the ribbons of the 

| bride.” Alluding to this passage, Mr. GLapstone went on to compare 

| our times with those of Stoyry Sirn, and said, “‘ There were taxes on 

| the brass nails of the coffin; now those brass nails are free!”” They 

| may be—but Mx. Lows has “ nailed ’’ the hearse instead! 





Brevity is the Soul of Wit! 


Tur Cambridge Dons have committed a joke! Itis a little ponder- 
_ ous and long-winded; bat one does not expect a hippopotamus to cut a 
_ pigeon’s wing very neatly. Here's the University witticism! Our 
_ readers will observe that the point is reserved till the very end :— 
| There will be an exam’nation, commencing on Monday, Juls 4, and enntinuing 
daily to July 9, inc’ usive, open to women who have completed the age of eighteen 
| years before Janl. Candidates will be examined in such places as the syndics ap- 
| pointed by the university may determine. The syndicate will entertain appli- 
| cations from places where twenty-five fees at the least are guaranteed. Before any 
| application for an examinat'on be approved. the syndicate must be satisfied as to the 
| follow ng points :—i. That there is a committee of ladies who will efficiently super- 
intend the examination, ene of whom will undertake to act as local secretary. 2. 
That this committee will see that suituble accommiodation can be obtained by 
eand da‘es who are strangers to the place. 38..Thata res ible person will be at 
hand to reovive the examination papers f om the conducting examiner, and collect 
| the answers. Committe:s wishing to heve examirations held in their several 
districts mar obtain all recessary ‘nformation from the Rev. T. Markby, Trinity 
| Hall, Cambridge. . No application wiil be considered which is received after April | 


Please observe-how gravely the old boys go into the question of 

examinations open to women, and with what quiet satire—not to say 

| rudeness— they fix on All Fool’s Day as the time for receiving 
applications ! 





| Inc-erect! 


| _ Tux Scuth London Press says that the Camberwell Vestry is a won- 

derful body :—“ in its last agenda paper it was stated that it was about 

_ & erect eight roads.” It ought also to mend its ways—of expression, 

or it will be talking next of laying down new buildings as well as 

- i Rom the law, which is an occupation every true vestryman 
€ in. 





Looks like it! 

A REVERED lady of our acquaintance, on reading that the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer has appointed Mr. C. F, D'AnyEns Orrep as his 
Private Secretary, unhesitatingly announced it as her belief that this 
was = of a conspiracy to exact the taxes in some other Orrep-Lowe 
way 








vingly at the missive, with Joun Buti smiling: 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 154. 


Dip ever saint or holy man bring more 

Of happiness or love's delights in store ; 

If e’er on earthly comforts you have reckon’d, 
Be thankful if my first should bring my second, 


. What many a maiden rosy-blushing takes, 
And soon, alas, with perfect coolness breaks. 


2. She'd lovely hair; her'charms I'll swear 
Commanded admiration ; 
But then her eyes, to my surprise, 
Deserved this appellation. 


3. Of this Anacreon in his verse would speak, I 
Have read he wrote “Hpwra potvor 7xel. 







—— ne 


_— 


4, A heavy father’s rage, no doubt, 
Will burn like ancient Etna, 
If you should take his daughter out 
A walk, and bolt to Gretna. 


5. Ah! happy fate, since Cutok was so fair, 
She caught my fancy, -it confined her. hair. 


6. I knelt, she blush'd, sighs, raptures, tears_and kisses, 
And this was the sum total of our’ blisses. 


7. It bore her as she flew along ; 
She ate it near the dancers; 
It rang a refrain to her song ; 

It cool’d her for the Lancers. 


8. She’s a capital girl, without humbug or vanity, 
In a capital novel that’s named “ Poor Humanity.” 


9. More beautiful e’en this could never make her, 
And so I swore I never would forsake her. 


10. There was never poem sweeter, 
Writ in rhyme or made in metre ; 
As my lady read it, smiling, 
At fair Lavra’s strange beguiling. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 152.—Castelar, Bourbons : Crib, Arno, 
Sou, Toper, Ebb, Lasso, Addition, Rous. 
Correct So.vuTions or Acrostic, No, 152, RECEIVED Fesruary 9th:—Guitar ; 
Noggin. 
N.B. Owing to the loss of some MS. we fear that correct solutions of this 
acrostic may possibly be omitted this wetk. 
————Eoo SESS 


Herne Hill-usion. 


WE have often been assured that railway servants are very ill-paid ; 
but we have never heard them murmur, until, on reaching the station 
on the London, Chatham, and Dover line, where the City and West 
End trains unite, we heard the porters who open the carriage doors 
announcing that they got no wages at all, with loud cries of “ Karn 
nil! earn ‘mil !”’ 





A Musical Note. 

A conTawrorar® states that at the Manchester Chamber of Com- 
merce last. week, with regard to the prospects of trade, a “hopeful 
tone’’ pervaded the meeting. The particular “tone,’’ we presume 
was “ha! money,” 





A Meet Provision. 


Tins of preserved Australian mutton have, we observe, been sup- 
plied to the. Flying Squadron. “My Lords’ have acted perfectly 
right in determining that, as a crucial test, a crew shall test it. 


Betting in the Streets, 
A’ CARMAN was apprehended the other day under the Betting Act, 
for backing his horse in Fleet-street. 


Not so Dusty. 


Prorrsson TYNDALL’s. dust is taken-in impalpable. 
the contrary, is a palpable take-in ! 


‘A Hacxnzgyep Onservarion.—* Cab, sir?” 

A Datsy-pDeratum in Tue CountTRy.—The croquét lawn. 

Caution To THosz wHo- Visrr DanorsG Satoons.—Never finish 
the evening with.a ree/. 

Cow. For Corron Lorps.— What sort of legs does a factory mule 
go upon ?—Spindle-shanks, of course. 





Tea-dust, on 
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POLICEMAN ROBERTO TO HIS SARAH ANN. 


A VALENTI°-Y. 


IERCED by young Cupid's cruel dart, 
Which penetrates this faithful heart, | 
My own beloved Sarmew @h ! 
I, like that heartjam on the beat, 
And as I stroll along the street 
Peep fondly dowty thearea ! 


Don’t mind theeook at twenty-four — 
I'll never smile on her no more— 
To her my heart is colder 
Than what she cruelly served up 
When last I called with her to su 
The scraps of a cold shoulder ! 


Come let me pledge you, Sarrey dear— 
Your master 7s a judge of beer }— 
Our tastes ain't in collision ; 
Could I select among the Force 
My place, why, I should say, of course, 
The Treble X Division. 


Oh, Sarrey, hear your Ronert swear 
That he will act upon the square, 
And near no others hover! 
While cold joints in the larder be— 
While of the beer you keep the key— 
While you will ask him in to tea— 
While you will spend your wages free— 
He’ll be your constant lover! 





ee — a $$ 








———— 


THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
| 


never _ him, even if he tried to disguise himself in a ham or a 
; i rasher of bacon. 
173, Little Pulteney-street, Soho. W. Shure Id give my new clothes that I got to come over in to be back 
Dear Sir,—Tis no wonder we vote against the Government over | again at home, but whin we stopped, says I to myself, travellin is over 
here—there now, I thought I was smellin the green fields of Bally- | now. Well, whin I thought all my troubles wor over— sure I thought 
murphy wanse more—I mane in Ireland when they wont let a poor | I'd be in London the minute I got out of the boat as they called it, 
Pappy spell as he likes, Isnt that another chapter in the wrongs of | they stuck me into a train and there I was for three mortal hours. 
my counthry. Theres Mick O’Brien that Im stoppin with as 1 told | Oh, lord, you should hear the bones of my poor shins rattlin, the 
you in my last communication, sure I showed him the letter I was | ingine wint so quick that I felt as if the teeth of a couple of three 
going to write you and he roars out laughing as loud as if he got a| year old sharks were running races up and down the calves av my legs. 
lease of the county Cork. Mary, he shouts out to the wife, Mary come Well I was thinkin and thinkin I dont know where I’m going but I 
here till you see a specimen of Tuapy’s penmanship— hes getting them | must go wherever they take me, whin up stops the train and a fellow 
big words already as pat as if he was reared a priest. Arrah, then, | dressed in corduroys with a cap like a peeler roared out, All change 
you omadhaun, says he, if you write like that over here twould take | here! Whin I said, I havent any about me, he looked at me as if | 
the Giniral Post-office to understhand it. I suppose so, says I, the | was a house on fire. I think he thought I was either an informer or 
skilogues, but I wish Par Casry, our postman, was over here—that was | a Mimber of Parliamint, for after looking at me for about twenty 
the boy that had the learnin for a poor man—you should see him | minutes he says, have you any luggage. 1 have, says I, I'm going to 
readin what was on the outside of Barney Macumme’s letthers from | light it. Light it, says he, explosions is strictly prohibited. You mis- 
America. Be jabers, there wor as many x and downs in his pot- | fortunate bosthoon, says I, I’m only going to light my pipe, that's 
| hooks and hangers as there is in the Limerick Junction. enough luggage for an Irishman, says I, and lucky he is sometimes if 
But I meant to tell you how I got over from Ireland. Well, thin, | he finds that about his suit of clothes. 
I left Waterford by the boat on Thursday— why the divil do they call it Well, he was a dacint crathur after all, fur whin he knew I was a 
| that—sure twas big enough to be the mother-in-law of all the other | stranger he showed me the door out. Oh, thin, you should see the 
boats I ever see, and I think I know every corner of the beautiful | place I had to go out of. ‘There was a big doorway as like the gate of 
Shannon. The chimney of her was big enough to let off the smoke | the county gaol, as two duck eggs. Begor if I hadnt a pipe in my 
from a very warm locality where the agent will have to go for his | mouth I might have thought I was going to make my last will and 
vacation wan of these days, and there she was howling an roaring | dying declaration. 
away as if there was a fight between the Ryans and Dwyeks in ‘There I was walking along as paceably as you plaze whin I says to 
the next field. | aman, what’s the name of this strect ? I suppose I didnt spake plain, 
Yerra though twasnt till she got out in the water that she began | an so, says he, this is Paddington. Oh, says I, you suppose I'ma 
her divarshuns in earnest. Over and hether she went like a field of | greenhorn but I know enough about the Government, says 1, to know 
whate on a windy day, until I felt as tipsy as a one-legged lobster. that they wouldnt call any place after Ireland or the Irish, says I. 
Faith I was getting frightened whin I asked a man what they called | Sure even over in Dublin where you'd expect to see the shammo: k 
the ship. Well, says he, I dont know her name but she’s a screw- in in the sthreets, all the best o’ them are called after the ginira)s 
steamer. Screwed, saysI, bethe powers thats not a bad name for her, the army that bought the countHry and the sitsible Mimbers of 
for there she was bobbing up and down like a breéken-winded drake. | Parlimint that sould it. Don't think that I'ia bosthoon altogeth«r 
Whin my feet began to get uneasy I thought Id go to bed. If Bippy | says I, I’m not goimg to believe that they call this Lig. place aft«r 
’ could. see me she'd forget to say her prayers. There I was stuck tp} Pappy’s land. Look at that, say#he, and uphe points tea boord cn 
in a berth—och, be jabers, there’s anotherof their desaving names— | the corner av the sthreet with thé letthers as big on it asdf they wor 
they call them berths whin theyre goin to be the death of you. The | at the head of a copy book. Well, says I, afther that I themet gain to 
smell of ile would kill a barber, and I was stuck in a little corner that | believe anny more av what the Fenians say. 


was about long enough for a Kerry leprechaun. ‘ : 7 c . a | 
Shure I thought T could get asleep at anny sate, but I was aia And : weet. ee ettak he House of Putian wats. 

oe eae, ‘whist Se seet tulienoon a nn —* Oh, wont I bé afthur givin my opinions on Irish politics in a fatnre 
They yelled till I thought there was a railroad running through my communication. Yy ee 

head and there was one of them that had a voice for all the world CSS Ee CHEE UNS 

like asteam engine. Ah, thin, I should like to see that divarthur—I Tuapy Detayy¥i 


know his nose was as long as a pike, and his squeal for all the world 


like the blade of a razor. I believe Id know him again though Ij Arrgr Sreruznson.—“ Bad for the coo,” a snowy Valentine s Diy. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. | mover saw him, even if he tried to disguise himself in a ham or a 


173, Little Pulteney-street, Soho. W. 


Dear Sir,—Tis no wonder we vote against the Government over 
here—there now, I thought I was smellin the green fields of Bally- 
murphy wanse more—I mane in Ireland when they wont let a poor 
Pappy spell as he likes, Isnt that another chapter in the wrongs of 
my counthry. ‘Theres Mick O’Brien that Im stoppin with as I told 
you in my last communication, sure I showed him the letter I was 
going to write you and he roars out laughing as loud as if he gota 
lease of the county Cork. Mary, he shouts out to the wife, Many come 
here till you see a specimen of Tuapy’s penmanship— hes getting them 
big words already as pat as if he was reared a priest. Arrah, then, 
you omadhaun, says he, if you write like that over here twould take 
the Giniral Post-office to understhand it. I suppose so, says I, the 
skilogues, but I wish Par Casry, our postman, was over here—that was 


the boy that had the learnin for a poor man—you should see him | 


readin what was on the outside of BArnEy Macvurme’s letthers from 
America. Be jabers, there wor as many ups and downs in his pot- 


| hooks and hangers as there is in the Limerick Junction. 


| 


But I meant to tell you how I got over from Ireland. Well, thin, 
I left Waterford by the boat on Thursday— why the divil do they call it 
that—sure twas big enough to be the mother-in-law of all the other 
boats I ever see, and I think I know every corner of the beautiful 
Shannon. The chimney of her was big enough to let off the smoke 
from a very warm locality where the agent will have to go for his 
vacation wan of these days, and there she was howling an roaring 
away as if there was a fight between the Ryans and Dwyeks in 
the next field. 

Yerra though twasnt till she got out in the water that she began 
her divarshuns in earnest. Over and hether she went like a field of 
whate on a windy day, until I felt as tipsy as a one-legged lobster. 

Faith I was getting frightened whin I asked a man what they called 
theship. Well, says he, I dont know her name but she’s a screw- 
‘steamer, Screwed, says I, bethe powers thats not a bad name for her, 
for there she was bobbing up and down like a broken-winded drake. 

_ Whin my feet began to get uneasy I thought Id goto bed. If Bipy 
could.4e@me she’d forget to say her prayers. There I was stuck up 
in & bérth—och, be jabers, there’s anotherof their desaving names— 
they call them berths whin theyre goin to be the death of you. The 
smell of ile'wwould kill a barber, and I was stuck in a little corner that 
was about long enough for a Kerry leprechaun. 

Shure I thought I could get asleep at anny rate, but I was mistaken 
for there was pigs in the next room, oh, by the powers, you should 
hear them whin the wind upset their pace of mind. 

They yelled till I thought there was a railroad running through my 

and there was one of them that had a voice for all the world 

‘Sasteam engine. Ah, thin, I should like to see that divarthur— I 

his nose was as long as a pike, and his squeal for all the world 
like the blade of a razor. I believe Id know him again though I | 
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ERCED by young Cupid's cruel dart, 
Which penetrates this faithful heart, 
My own beloved Sarrew @h ! 
I, like that heartyam on the beat, 
And as I stroll along the street 
Peep fondly dowt thearea ! 


Don't mind the-eook at twenty-four — 
I'll never smile on her no more— 

. To her my heart is eolder 
Than what she cruelly served up 


When last I called with her to su 
The scraps of a cold shoulder ! 


Come let me pledge you, Sarrey dear— 
Your master is a judge of beer }— 
Our tastes ain't in collision ; 
Could I select among the Force 
My place, why, I should say, of course, 
The Treble X Division. 


Oh, Sarrey, hear your Rorert swear 
That he will act upon the square, 
And near no others hover! 
While cold joints in the larder be— 
While of the beer you keep the key— 
While you will ask him in to tea— 
While you will spend your wages free— 
He’ll be your constant lover! 





rasher of bacon. 

Shure Id give my new clothes that I got to come over in to be back 
again at home, but whin we stopped, says I to myself, travellin is over 
now. Well, whinI thought all my troubles wor over— sure I thought 
I'd be in London the minute I got out of the boat as they called it, 
they stuck me into a train and there I was for three mortal hours. 
Oh, lord, you should hear the bones of my poor shins rattlin, the 
ingine wint so quick that I felt as if the teeth of a couple of three 
year old sharks were running races up and down the calves av my legs. 

Well I was thinkin and thinkin I dont know where I’m going but I 
must go wherever they take me, whin up stops the train and a fellow 
dressed in corduroys with a cap like a peeler roared out, All change 
here! Whin I said, I havent any about me, he looked at me as if | 
was a house on fire. I think he thought I was either an informer or 
a Mimber of Parliamint, for after looking at me for about twenty 
minutes he says, have you any luggage. 1 have, says I, I'm going to 
light it. Light it, says he, explosions is strictly prohibited. You mis- 
| enough luggage for an Irishman, says I, and lucky he is sometimes if 
he finds that about his suit of clothes. 

Well, he was a dacint crathur after all, fur whin he knew I was a 
| stranger he showed me the door out. Oh, thin, you should see the 
| place I had to go out of. There was a big doorway as like the gate of 

the county gaol, as two duck eggs. Begor if I hadnt a pipe in my 
mouth I might have thought | was going to make my last will and 
dying declaration. 

There I was walking along as paceably as you plaze whin I says to 
| aman, what’s the name ofthis strect ? I suppose I didnt spake plain, 
an so, says he, this is Paddington. Oh, says I, you suppose I'ma 
greenhorn but I know enough about the Government, says 1, to know 
that they wouldnt call any place after Ireland or the Irish, says I. 
Sure even over in Dublin where you'd expect to see the shammo: k 
growin in the sthreets, all the best o’ them are called after the ginira)s 
in the army that bought the countliry and the sitsible Mimbers otf 
Parlimint that sould it. Don't think that I'iva bosthoon altogeth«r 
says I, I’m not going to believe that they call this Lig place aft: r 
Pappy’s land. Look at that, say#he, and uphe points tea beord con 
the corner av the sthreet with the letthers as big on it asdf they wor 
at the head of a copy book. Well, says I, afther that ltnmet goin to 
believe anny more av what the Fenians say. 


Mr. GuiapstHone has desaved us for we still must pay the rinty 
And he wont let Rossa go into the House of Parlimint. 


Oh, wont I bé afthur givin my opinions on Irish politics in a fature 
communication. 


| fortunate bosthoon, says I, I’m only going to light my pipe, that's 





Yours most obadyently, 
TuHapy DeLanyy¥i 


ArTer STEPHENSON.—“ Bad for the coo,” a snowy Valentine's Day. 
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THE KKOCK-OUT VULTURES. 


In these days of Free Trade and Open Competition, the last place 
robably in which one would think of finding the lingering charms of 
*rotection would be a public auction. Yet, in reality, there exists at 

auctions a system organised by a low class of brokers which gives 
them a monopoly of the right to purchase at sales. They hustle the 
private individual who dares to bid against them, play rough practical 
jokes on him, or use the foulest language before him; until they 
terrify or horrify him into silence. Their object is to get all the 
bidding into their own hands, for one of two purposes :—either, when 
employed by some one to bid for |him, to run up articles to a high 
figure, for the sake of the agent's percentage; or, when bidding on 
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their own account, to keep the things selling far below their value. 





Our first block gives a few of the portraits of these vulgar vultures, 
sketched from life. A glance at it will explain why at such salesas | 
we have described, when the name of the successful bidder is required, | 
it generally turns out to be Sotomons, Davis, Levy, Moss. 
e auctioneers, of course, do their best to put a stop to these | 
practices; but they have very great difficulty in coping with the 
scamps. One of them who had the spirit to write toa contemporary, | 
and expose their tactics, has ever since been in peril of their violence, | 
and is a marked man. 
_ Inour second cut our readers will see the crew gatheri 
innocent gentleman, who has come to bid, under the erroneous 
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patient died on this bed.’ 





that public auctions are open to the public. The following extract from | 
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the lett2r of the auctioneer just alluded to will show what sort of 
treatment he will receive at the hands of the vultures :— 

‘‘T remember an instance, in which a splendid feather-bed, quite 
clean, was amongst the lots for sale, and when the usual device of pre- 
tending to extract beastly feathers—dissecting, they term it —failed, 
through the ‘ obstinacy’ of an old gentleman who would afterwards 
bid, one of the ‘feather-bed gentry’ put his nose to the tick, and 
then looking up, with a demoniacal grin, addressing one of his com- 
panions, said, ‘So help me, I knew something was wrong; a cholera 
It had the desired effect.”’ 

When the public sale is over these ruffians adjourn to a public house 


| where the genuine sale, or ‘‘ knock-out ’’ takes place, as depicted in our 
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third illustration. Each lot is put up again to auction by an appointed 
chairman, and the sums realised, beyond the price to be paid to the auc- 
tioneer of the original sale, are placed on the table for equal division 
among the crew. Where lots have been run up beyond a fair price to 
revent a private bidder from getting them, a fair price is offered, and 
the difference between that and the bid at the original sale is deducted 
from the fund. While this is going on, they order in refreshments, 

which are paid for out of the fund also. ; 
The result of this infamous system is that the original auction is 
converted into a mockery. The sale has been so manipulated, that 
the goods have sold far below their value; while at the “knock-out ”’ 
these conspirators have made large profits :—in one case, for instance, 
the auctioneer, to whose letter we have referred, states that a single 
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ot was knocked down for £55 10s. at the original sale, and fetched 
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£128 atthe “knock-out.” 

Although it is not mentioned in the QveEEn’s en ere ee 
Parliament may be induced to effect a much-needed Reform in this 
matter, by passing an Act rendering such combinations as these liable 
to punishment us felony. 





—_——————— 


MY LOVE AND MY HEART. 


On, the days were evcr shiny 
When I ran to meet my love; 
When I pressed her hand so tiny 
Through her ti y tiny glove. 

Was I very deeply smitten ? 
Oh, I loved like anything! 
But my love she is a kitten, 
And my heart’s a ball of string. 





She was pleasingly poetic. 
And she loved my little rhymes ; 
For our tastes were symp:thetic, 
In the old and happy times. 


| asks for these stolen goods the sum of £250. 





A PAINFUL BUSINESS. 

A CORRESPONDENCE rece ntly published in the 7imes smites us with 
remorse. We have been in the habit while denouncing the defecti: 
state of international copyright, to argue as if all the roguery it gives 
rise to were confined to the other side of the Atlantic, and that th: 
American publishers were the sole pirates. After reading this corres- 
pondence, we are obliged to admit- and we do so with pain—that if 
American publishers are pirates, somebody on this side of the water 
must be a thief of the very lowest deseription. 

It appears that Messrs. Frenps, Oseoop, anv Co., publishers, of 


New York, received, in December last, a letter from an agent there, in 
| which he says he bas had placed in his hands for sale a series of twelv 


poems by the Poet Laureate. He adds, ingenuously, that they hav. 


| never been published, but were printed at the private press of 


Sir -—— ——, and that only six copies were so printed. Finally, he 
| Messns. Firitps anp 
| OsGoop at once replied, that they knewof the existence of these poems, 
having been in communication with Mr. Tennyson about them, that 
they knew they were not intended by him for publication, and that 
| they protested against any such publication+and the dirty business 
altogether. : 


of Oh, the ballads | have written, It is hard enough that an author should have*his published works 
i And have taught my love to sing! pirated in America, but it is yet harder to have what ne does not wish 
“ But my love she is a kitten, | published brought out, and hardest of all that athird party, having 
i And my heart's a ball of string. | aoe 7 eaiirane ae or otherwise, possessed of a private copy, 
; ies — should offer it for sale, and’ desire to make money by what is at best « 
7 Paes oo - ae gross breach of confidence, if it has not been an at “of larceny. 
* dedliietinn.) sense oh wg » _ We confess we should like to learn who has thus disgraced tho 
ra Of my hand and my heart | English name. As there are/only-six copics in existence, Ma. Tenny- 
po Riles Rain deinty a. Arai | Son ought to have no great difficulty in the matter—that is, unless one 
. <Anuhd Gace chili siet | of them has been stolen; which is improbable, for the papers keep us 
. But ee ahs Taree — | so well posted-up about- the Laureate, that we should have been sure 
ut my love she isa kitten, to have had‘a paragraph‘about it, if some thief had got into his house, 
And my heart's a ball of string. under false pretences, or some burglar had effected an entrance by 


Take a warning, happy lover, 
From the moral that I shew; 
Or too late you may discover 
What I learned a month ago. 
We are scratched or we are bitten 
By the pets to whom we cling. 
Oh, my love she is a kitten, 
And my heart's a ball of string. 


‘starring the glaze,”’ to use the technical phrase for removing a pane 
of glass. A man whe could thus offer these private poems for sal 
would be capable of acquiring them in either of these ways: but we 
repeat, we do not think, for the reason stated, that they were stolen ; 
and the Laureate should, therefore, be able to learn which of his six 
copies has disappeared. We trust he will spare no pains to do so, for 
though the act 1s not punishable by law, Society possesses the power 
to ostracise and the Press the power to pillory, or even to * prvss to 
death”’—the zeine forte et dure whereby contumacious malefactors 


were executed of old. 

We record the case as another argument - drawn this time, we blush 
to think, from this side the Atlantic—in favour of an International 
Copyright. Perhaps when Parliament has given Ireland a Land 
Tenure Bill, it may give authors a more secure holding, and some 
protection for their brain-crops. Among the representatives of 
working-men, who may hereafter we hope take their places in the 
House, we sincerely trust there will be a representative of authors ; 
and we believe his first act will be to ensure the property of writers 
in their copyrights at home and abroad, and to punish all infringements 


a eran 
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CHATS GN THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 


In the St. James's we note a paper called “The Tron Ring,” professing 
to record some real supernatural occurrences. We have noted similar 
papers in other magazines of late, and trust it is not part of a 
spiritualist plot for poisoning the springs of. light literature, and pro- 
moting the ends of superstition and imposture. The other contents 
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are varied and pleasing. ; : 

Tur Argosy is a tritle overweighted by the large instalment of the | with the severest pains and penalties. 
serial story, which cramps the room for other articles. The _w —————————————— 
tion is better th: al, but Johnny Ludlow is not quite up to the 
mark this on en eee : . Gushoers to Correspondents, 

In Oncea Week the leading story interests us with the fate of that me 
smart scoundrel Bentley Wyvern. The other contents are up to the L We cannot return unaccepled WSS. or Sketches, wnless they are accome- 
average, and Pxu1z—not in this instance only— does much by his clever panied dy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
if slight illustrations to atone for the shortcomings of others. responsible for loss.J | 

Goot Words for the Young is an excellent number this month. “ At Fun BLiur.—We have too much respect for the memory of the late Lord 
the Back of the North Wind” is as capital as ever, and there is an | Derby even to print without comment the twaddle of this Landport lunatic. 
amusing paper on “ Monkeys,” “with quaint illustrations. ‘“ Tappy’s AN Auizuan.— We do not undertake to read contributions written in * 

klings”’ is verv . faint lead pencil on blue paper. 
ane gees very Sonny. C. C. (Carlow). —Thanks. We have no opening for your friend. 
| P. (No tingham).— No plaee in our columne—though there are re(a)d 
; spots. : | 
The Street- Tip. : ~r sas INL. J. O (Livirpool).—Who sends us some lines which he says have 

A WANDERING troupe, say the French papers, 15S exhibiting In t5€ | « come application to current events,’ has made a mistake— of course be 
neighbourhood of Square Montholon, including amongst Its members &| intended them for The Grocer. . 
female giant. Aflixed to the door of the show is.a notice to this| A H (Edinburgh).—Be happy! We don't-mean “you be blest! 
effect :—*‘The Female Colossus will shortly close.” In consideration | P:ewit.—Thanks. : 
of the perambulating character of the troupe, we suppose she has been T. J. (Walwor:h).—Let us see! As a commercial speculation, we have 
called The Colossus of Roads not a high opinion of the practice o*, “ buying a pig in a poke. 

one F. (Gresham).— We have mislaid the magaz ne, and so cannot give you 
—_ the information you require. as : 
Not so Dust-tea! Declined with thanks :—J. Hee pees Pe oa - Right; 
: ” thy o _B. W., Tottenham Court-road; G. 8., Finsbary; Grosvenor-street ; 

: THREE grocers have been fined for selling “ tea-dust, which — z ae J, R.,; Adie: Sapiens; J.C., Mile End Road; Civis ; : 

sists of the sweepings of the floors of tea-warehouses. ‘The charge | \"7" "sw Liverpool; X.; Vortex; R. F., Lewisham; B.; A Voice 
cannot be'said to have been too sweeping, since it was proved that che from the Dockyard Wall; W. A. M.; Chips; L, Albion-street; A. B., a 
} ’ 


Darlington: F. C. T., Limehouse; J. B. H., Poole: B, Dalston; M.; | 
R. A eedinbureh > G. G.; T. T., Tufton-street; Rob Roy; An Admiter; | | 
X. Y. Z.;Luili; Charen Jones; Cornelius Crazy; W., Bryanston-street ; | 
Ki, Bath; N. A. M.; Noodledum ; KR. L. D., Birmingham ; 8. R. T. 3 


alled tea contained from 25 to 40 per cent. of foreign matters— 
» | doreign, that is to say, but not Chinese ! 





A Sweep’s-Tak ¢.— Soot-ableremuneration. 
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This is the awful reault of the Amalgamation of the Telegraphs with the Post-office. All dear Buuua’s sparks constituted themselves x 
Electric Sparks on the Fourteenth ! 
SMOKE. Paul and Virginia. 
takia Praesent Grant. we are informed by the San Francisco News 
"Nae cthase Moar pation Snchend Letter, “sticks up for the admission of Virginia.” Don't let this 
after pert esd of black slay deceive the supporters of Woman’s Rights :—it isn't a gal, but a state. 
Moched Negrohead. » But the more the President sticks up for Virginie, the more his 


opponents find him pal/ upon them. 











Let those who choose York River boast, 
Or of their fine-cut Turkish brag, 
While others may approve the most Cabby’s Flag. 
Of simple Shag. In one respect this oft debated subject wears a most serious aspect. 
Returns may prove the bliss of some, It is clear that no one can hail a cab without having (slightly altering 
Y Pore’ praise invite ; the text of Burns) “ A wee drapeau in the e’e. 
While Pigtail redolent of rum, —_—_— 
Is Jack's delight. Fops’ Tops. 
A erence for Bird's-eye these, Hatrr-pyeEs are somewhat uncertain in their effects ; have a care then 
But oo for Cavend aes that you do not become a walking advertisement of the “‘ Chameleon 
u me—yes, give mé, please, top. 
My Water-cress! 
DowN! ’DERRY-DOWN! 
AN APPROPRIATE PRESENT. Tue most advanced advocate of woman’s rights will probably hear 
a Inx putnectee fi aererieens. Who will, in charity, forward | with surprise that there is a ’ Derry-made member of the House of Com- 
a supply to Maus. H. B. Stow mons. : 


‘THE CRY IS STILL—‘ THEY COME?!” 
| 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publi: generally for a Catalogue, or Pricc 
List of their Furnitcre, ay have ot Se considerable care and auperelden Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the nian of SEVEN, TEN. and 
FOUBTEEN-ROOM&ED HOUSES \in preference to pablshing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once. the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
whole house. TE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


THIs ESTIMA 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 
ee eee meee eee 
Prittted by JUDD & GLASS, Phan'x Works, St. Andrew's Hi'!, Doctors’? Commons, ani Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—Loadon: Fe’s. 19, 1870. 





Fesrvary 26, 1870.] 
———————_ Ee 


HORACE MODERNISED. 
ODE TO BROWN. 
(Carm. lib. I., c. xxii.) 


Dzar Browy, the man whose life is pure, 
Who never bubble-cos. promoted, 
Needs no six-shooter to secure 
His peace—no armament, styled “ bloated,”’ 
Whether for autumn ‘our a yacht 
He shall for stormy seas commission, 
Or spend it in Italian grot, 
Prey to the brigands of tradition. 


For I, who chanted Lity’s name, 
While strolling round my farm in Surrey, 
By chance beyond my meadows came 
On Joxnson’s bull, in such a flurry ! 
No fiercer brute e’er Smithfield knew, 
Or Spanish matador bestraddled, 
There’s no such monster at the Zoo— 
But, seeing me, the beast skedaddled ! 


Then place me near the frozen Pole, 
Where not a tree the landscape brightens, 
Where Boreal meteors awful roll, 
And Sol the darkness seldom lightens : 
Or where his chariot, too propinque, 
In torrid deserts makes it grilly, 
I still will sing— nor ever shrink— 
The sweet-voiced sweetly-smiling Liry ! 


<a 


re 
— 


‘¢O, mihi preteritos re-Ferret.”’ 

Tue San Francisco News Letter says facetiously :— 
“The nuisboys are becoming a newsance.” We 
should be inclined to say the same thing if in despite 
of red tape we had not been freed from the Ferret 


Not such a Bad Idea. 


Pzorts who “count their chickens before they are 
hatched” should provide themselves with a useful little 
— in domestic enonomy called the The Egg- 

ester. 


Tus Tortine Mitu-x-’uns.—Factory operatives. 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 


Tue new serial story in Young Folks falls tame after the “ Bad 
Boy,” but the other contents keep up the interest well. Dr. Hayes’s 
— of the sledge-dogs, in “‘ Jack’s Victory,” is admirable, and “ The 
Owl and the Pussy Cat” is genuine child’s fun. “Burton and the 
Baby ”’ is good too. 

In the Atlantic Monthly we have the conclusion of the “ Brick 
Moon” papers, which are as wonderful as anything we have had since 
Gulliver, for solemn burlesque. “Quaff” is a very curious paper, worth 
studying, not merely as an indication of the state of American society. 
“ Father Merill’s Bell’ is Hawthornesque— need we say more? 

In the £lizabethan, the Ipswich School magazine, there are some 
jreming lines entitled “ Farewell,’ though there is an echo of 

CKERAY too audible throughout them. We trust that the lines do 
not really imply what they seem to do—that the periodical is coming 
to an at. 

We have also received Ze Follet—whose fasbion plates are unrival- 
led for taste—The Gardener’s Magazine, Carlow College Magazine, The 
Young Ladies’ Journal, The Naturalist’s Notebook, and that marvel-for- 
the-money, Tie Gentleman's Journal. 


Signs of the Times. 

We are informed that Bricuam Youne has sent aletter to Grorce 
Francis Tratn, wishing him success in his candidature for the presi- 
dency. We don’t like the looks of this: if the rogues and fools are 
S0ing to declare an alliance, what will become of the honest folks ? 





Land Ahead! ’ 
Tuere is a good time coming fcr peasant proprietors. A few 
chesnuts and a shilling or two will suffice to set up a poor fellow in 
his “_AUj-hot” ment. 


Hots to Banters.—To get rid of corpulence: turn lighter-man. 
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FANCY PORTRAIT: ANNIE LAURIE. 
‘* Her neck was like the swan.”— Vide Ballad. 








An Opening. 

Tue following advertisement, from the Daily Telegraph, suggest 
serious reflection :— 

REE PUBLIC, West, Cash £100, Trade £120 a month at good profits, placed in 

a dense drinking neighbourhood. Good lease, &c., &c. 

Here’s a chance for the advocates of Temperance! Would it not be 
a splendid opening for some of the great Total Abstinence orators, who 
from such a stand-point would have fine opportunities for converting 
the drunkard! At any rate it might suit any leading Teetotaller, 
recently retired, after many years’ partnership in a distillery, and 
desirous of doing a good business~in Temperance medals, 





—— 


Put that in your Pipe! 
Here's a poser for the Anti-Tobacco League :— 


A charitable society has been formed in Berlin with no other resources than the 
ends of cigars thrown away by smvukers. With the pencase of those despised rem- 
nants it has been able to clothe completely 16 poor children, and even to give theta 
some toys and sweetmeats at Christmas. 


Will the dismal fanatics who want to put all our pipes out, venture 
to assert that in this case the smokers have not “ stumped-up” hand- 
somely for the poor ? 


A Logical Deduction. 


Some people seem astonished to learn—and averse from believing— 
that Dr. Tuvupicum has made wine from Pekoe and Congou tea. 
Why not? It is well known that sloe enters largely into the com- 
position of British tea, and it is better known that British port is a 
slow poison! Q. E. D. 


A QUESTION FOR “‘ GEORGE,’’— RANGER. 


Wiz the rules as to dogs running “at large’’ in the public parks 
apply to tiny toy terriers ? 


Marps or Honovr.— Those who do not jilt their suitors. 



































































FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, February 23rd, 1870. 


i 77 would be absurd to attempt to conceal the fact that the result of 
4 the Southwark Election is thoroughly unsatisfactory. And the 
4) worst of it is that the person with whom we are best satisfied is 
our gallant opponent, who has come out victor. 
Except that he belongs to the Conservative party, we have nota 
word to say against CotoneLt Bergsrorp, who has borne himself as a 
gentleman throughout the contest, and commands our esteem if not 
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our sympathy. 
Against Stir Sypnsy WarTertow we have good cause to protest. 
} He had no business to endanger—and indeed destroy the Liberal 


— 


cause in a borough traditionally Liberal. Although he had bound 
himself to go to the poll, and fight it out with Mr. Oncer, he might, 
like any other duellist, have fired in the air at eleven o’clock on polling 
day, and retired from the field with credit. ; 
ut it is with Mr. Opcsr that we are most dissatisfied. By his 
vulgar and intemperate oratory he has made “The Working Man’s 
Candidate ’’ a term of reproach. It has been our pleasant privilege to 
be much among working men, and we have met en-in-fustian 
over and over again—true “gentlemen’”’ by bi in the usual 
acceptation of the term, as meaning “deseent,” bat by innate good 
uslitics, the only real “gentlemess.”” We regre , that 

e working man’s enemies should be able to point to the Southwark 
Election, wae able to instance pHs ° Wi — aa eeera es E 
a rude and ill-tempered ow car- 
riages and turtlesomp” waeas childich as it was ilb-beed. e hope in 
the interests of the working man that we have seen the final appear- 
ance of Opcer The Obstreperous, miscalled the representative of the 
working classes. 

Well, if we regret the loss to the Liberal party, we feel no pity for 
the defeated candidates, who seeking their own ends, did not-consider 
the good of the cause, and who by venturing on fee that would not 
bear them fell through, and allowed a Tory to head the pole—no! poll. 


Wer should like to know who the Bristol Watch Committee are, for 
they have been guilty of an act of folly, which throws Dogberry’s 
charge to his constables completely in the shade. Here is the story as 
told by the Bristol Post :— 


On Wednesday the members of the central division of the Bristol police force sat 
down to an annual dinner provided for them by the liberality of the members of the 
city ward ard other gentlemen. Mr. inspector Newton presided. After the dinner, 
Inspector Abbot, addressing the men, informed them that Mr. Charles Fisher had 
sent 100 bottles of ehampagne to be distributed poemaet them, but, he added, the 
watoh committee, at a recent meeting, considered that, as the constables were 
*‘unsecustomed to champagne, it would be injudicious to give man a bottle of 
*ine,”’ consequently the liberal offer of Mr. Fisher must be declined, and the wine 
sent back. This announcement produced such a feeling of dissatisfaction that fully 
three-fourths of the constables, putting down their pipes, left the room. 


By refusing the proffered champagne these busybodies not ontly cast 
a slur upon the men, of whose good name they should be the guardians, 
but they insulted the generous donor, who, we doubt not, is a gentle- 
man quite as capable as—nay, more capable than—th a4 judging 
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how far the men might be trusted with a simple bottle o 
We congratulate the Watch Committee on their efforts to render the 


constables dissatisfied. We have a higher opinion of the latter than 
to think those efforts will be successful in ering them discontented 
and disloyal to duty, admirably as the attempt is calculated to do so. 





The Rope’s End. 

Cavcrart is about to retire. There have been 134 candidates for 
the post, and it will be given to a man called Tot, who has dis- 
aR gS himself as a clever a Now is the time for the 
abolition of capital punishment—let Tot ring its knell. At the same 
time we think that it might be well to signalize the extinction of the 
brutality, by letting Ganerarr hang the 133 disappointed candidates 
or the vile office. that, he and Toxt might go on the track of 
Lrvincston#, and get lost. | 


A Bad Halfpenny. 

Broapueap has returned from America to Sheffield! We ure not 
astonished at it, for no doubt the Americans considered that in sending 
him out on the top of the unsettled Alabama claims, we were adding 
insult to injury. 

Reapy, ays Reavy !— Prorzsson Trxpatt’s Motto (success to him): 

Down with the dust! 7 
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THE JOYS OF THE SEASON. 
(Bg ni A, OME, come! ’Tis seasonable 
MV Sn weather, 
IRA A Se let us share its joys to- 
gether. 


perhaps, 
An equal number have of 
chaps ? 


the joys together 
Of this most sessonable 
weather. 
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TS — Then let us share the joys 
een together 
Of this most seasonable weather! 


Then I—since truth must e’en be said— 
Have got a prime cold in my head: 
And you are obviously possessed 
Of one as well—but on your chest. 
So let us share the joys together 
Of this most seasonable weather ! 


We’ve both of us rheumatics, too! 
And I’ve lumbago—haven't you ? 
No! Well, your accents hoarse denote 
That you can boast of a sore throat. 
Then, come, we'll share the joys together 
Of this most seasonable weather ! 


Hail, let us follow out our bents, 

And banquet on medicaments : 

The Season’s toast too shall be quaffed 

With honours due, in doctor’s draught ! 
Thus will we share the joys together 
Of this most seasonable weather ! 


Lo! here be liquorice and squills, 
Cough-mixture, opodeldoc, pills, 
Lip salve, and cerate, embrocation, 
Marked, “For external application,’ 
Caustic and aconite, and, oh, 
The mustard-leaves of Ricottor, 
Here mutton broth and gruel, see, 
And barley-water and beef-tea ! 
Slops, doses, ointments, pills, and blisters 
(And ain’t these mustard-plasters twisters !) 
Here's everything we can desire 
So let us sit beside the fire, 

And share the many joys together 

Of this confoundedly cold weather! 





The Right Nail. 

Te Boston Times declares that Mrs. Srowr’s new “ Byron Scan- 
dal” book is only “her old one hammered out thin.” We object to 
the illustration—it is only the aon metals that are so malleable as 
be beaten out into leaves. e don’t think the feat is possible with 

rass. 





Horticultural Mem. 
A Lipzrat M.P., noted for his devotion to fruit-culture, has ex- 
pressed a hope that, coming as it does at the beginning of the session, 
the Queen’s-Peach will not prove to be an early “ cropper.” 





Purse-picuity. 
A REFINED contemporary g of the conviction of a man at the 
Central Criminal Court for “sweating” sovereigns, described the 
crime as “ purse-piring ”’ gold coin. 





Going. for an Old Song. 
was discovered at Bolton the other day using an illicit still. 


A MAN 
a pretty tune—in short, the 


He was fined £30, which was paying to 
tune of “ Still so gently o’er me stealing ! 
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Neuralgic twinges in my 
cheek, | 





I've got six chilblains—you, | 


Come, then, we'll share | 


Come,ne concealment! Have | 


Had touches of Ti'¢ doulourenx? 
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PHILOMEL. 


ACT I.—Scens 1. Old ADDERLEY's Swrgery at S’. Heliers, Old 
ADDERLEY discovered making up prescriptions. 


ApperLey.—Another pint of prussic acid, and a tablespoonful of 
strychnine ought to do the job, I think! Poor girl— poor girl ! : 
; : [Exit with soothing draught. 
Enter Dr. Exnzst, his sor, and Donoturr, a housekeeper. 


Dororuse.— Well, Master Ernest, your pa will be surprised at vour 
unexpected return from England. Whatever made you ouane P , 
Dr. Ennest.— I was warned in a dream that I had better return, so 
Icame. Lam always guided by my dreams. But my patients must 
not know this, or they might lose confidence in my prescriptions. 
Dorotner.—They might. Your father has gone to prescribe for 
your old flame Philomel, whose marriage with St. Aubin embittered 
the remainder of your existence. 
Exnest.—So it did. I remember now you mention it. Is she ill ? 
Donoruzx.— She is dying! 
Exwzet.— Horror ! 
Enter Old Appratzy, Jupau Lazarve, a.d Du Bovutay, in Sancy dress. 
AppERLEY.—My ean? This is awkward ! 
Ernest.—It was in consequence of a dream—— 
ApDERLEY.— Bosh, Leave me, 
Ernest.— But, sxr—— 
Du Bovuray,—Getout. (Ernest is kicked out.) 
AppDERLEY.—Now, what do you want with me ? 
a: — When Philomel dies, I inherit twenty thousand 
ounds. 
P JupaH.— Oh! Moses! 
AppDERLEY.—I know. 
Du Bouray.— When do you think she will die (Aoarsely) ? 
ADDERLEY (hoarse/y).——I think itis very likely she will dic to-night ! 
Scene 2. Boudoir in Mapame px Sr. Avusrn’s house. Old ADDERLEY 
discovered attending Puttomen, whe is poorly. 
AppERLEY.— A pint and a half to be taken three times a day as usual. 
PHILOMEL.—Oh, it gives me such pains, [ Exit. 


Enter Ernest. 





Erngst?.—Philomel ! 

Puitomet.— Ernest! I have been so ill! 

Ernest.— What has my father prescribed for you? (Opens medicine 
bottle, and tastes.) Prussic acid and strychnine! (As/de.) What 
could he have been about? If she drinks much of this it may injure 
her. They may well call him an irregular practitioner in the bill. I 
will drop it and break the bottle by accident. (Does so.) Oh, I have 
broken it. 

PuttomEt.—No matter. I will take a pint of champagne instead. 
Indeed I prefer it. 

(Grand charivart of thres or four Comic Servants at intervals through 

this act.) 


ACT II.—AppeErtey's Parlour. Enter Old AvDERLBY and Du Bovutay. 


Du Bovutay.—Is the girl dead yet? 
ADDERLEY.—No doubt—I gave her a settler last night. 
Du Bovtay.—Good. Then I will go and take possession. [ Exit, 


Scene 2. The Boudoir. Enter Ernest, meeting PuiLoMeEL, looking 
a hundred per cent. better. 

Ennest.—I am so glad you are well again! For I love you, sweet 
one! 

PuILomEL.— Bless you! 

Enter Old AvDERLEY. 

Avprrtzey.—Eh! What! Philomel not dead yet? The girl has 
the constitution of an audience! Ha! Here is some curious old 
sherry with a head. Am ounce of arsenic in a wineglassful of this, 
“<9 (Pours out glass of curious sherry, and puts an ounce of arsente 
tn it. | 


[ Exeunt kissing. 


Enter ERNEST. 


Ernest.—Ha, papa, what are you doing with that wine ? 

AppERLEY.—I—a~— nothing. 

Ennest.—I will taste it. Cis about to do so.) 

ApprRitry.—Hi! stop. It’s poisoned! 

Exyzst.—Eh ! 

Apprriey.—That is—there is so much arsenic about just now—in 
the green paper hangings, you know, that—— (Aside.) Oh, lor! 

Enwzsr.— Villain ! 

Apperiey (proudly).—Sir! 

Exnxst.—Avaunt, or I denounce you! 

Appraiay.—Do: you insist on my avaunting? 

Eanest.—I do. 


AppgRLEy.—Despair ! [ Exit. 


| Grand chativari of four or-five Comic Servants at intervals through this act. 

















ACT III.—Garden and terrace of the Chateau. Enter Du Bovway. 


Du Bovtay.—Two months are supposed to have elapsed, and yet 

Philomel is not dead. Ha! some ee conta ( Conceals himself.) : 
Enter Luciue, @ young woman, and Emxe:r. 

Lvuciiie.— Yes ; indeed you are not his son you are the son of my 
father and mother. In other words, you are myha! ha!—brother! 

Ernsst.—My sister! 

Lucttix.— Come with me to Noirmont Point at dead of night, and 
there you shall have the proof of this! 

Enter Putromer. 

Puttomer.— Ernest going with a young woman to Noirmont Point 
at dead of night! I will follow them! 

Du Bovtay (coming forward).—Philomel going to follow Ernest and 
a young woman to Noirmont Point at dead of night! I will follow 
them! [ Exit. 

ADDERLEY (entering).—Du Boulay going to follow Philomel who is 
going to follow Ernest and a young woman to Noirmont Point at the 
dead of night! I will follow them! (Lait. 

Jupau (entering).—Old Adderley going to follow Du Boulay, who is 
going to follow Philomel, who is going to follow Ernest and a young 
woman to Noirmont Point at dead of night! I will follow trem, 
s'help me! Srit. 

Aut tus Comic Servants (entering).— Judah (s’help him) goin, to 
follow Old Adderley, who is going to follow Du Boulay, who is going 
to follow Philomel, who is going to follow Ernest and a young woman 
to Noirmont Point at dead of night! We will follow them! [ Azeun?. 


Scune 2. Near the Bay. Enter Ennest, the Young Woman, followed by 
PurtomeEL, followed byDvu Bovtay, followed by Old ApvEuLey, flowed 
by Jupan (s’help him), followed by all the Comie Servants, on their way 
to Noirmont Point at dead of night. 


Scexz 3.—Noirmont Point, a precipice overlooking the sea. 
Enter Du Bovtay. 


Du Bovtay.—There is Ernest with the young woman! One shot 
and—— (Draws pistol.) 

Enter PurLomgu. 

Pattomet.— Hold, monster! (Stops him.) 

Dw Boutay.— Ha! Foiled! (Aside.) Philomel, marry me! 

Paitome..—Scarcely ! - 

Dw Bovtay.—tThen die! (Js about to throw her over the precipice 
when— ) 

Enter Dr. ADDERLEY. 

AppEeRLEY.—Hold! (They struggle.) 

Enter JUDAH. 

Jupau.—S‘help me! (Ad three struggle. Eventually Du Bovutay 
and ADDERLEY fall over Cliff, as they fall they catch at Jupau's coat-tails 
which are torn off, JupAu holding on to a tree) 

Jupau.—S help me, they're gone! (Looks over Clif.) Here's a 
lark, they are smashed into little bits! (Great and comic joy of JUBA 
at awful death of two human beings.) 

Enter Everybody. 

PurLomeL.—Are they dead ? 

Au.u.—As mutton! 

Puitomet.—Joy! But the young woman? 

Fxnest.— Is—my sister! 

PuitomeL.—Then you are, indeed, my own. (They embrace.) 
Grand charivari of six or seven Comic Servants over mutilated remains 
of AppERLEY and Du Bovray. 

CuaTAIN. 


Ovursetves.—A most unpleasant piece—well written in parts, but 
abominably constructed. The first two acts possess considerable 
literary merit -the last act is contemptible and disgraceful. Mu. 
Craven should bear in mind that the sudden death of two scoundrels 
is no lark. Even Mr. Caucrart will bear us out in this opinion. It 
is excellently acted by Miss Footz, Mr. Nevitxe, and Mk. CLARKE. 
Mr. Panrsteiye plays a repulsive part very artistically. Miss Amy 
Fawsitt plays a broken English part vey prettily indeed. Scenery 
fair. Mx. Gorpon deserves our thanks for having resisted a loud 


call. oi 


Statue Quo? 

Ir is stated that the Farapay memorial will probably take the form 
of a statue, and that it will be erected in the British Museum. There 
is a murmuring in some quarters about the selection of locality. Well, 
the British Museum is, we admit, not _— visited, but nen a 
consideration the general style of our publie statues, we are no’ Sure 
that the choice of a site, which is out of sight, will not be the kindest 


thing to Farapay’s memory. 





Tue Queen's Peacu.—Corypon, the Fenian informer. 
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A CHARACTER. 

















Hunting Parson :—“ Writ, GzorGz, HOW D’YE LIKE THE NEW MASTER?” te 
Old-fashioned Huntsman :—“ Ou, ue’Lt pv, Sm! Seems |A VERY PLEASANT SORT. 0’ GEN’L’MAN—THE VERY FUST TIME WE WAS OUT HE ; 
SWEAR'D AT ME 80 COMFOTABLE BS IF ’E’D A-KNOW’D MBE ALL HI8 DAYs !”’ 
_ | 
, LOWE! BEHOLD! 7 THE LAY OF THE LONELY ONE. 

Ir we are to believe the Zimes (which we don’t invariably do)— In conve : pine away— 

Mr. Lowe will have a pleasan lus. The woes I cannot 
of the fruit duties, since it is cert the Seco : maine ie tour tetth semtin I let the worm Co prey 
taxed at consumers of tea, coffee and sugar. . Upon my damask cheek. 

This is a policy rather too similar to that which last year took the | . . I know that happiness and mirth | 
tax off the hair-powder of my lord's footman to clap a license on the Moy bring a face of glee 
pauper's hearse. Suppose Ma. Lowe begins with relieving the con- To all the other souls on earth— 
cuore 8. ten, eollen, Sand eager; sad leave, the fruits till they are a _ . But not again to me! 

_ uck. _He should give the poor man his “free breakfast : She said—but wherefore wake again 
"Let life be still s desert plain : | 
t skies o’ercast. 
Taken for Granted. ; She said—but wherefore should I fight 

We can hardly believe the story that the wife of the convicted Against my Fate’s decree ? | 
felon, and ex-M.P. for Tipperary, O'Donovan Rossa, is returning Let Hope to others bring delight ; : 
from America furnished with a letter from Presmentr Grant to the No more she brings to me ! 

Premier, requesting the release of the prisoner. Since his taking I : 

office Genzrat Grant has done a good many things to diminish his told her—but it matters not ; 

reputation. By his ridiculous conduct in public he has laid himself The past should be effaced, 

open to the charge of being a fool, while his connexion with recent If I could find one flowery spot 
dealings has led to his being called a rogue. Now, by writing On Léfe’s eternal waste. 

is letter, he would write hi down an impertinent busy-body. She answered—but I little care, 

It isa a does not exercise the same restraint with regard to letter- BB 5 te a ee errewhe es 
writing does in the matter of speech-making. tai, erie an ‘ernie to she? 
A Cunraun.—A a Ls ated ceoiat off his legs” oe Sasee ae 
_ on a i 
horse that has “ eaten its head off.” sotsen' ties Jagu 4a Baas, Beamnbponr”> We etic eogect meee than 
the usual amount of floss-ophy in our next News Letter. 
To puny Co.roneis.—The most unsuitable ingredient for “ Irish 


stew.” —“ Curragh” powder. An Excmuss PREVALENT JUsT Now.—Pint-o’-gruel-ism. 
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PETSETILLA’S POSY: 
GB §aity Extrabagance. 


CHAPTER XVI.—(Continvep.) 


Me LORD BUNGO,” said Remsxy, “I have had the good 











a ens ete en ret 


CHAPTER XVII. 
THE LAST NEWS OF THB Posy. 


I nAve but few words to add. The curtain falls when the hands of ' 
the two young lovers are united, because that is the most interesting \/ 
climax ; and why should anybody want to know anything more about 
them? I can’t answer the question, but I know for a fact that people | 
do care to learn all the latest particulars, so in this case I will not i 























fortune to prevail on His Majesty to reverse the sentence 
of exile pronounced against you this morning.” 
«“ Generous youth!” said Berrnpa. . 

“ Nay, lady, it was Lorp Buneo’s generosity—you owe it to him. 
Had he not promised to accord me any request I chose to make, I 
should have been powerless. His promise, however, was honourably 
kept by Kine Runt, and you are not compelled to leave Aphania.”’ 

«Gallant youth,” murmured Perserriua. 

« Your Lordship,” continued Remsxy, turning to Bunco, “ promised 
to grant me a request. ‘’he promise has been kept by deputy, but will 

ou now in your own person accord me a favour.” 

“ Anything that lies in my very limited power,” said Bunco. 

“The favour I ask is that you will accept as an offering of respect 
and faithful duty to the fairest Princess in the world, the gold, jewels, 
and all other spoils which I captured in the camp of the late Arch- 

uke.’ 
’ « But really, sir’ — expostulated Bunco. 

“ Nay, my lord, you promised, and I know you will not shrink from 
granting the favour now. It is the greatest happiness of my life to 
lay everything I possess at the feet of the Princess Petsetitia!” 

PeTtseTILLa blushed and sighed. 

“But, my good young sir!’’ said Betrnpa, “I cannot bear to think 
that for our sakes you should make yourself a beggar.” 

“Not a beggar,’ said Remsky, plucking up heart, and determining 
to speak once for all his devotion to Perseritua, although he did 
not for a moment dream that anything could possibly come of the 
declaration. “No! not a beggar, for I have this, which fell un- 
noticed from the Princess’s window one day, and which I have 
treasured ever since! ”’ 

With that he produced the little withered bunch of heart’s-ease. 

“PerseTitLa’s Posy” exclaimed Bunco and Berinpa, with one 
voice. 

“My fairy gift?” said the Princess, looking at it with great 
curi , for it was the first time she had ever set eyes on it. 

In a few words Bunco told the story of the posy to Remsxy, who no 
sooner learnt the value of the posy than he at once restored it to its 
rightful owner. 

“ Now,” said he, as he turned to go away, “ Now I am a beggar 
indeed. While I possessed one remembrance of her I was richer than 
all the world. Now I am a beggar.” 

As he uttered those words, who should appear but the good Farry 
F'sxicta P 

“Now, my worthy friend Bunco,”’ said she in a cheery voice, “if 
you must marry your daughter toa beggar, here’s the very bridegroom 
you want.” 

“What an idiot I was not to think of that!” said Bunco. 

“How savage old Aunt Satty will be!” laughed Betinpa. 

“Oh, sire,’ said Remsxy, almost breathless at the prospect of such 
bliss, “if I coyld only think the Princess could deign”— 

But P:tseriia threw herself on his breast to hide her burning 


disappoint them. 

Remsky and PersetiLta were united, and a happier and more con- 
tented couple never breathed. People used to wonder which of them 
kept the posy, but I believe it was folded up in tissue paper and put 
away in a drawer to be taken care of for baby. There was a baby of 
course, in due time—in fact there were eventually so many babies that 
I think the posy would hardly have gone round the family at a stalk 
apiece. 

On the death of Kine Rumt1, Bunco declining to ascend the throne - 
Remsky and Pstseritta were crowned King and Queen of Aphania, 


) | 
| 
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their good and kindly natures. 
Rumi did not marry Nrynrasterarina, who never reminded him of 
the engagement because she felt after that little business about the 
Archduke and his invasion it would not be etiquette. The Arch- 
duchess having died of acute grief for the loss of her husband about 
five years after his death, the Princess NinniastTeRarina became 
Archduchess regnant, and guardian of the Archducal orphans, whom 
she ruled with a rod of iron and brought up consequently to be exem- 
plary members of society. 
RaGoGatti and his wife lived to a good old age, having been endowed 
with a slender pension—a pension purposely made too small to deprive 
the former of the necessity of working, Remsky knowing very well 
that there was nothing that disagreed with his father so much as 
idleness. 
As for old Aunt Satty she has lost all her magical power, and 
has become a very disreputable old woman, given to hanging about 
race-courses and to smoking short pipes. This last-named horrible 
habit so shocks even the habitual frequenters of races that they 
invariably pelt her whenever they see her, so that she has not a very | 
pleasant time of it. a 
About the Farry Fetrcra, all I have to say is that she still haunts 
the world, unseen. It is she who makes good children’s eyes so i 
bright, their cheeks so rosy, and their dreams so pleasant. If you 
want to make her acquaintance and to win one of her posies, you must 
avoid petulance, imputience, grumbling, and black looks. F’rom those | 


to the great joy of their subjects, and without in any way altering | 


———_— 


she always flies. But when she sees honest, gentle eyes, and sees people, 
young or old, good to their fellows, kindly, affectionate, and humble- 
minded, shedelights to come and slip a posy of her charmed flowers 
into the lockets they carry in their breasts~— their hearts. 

When you meet with anyone who is generally beloved for the 
lovingkindness he has shown to others, who is never weary of doing 
good to his neighbours and assisting his poorer brethren, you may 
take my word for it that he carries about with him a bunch of “hearts- 
ease” as big as PetsET1tia’s Posy. 
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cheeks as she whispered so low that only he could hear it—‘“‘ I always 
te a you a darling of a boy when you used to bring the peas for 
‘ You, my children!” said Bunco, and the curtain falls. 
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SKATING. 
Gass below freezing, 
i quite pleasing ! 
on’t you go skating to-day ? 
Oh, what a rare lark, 
Out there in the park, 
Your graces and skill to display ! 
N oe: your One youn seen 
tting a figure : 
ou e 
Sack! 
wa aon your inet ! 
eight, 'vigora 
’Vigorate, figure eight ! 
Pack, J ~ 


Track, slack ! 
You will eclipse all the pack ! 
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(Ns ; 4 3 HECETZT AR | 
SAT MC | 
is j  —_— 
Both your legs spurn your control! 
One to South is inclined, 
And t’other’s a mind 
To go off and find the North Pole. 
There youare! Down, in a crack 
Just like a dead eagle— 
That is a spread-eagle, 
Coming down flat on your back 
Smack ! 
Oh, what a terrible thwack! 
Dead eagle, spread-eagle, 
Spread-eagle, dead eagle! 
Back, smack, 
Thwack, crack ! 
Down on the flat of your back | 
Ladies surrounding— 
eda confounding ! 
ff again, blushing, you glide. 
You try outside edge, =? 
Disaster to hedge, 
And hope your discomfort to hide. 
Yes! you ~— a new tack, 
When by a blunder, you 
_ Smash the ice under you, 
Right and ore ing a crack ! 


ack, 

In you go, headlong, alack! 
Blunder you, under you, 
Under you, blunder you! 

, Jack, 
Lack, tack ! 
Ladders and ropes, 
Plunges and gropes,— 
Out come the drags! 
Caught by the bags 
(Torn into rags), 
Up you come dripping, and limp as a sack ! 


Tas Sricrest Orricta tw tHE CorroraTion.—The Mace-bearer. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


173, Little Pulteney-street, Soho, W. 


| EAR SIR,—’Tis meself that’s bewildered in this big place. I'll 
always remember the journey over and I’Jl never forget the 
| squeal ay that Jonnive that I spoke to you about in my lasth 
| communication—I wandhur how Binpy and the crathurs are 
gettin’ on this cowld weather, if that Har says annything to her 
whilst I'm away be the powers whin I go back I’ll make my elbows 
move like a steam-ingine before his ugly mug— but the turnings and 
short-cuts and the runnin’ betune the horses legs in the streets is 
enough to puzzle a fox’s mother-if-law. Makin’ a journey from wan 
place to another is enough to make a man bate his father.’ I started 
off the other day to go and see the landlord to give him a bit av me 
| mind about the agint—ah, thin, I dinno if Bippy got that thorn out 
| that stuek in Parsy’s foot the day he ran for the docther—well I was 
sayin’ E wint to-see-the landlord—I’ll go a bit av the way wid you, 
! says Miog ©’ Baran; and so on we walked till we come to what he 
called Oxford-sthreet. Now, says he, I must go to work but you g0 
on straight till you meet a policeman and thin ask him the way. On 
I wint as brisk as you plaze till I saw a fellow for all the world like wan 
av thim dragoons I see at the lasth assizes wid his brass cap and his 
| red coatdyed black. Shure IT dinno what he was from Adam but I 
; axed a poor man who was tied between two boords wid letthers on ’em 
as big as if they wor a threatenin’ notice on a chapel door—just in 
the same way they say O'Donovan Rossa is trated in jail—I wish I 
knew how Mouuy was gettin’ on wid the spellin’ book whilst I’m over 
here— can you show me where I'll find a policeman, says I. There’s 
wan, says he, pointin’ over to what I thought was a sojur that was in 
mournin’ for some wan that he killed at an election. Faith I was 
frightened to ax anything, for if you axed a peeler in Ireland which 
was the way, since the Fenians have been showin off their capers, he’d 
take you up and swear you were goin’ to drill. Can you tell me the 
name of this place, says I. This is Regent Circus, says he, pointin’ to 
a wide part av the, street wid a lamp-post stuck in the middle av it. 
Shure I thought he was makin’ game av me for the only circus I ever 
| saw was wan where! saw a young woman on the back ava horse wid 
about as much clothes about her as ud make a nightcap for a black- 
| bird—I was thinking this was bad weather for the whate—so I wasnt 
goin’ to be bate, so says I, as plisant as a goose in the rain, How much 
isitto go in? Be the powers ’twas he that thought I was makin’ 
game av him for he looked as savage as if his wife had twins, for says 
| he, if you don’t walk on I'll let you into a'place where you won't have 
anything to pay, so move on, says he, givin’ mea shuy as hard as if he 
| thought I was goin’ to the workhouse. 
Ah, thin, ’tis meself that ud give me eyes to know if the agint has 
turned the widow Motonny out yet. On I wint till Icome to Lester 
Square where I see a most misfortunate baste av a horse stuck up on 
the top ava big tombsthone. The ould foxhunter that used to be on 
his back was lying on the ground in a most unkumfortable position, 
but be the powers ’twas himself that wasn’t a bad horseman for he 
stuck to the saddle so tight that he took a bit wid him whin he fell 
out av the small av the horse’s back. Who's that ould galavanthur, 
says I, spakin to a car-man. Oh, says he, that’s wan av the QuEEN’s 
‘uncles, says he, that’s in statue quo aunty. *Well as Mick O'Brien, 
tould me they all spoke Frinch about the place I didn’t say any more 
for when he said something about aunty I thought the ould steeple- 
chaser might have trated his wife improper, so all I said was, can you 
show me the way to the park, for Mick O'Brien tould me I shud get 
there before I could get to the landlord’s. So he took his pipe out of 
his gob, and says he,.Go down by St. Martin’s in the fields, says he, 





and you'll get to Charing Cross. On I walks. as lively as a cricket, 
thinkin’ I’d see a green field to get an appetite for my dinner, but I 

. might have looked for’a hundred years for the divil a thing I could 
see but a church, and there was about as much grass about the place 

: as there is on the flure av a koort house—I’d give my eyes to know if 
Bippy misses me much in the frost—Well, ses I to myself, I'll not | 

try to understhand them any more, so on I goes wid my dudheen in | 

ay jaw as indipindant as a peeler till I come to a great big house wid 

the windows shut up. What place is that, says I, to a sojur that 

was standin’ outside on wan leg like a drake in the cowld. He 
wasa dasint boy though he did wear a red coat, for says he, that’s 
where the Quzen used tolive. Begor, saysI, if I didn’t know I'd have 

said ’twas a workhouse or a jail, says I, and thin I put ina word for 

ould Ireland, for, says I to him slyly, if she comes over to Ireland new 

and then, says I, we'd build a house for her when our work is over as 


we'd draw-in the turf for a parish priest and we'd thryand make her 
at lasth I got tothe masther’s 


as ha i . Well 
ppy as the flowers in May : dure, whin I found that 


Ouse and put up my hands to nock at the 
was no more a knocker on it than on Jim Frrzceravp’s barn. 
lasth I took.hold of a bell and gave ita pull. Be the powers I 

Tos t that ’twould pull down the kitchen. It kept ringin’ and 
os iol until out walks a play acthur wid as much flour pasted about 
lishead as ud make a pyatie cake. What do you want, says he, 


























































consate about your pl 


y 2 "t. 
severe? We don de 








Eee 


stickin’ his nose up inthe air like a salmon afthur a fly. I want to 
see the masthur, says I. Have you a card, says he. Gerout, ye stiff 
necked bosthoon, says I, do you think I'd insult a gintleman like the 
masthur by bringing cards to his house, says I. If you have anny 
ayin’ come down to Mick O’Brren’s any evenin’ 
before I go back, says I, and I'll give you a turn of forty-five for a 
couple av rounds ay grog, . 


Oh, the place is very big, and the people very grand, 
But give me Ballymurphy in my own poor Paddy’s land. 
I must wait to tell ye the rest av my travels till I write agin. 
Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Derany. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 155. 


Tuy howl like rampant savages, 
Committing fearful ravages 

On ocean and on land. 
But when to their severity, 
Endurance, and celerity, 
Is added this asperity, 

"Tis more than I can stand! 


1, A thousand a-year, and a villa, 
Bestow but on me as my share, 
And smoking my choicest manilla, 
Not this for the world would I care! 


2. "Tis hard work to be this, yet it likewise is true, 
Only he can be this, who has nothing to do— 
Or rather, I’d say, when more closely I view it, 
If he has aught to do, doesn’t certainly do it! 


3. Some people fiddle in so fine a way, 
The town’s soon all a-fire to hear them play. 
But he, if Hist’ry tells no taradiddle, 
Had fired the town ere he began to fiddle! 


4. Proserpine, so fair and free, 
Was wandering near Enna, 
And ’mid its bowers picked gilly-flowers, 
And rosemary, and senna ; 
When up he came, mid smoke and flame, 
And bore her to—Gehenna! 


§. Attend; neat-handed Purturs! Since 
To-day you mean to give us mince, 
I pray you, as you'd have me dine, 
To chop your meat up small and fine, 
And round about—the dish to grace— 

srown-toasted triangles to place ; 

So shall your cookery ensure 
‘The praises of the epicure ! 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 153.—Bruce, Cabby : Bric-i-brac, Renora, 


Uncurb, Comb, Empty. 

Correct Soturions or A‘Rostic, No. 153, RECEIVED Feprvary 16th.—Tad’- 
Grandmother; Gallic Cock; Mim; Timothy and Co; Odger; St. Clair; A Defunct- 
ed Rat;;Sapientes; Lindis; Chummie ; Sour Lemon; My Dear Boy; Pe-ry Tony- 
tis; Slodger and Tiney; Beatie. C. C.; Suffolk Dumpling; Pimlico Tom Cat; J. O. 
P.; Old Maid; Tomk; D. E, H.; Ruby’s Ghost; Dalziel Cottage. 





Anushoers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 





panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 


SNEESHIN (Edinburgh).—Don’ t offer your Mull to us. — 

P. Ecrozc.—We have passed the suggestion on, as desired. Thanks. 
Terry O’RouRKE —We will avail ourselves of the hint, elsewhere. 
ALPACA.—Llama- ntably bad! 

Two LitrteKickEers.—Not a nice allusion for persors well brought-up. 
MiLrs Moony (Dublin).—We have handed your le‘ter to Thady. 


. U. (Derset-strect).— Thanks. ; 
SOnn Wa 1s No toon. We suppose not, if the sketch in your note 


° : z 7? 
is your own likeness, as we do “ suspect your years - 


H. T. W. (Danes Inn).—You ought to know by this time that we do zot 


consider stions of faith a joke. 


N. A. M. (Glasgow).— No thanks :—do you think it worth while to per- 


Declined with thanks:—W. H. J. O., Shirley; Chemicus, 


W. H., Wetherby; S. M., Glasgow; Finsbury; City; Toodles; B.; 
H. G. H., Fleet-street ; Per mare, per terram; s 

W. W.J': J.R, Hampstead; M., Liverpool ; 'T. 8. ; Smith; B. F., Dal- 
ston; R. § 

G., Leeds; Duck ; Diable; 7 
A Shaker; Neptune; W. W 
Henley-on-Thames. 


F. B. B , Camden Town ; 


; wes ; Nebody’s Aunt; An Old Subscriber ; Drama ; 
‘pack. ‘ble; ; A . Ser Pretty Poll; B. F., Athlone; 
»» Plymouth; Adult; J. F., Park place; B, 
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THE HAT AND ITS ANCESTORS; 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

From Messrs. Srantey Rivers anv Co. we receive what seem to be 
two volumes of a series, to judge from similarity of get-ap, binding, 
etc. The first is The Arm Chairin the Smoking Room. It contains 
some pleasant pe po rpc vepremerange eaepd sore papedoed 
the at is of the sort which the of the smoking-room 
arm-chair will read with ge But if he carries the 
book beyond‘the limits of © sanctum, we think the ladies will lay 
hands on if. The second ~Oharatters, with “The 
humourous side of London Life,” is. its prédecessor. There 
is scarcely a in Yt that will not be _prondily ceed, apc (he iller 
trations are Shoes tee, te Ee Hite, ane ertasirahie. 

Admirers of of Mr. Disrazti's in particular, 
will be grateful to 
Se eke et eT PEM. MA 


A Bell for the, Chancelloz of the Exchegusr: 
gt ee alae oF srtertin’ 0 Nomnee for beanies io UNA tive. 
us 
cients methods of evading trust the 


an tier Gte ee d; ince it | 
Zerit en killed in the panic at St, Joseph's Chapel, | 


Ot comm Eb ora ap oy hearbe 
oer one prem ae things the i 


GOODE, 


CABINET-MAKEBRS, UrubLaes ERS, 


FURNISHING 
of oompiled 


to see at once the exact cost of a 





NSFORD, 


heving had numerous applications from their Customers 
a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 


FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in treterenes we whee 
ake wai Roe publishing an ordinary Oata oguc), thereby showing the cost of three ds 
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OR, UN-NATURAL SELECTION. 


A Long Stretch. 


Tue Times of India must be good times indeed! In fact, they rather 
incline to eternity than time, if we may judge from the longevity 
which our oriental contemporary eet ks of in the following paragrap!, 
descriptive of thé investiture of Dvuxz or Epinsureu at Calcutta 
as Grand Commander of the Star of India :— 

The presence of Lord Mayo and the Royal Duke on their respective thrones 
formed the céntte of;what was really a picture of the gorgeous softened by 
European civilisation; and generati ns will pass before the memory of that great» 
ceremonial will die out from. the minds of those who were present thereat. 


In other words those who were present at this grand. geremony are 


| to retain their, momnesien rey of course, therefore thet lives, until 


y and 
mn. Horren for publi , that gentleman’s 
irty Viewé 3 in @ ee. 





ws eeareations, shall paas!’’ 
14 «ites Nominis Umbra. 
oat contemporary informs us;— LS 
penny-dinner movement is 1 progress. A depét has been opened in 
Pond’ Place, Fulham Road. 


If the purveyors of penn -dinners wish to start under prosperous 
auspices, wh varie ait, any the locality Srizrs-anp-Ponp Place ? 





The ‘Last Round. 


‘inal ames ‘noted pugilist; The Tipton Slasher, is now alk inmate of 
Gateshead workhouse. ‘It is cideacbehy to think that one who has 
derepe en mee, mld he tet * weed” ed off! 


& CO., 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
ESTIMATES. 








and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 


distinct classes of Furniture classified in ~ 
single article, the cost of f each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing th 


POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


ESTIMATE 
119, 120, 121, 122, 


* 


123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phaonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—Lendon: Feb. 26, 170. 














The Count de Grénemitle (on his 
VaT HE HAVE? Iv MUST BE THA 
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A VIEW HOLLOA! 
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BUBBLES. 


Pet Tii itt: , / 
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H, when I was a little lad— 


No care my moments to 
‘ absorb— 
t was the greatest joy I 
had 


To launch the saponaceous 
orb 
But now the load of man- 
hood’s troubles 
Makes me heave sighs, and 
not blow bubbles! 


Yet Manhood has its hollow 
gauds, 
And blows and puffs to 
make them bigger : 
While each observant friend 
applauds, 
Although he cuts an antic 
figure— 
His chin’s adorned by manly 
stubble, 
Yet, like a child, he blows his 
bubble! 


en, ah, my friend, be warned by me— 


Abjure a pipe—or only smoke one! 


Let speculative soapsuds be, 


For Fortune's joy is to provoke one; 
And she for that her tricks redoubles 
If she can catch one blowing bubbles. 


Te purse your lips up ne’er begin, 
To swell the fine prismatic = 


nt 


obe ; 





Jirst appearance in the field, horrified at the gestures of Monsieur Le Président du Hont) :-—“ Mais, Morsxiev! 
T HE IS MAD-DOG-BITED !”’ 


For when ’tis with inflation thin, 

A breath will pierce it like a probe, 
And you, as smarting eyes you rub, ’1l 
Exclaim, ‘“ Confound that bursted bubble.” 








Gushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss, | 

SoLvus.— We wouldn t accept it as a-lone! 

—— (Lowestoft).—We should be able to judge of the effect of the “ Ser- 
enade”’ better, if you would sing it under the office window about four 
o'clock some morning. 

Fun (Batley).—Why assume that name ? 
stand its meaning. 

T. T. T.—We really have not time or space to devote to giving you 
the needful instructions. 


Juvenis.— The Rules of Rhyme. 
THE AUTHOR of ‘‘ Phineas the Fisher’’ may call for his lines, as they 


are not Isaacly Walt-on reflec’ ion we should call verse. 

A. W. M.—Thank you for mis-correcting our quotation, which was made 
from book. Suppose you refer! 

C. A — Willit do?’ No, it won’t—except to light the fire, and there 
is hardly enough of it for that! 

F. B. W. (Bermuda).—It is useless to send us anything that has ap- 
peared in print—not even a joke so far-fetched as from the vexed Ber- 
moothes. 

Declined with thanks :—Cotton, Liverpool; N., Mabe: R. M. J., Barnes ; 
T. C., Kennington Cross; G., Hammersmith: E. C. W., Moretonhamp- 
stead; C. E.A.; F.C. L., Bayswaer; J. J., Folkestone; F. 8., Blackheath ; 
Barney’s Sec; A. K.; J. K., Scarborough ; W. H. R., Pontypool; P. EB. R., 
Winchester; Right Heart; Meum and Tuum; J. K., Sudely-street; 
F. R. H., Lincoln’s Inn Fields; H. A. S.; Paddy; Gout in the Eye; 
E. W. L., Kennington-park ; C. J. H.; H. Y.; E. W., Bryanston. street ; 
Jacob; 8., Moorgate-street ; Le B., Jersey; J. T. 
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You don't seem to under- 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 2nd, 1870: 
HE Government are pushing on their work. with @ will. It will 
not be their fault if the long catalogue ¢ Hs a ject to hed upon 
in the QuzEn’s 8 is not got myo ch dus Session. 
| The Irish Land Bill at any rate se > to Be: for 


the Opposition, with a wisdom not always dis splay ved 
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Exile, does not a inclined to make a ps : 

We have, th = ay only one more point to -onaitder fer—hov will the 
Irish receive it? As @ whole, we is, and — 5 ladly : nd with 
gratitude. It will not at first satisfy : wha Te 


agitators have implanted a notion 4 
they should accept. But even e 7 Oph 
clearly ere long, and we must not © bat, bers ar 
— oppression, a tardy reparntin, owever viseky-pla 
ediataly restore confidence. eA 


Es al te toed 8 
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“But we do hope that 
green robe, which is due 
outlaws and ne 





exes Seared Rea € the 
- oe ea na — mers. bs pe Pe 
 e ge th se By apt 5 ae s 
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special view to camer « hee 
But we nevertheless must decline the proposed testimonial, and we 
trust that our grateful deprecation of the honour will be accepted in 
= right spirit by the kind friends and distinguished personagés who 
inated the idea. 

e fact is that we feel we cannot accept any reward for merely 
doing our duty. By so doing we should establish a precedent for 
similar presentations, and our office ‘would not contain all the testi- 
monials which we should consequently receive. 

emia 


The Grecian Bow. 


Art the Cambridge congregation (on. Thursday) when the de of 
LL.D. | was conferred om the Archbialio x, , some mans 


re suggested that Hi His Holiness — Fac the congregation with 


At the Cambridge Gougaem, His Holiness of Syra 
Was mest profanely ngrogation H great god of the 


He wouldn't copy English dames but imitate A 





Ws learn that :— 


At a recent meeting of the St So 
eet ebb es or ay cn ai eer — dle z propen upon 
We beg to ior Vis. Camberwell 
Fagin leoe ek: Rime Se 3 over We 
tes - ts is Eccax rare Oar dbainnaen. 
ATEURS lathe 
hme should persovere until they can ptodned a 





A Txovont ry A Rivzr-re. | 
War trecs are planted by the river side, the object is, of course, to 


“\ sbemi the tide. 
rete tere eeepc 


Tuk Wonst'Pax~+A- -ttacks purse, 
PaenoLocicat Fact:—In | roars 


is there with a “ retreating” pee 


owe 








a Se “FUN. 


ae ches of 


neglect and wrong ane 1a, 80: lox ng suffers | 
removed theme Of an allem a offe man @ better | 
Ree : han t of revenge! 

oe vablic But for 

mad enn te RE A moricst 


For if the Greek had shown his dem and bent it, whyy ‘twould follow | 
Apollo. 


are the Blankets 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I56. 


He was an able Minister 
As e’er you might espy ; 
And he a measure did prefer, 
And raised this earnest cry! 


1, ores le church, I wis; 
high fataters styled it this! 


ates cast when at her full she gazes 
ppy lovers, whisp’ring fooling phrases. 


3. if you have devised my megé 
_M e’er these Hines ing 


Will yecurring memory bi 
Say my te: weak— 
My conceft is overweent 


Yet you'll thank me—@uth to spe: F 
If you have, devised m ¥ eaning 


. Tis only by eating svelte fresh boot 
aa i sy myn rite 
| nim t ter 8, UFFET ai 
ae ke , 3 _— to taad Or ; 0 | ) 


‘ have danced! 
ha i | 6. amas, of 
‘non ee rate. o 
‘aa 


ui supper ate 
cst eee LAR 29F On Gaepe 
Sonvrdiiel 3 aaraph ck 1 Raa Sweetheart: Vows, 
Askew, Lovey Hilop Net, 1 xir, Sonnet. 


“Acrostic, 154, kr FesrRuary 23rd :—Peggy 
s Ghost; Ti y and C — 





























abhi | A Curious Similarit 


Ar first sidhtwe were inclined to think that 
was intended'‘to announce that our popular sensation dramatist had 
broken out in a fresh place :— 


A 


following paragraph | 


EE mein { 


SE <n ee 


M. Bousscingault concludes, from analyses of clear and opaque emeralds from | 


the New Granada mines, that the colouring matter of the. gem is due to metallic 
oxides, and not, as suggested by Loewy, to organic matter. 


On reflection, we have come to the conclusion that Mr. Dron 


Bovcrcavtt is accustomed to analyse the greenness of audiences, not _ 


emeralds. 





Scraps. from the Gotham Gazette. 


‘Tur gentleman who ran his eye over a coach and four horses the 
other day has been:persuaded, as an act of justice, to allow the coach 
and.horses to run over hiaeye. He didn’t fee ee and says he 
can’t see it at all. 

The, young man,who was under an impr ¢ 
out all right, He thinks he has got the 4 
proofs. ,, We shall poh press him for them. 


) [ 








i “Weather or No? & 
Ws clip this odd advertisement from @ Canadia® paper:— 
GS Buy your Clonds at LAWSONS’—a new lot just ig, bought at less than half 


os Special bargains in Blankets at LAWSONS’, 
Cheap Cottons at WSONS’, Prints for 6} cents, Faetorgs for 5 cents per yard. 
Why people should wank te buy Clouds we do not understand! Is 
there no Sunshine on hand at Lawsons’, or is “ sale cee and 
wet ones ? 





Biers. ' 
Behr bj) Si A Banger. Att a ry) ees 
A CONTEMPORARY informs us that a dyer of Roctidiale Tately teal 


bore the singular name of “Cannon Batt.” He was, of course, one 
of the local “great guns,” which accounts for the report. 


Un Cour pr Soxett.—A Photograph. 


Tus “ Ancirent Oxper” ov Foresrgns.—“Pot of old ale, please 
miss.’ 


ARCHAOLOGICAL Nots.—The Royal Exchange (temp Ricuarp III.) 
—‘ My kingdom for a horse!” aa 


lp British army nes. one soldier Wuicna of Caaries Drexeys's' charactors would you expect to meet 


on the Metropolitan Railway P—Barkis, of course,—-he’s WILLING. 


me 
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HADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
17}, Little Pulteney Street, Soho. 

EAR SIR,—I was tellin’ ye in me lasth communicas 
wint to see the landlord, an tell him about the agint’s Se 
Well, thin I was sayin’ that whin 1 got to the house I tould the 
footman with a back as sthiff as if he was starched and left out 
in the frosth—and ’twasn’t a bad name for him, for he had a fut that 
was wide enough to make an umbrella for a cawly flower—that I 
wasn’t sO indasint as to bring the divil’s prayer book aboutme. Well 
says the impudint bosthoon—Ave ye got ha happointmint wid me 
masthur, says he, spakin as if he took an ounce of snuff and couldn’t 
sneeze afthur it—Look here, says I, you consated skilogue, I don’t 
want annymore av your talk—he’s my masthur, says I, as well as 
yours an’ I’m not goin’ till I see him—I wandher how the weather is 
goin’ on at home for the pyaties—I must have spoke loud for out come 
the masthur wid a white hankerchief round his neck as if he was goin’ 
to prache for the parson, an says he, houldin’ out his hand, How are you 
MisTHUR De.any, 8 he, begor he cawled me Misthur as if I had only 
come out of Mayn hot and warm loike Peaey Dourrty’s boy that [ 
remimbur since he was & gorsoon wid about as much shoes and stockins 
on him as a goslin. Be jabersyou should see the drum major inthe long 
socks like a woman—the miserable angashore—whin the masthur shuk 
hands wid me—he looked as if he’d give his scarlet pantaloons for a 
pair ay dasint breechis. John, says the masthur to the futman who 
wag standin’ wid his elbows as sthiff as if they wor on wires, take Mr. 
Drgany¥ to the servants haul—Thank ye kindly, sir, says I, but upon 
me sowl at the same time I didn’t know where the divil I was goin’ to 
for I nivir heard av a servants haul before except it wasthe drippin. On 
I wint afthur me bould haro in the rigimintals till I come to a big room 
whare the sarvints wor havin’ their dinner. Oh, thin, twould give 
you & in yer head to see the way they wor tukin’ in what they 
called the koorsis. ‘They kawled the place Aytin’ Square and a good 
name twas for it—Shure I didn’t know what they mint by-koorsis at 
first as I nivur see wan before except at the races, but what they mane 
by a koorse over here is a blow out av mate and pyaties that ud be 
good enough for Farner Tom Frrzcaraup—says | to myself whilst I 
was havin’ @ koorse or two I wish Parsy could have wan av ’em a 
couple av times a year and he'd be as fat as a stubble-fed goose. 
Afthur I tucked in as much as ud mayke a male for Phil-na-Coul that 
could put wan leg on the Hill av Howth and another in the middle of 
the Four Koorts—I wint up to the masthur and tould him ivirything 
about the agint and the way we wor trated and he looked as surprised at 
what I wus tellin’ him as if I comminced to dance a Moneen jig on his 
drawin’-room carpit. I’m not goin’ to say anything about what he 
said but [ think ’twont be long before we'll be able to stop cursing 
HA. every mornin’ and evenin’ regular, whin we see the tails of his 
_ coat emigratin’ from Ballymurphy for the pariod of his natural life as 
the peelers say. Oh, thin, if they knew what’s goin’ to happen at 
Ballymurphy, oh, thunderanountidaisies wouldn’t there be a ruction. 
An shure ’tis the agint with all his nobles that’s gettin’ as afraid as 
a gandher at Michaelmas. The mane desavur, he goes and gets poor 
_ Myzzs Mooney to write a letther for him, and to say he’s out ov town 
—oh, thin, the curse ov Kine Bitty on his bavur hat—shure, if poor 
_Mytzxs hadn’t the wife and the crathurs he’d sooner set fire to the 


_ chapel than he’d put a crowbar toa cabin. Just listen to what the |- 


invaglin informer made poor Mytrs write over to Mick O’Brien that 
was druv out of his farm as if he was a load av turnips :-—“ As DELANY 
says he guv a dash of poethry at the tale of his letther, }’ll tell you 
_ this much in sacret, that is, if my bould Tuapy brings the masthur to 
Ballymurphy, be the powers of glory, I will give him a taste of 
genuine poethry from the top of my new steel pin, about the first of 
May next, in the shape of a notice to—— but no matther.” 


I couldn’t write my letther according to my rule, 
For I had to lose my book of jokes rote by Proressor O’Too.z. 


Yours most onatpante 
HADY DELANY. 


The Fashionable Cut. 


_, Tur Suez Canal seems to have set everybody crazy to cut through 
uses! The American papers announce that the Isthmus of 
is to be surveyed with a view to bisection, and now news comes 
_ from Athens that the Isthmus of Corinth is also to be operated upon. 
_ #he thing will get so common that we shall expect to find enterprising 
_ engineers advertising @ /a bruised oats business—“ Do you cut your 
uses ?”” 
Not a Bad Shot. 
An Indian paper states that :— 


Mr. Hercules Ross, son of the well-known crack shot, Mr. Horatio Ross, has, for 
the fourth time in succession, won the rifle championship of India. 





THE ORDEAL. 


HE lists are ready— 
the lady fair 
Ts tied to the stake, 
and is tearing her 
hair, 
For not one of the 
gallant knights, 
who are there, 
ae As her champion 
oN is volunteer- 
\\ 


Pt Casa c ing! 
de) \ {i as aos You see Str Bonste, 
My —% . Ng that felon knight, 
S. SS 74 XE Her accuser sworn, 
is aman of might, 
And of fighting with 
him the rect don't 
quite 
Consider the 
prospectcheer- 
ing. 


The trumpets have 
blown once—twice 
—and thrice, 

But never an answer- 
ing note entice— 





And the people are 
all as el as 
mice, 

By whom the lists are surrounded. 

When, to! from the very back. ranks of the crowd, 

A penny-whistle blows and loud 

A defiance shrill to the warrior proud— 


And a champion forth has bounded ! 


He is only a little unarmed foot-page, 
And rather an undersized boy for his age! 
Sm Bossze flew in a terrible ra 
At the sight of that lad audacious. 
Each knight when he saw him shook his head, 
And the people thought him as good as dead, 
While the lady turned pale, and murmured, ’tis said, 
In a very low voice, “ My gracious !”’ 
But the page from the combat did not shrink, 
He leapt on Sir Bosste—and what do you think ? 
His big bottle-nose in a Siamese Link 
He grasped with the tightest of clutches. 
And Srr Bonstr’s proboscis he pulled till *twas sore— 
And the knight flung down his weapon and swore— 
And threw up the sponge! And the fight was o’er, 


__ =FUN. a 


And the page— why, he married the Duchess. 
——— 
Hang it, it’s too Bad! 
A RUPFIAN Called at our office the other day and handed us the 


following paragraph :—“ Eleven cattle thieves were recently hanged 
to one tree in Texas.” ; 

“ Well, what about it?” we asked. His reply was that we did not 
know what kind of tree it was; and we candidly admitted the truth of 
his remark. 

‘Tt was an India-rubber tree,” said he 

“ How do you know?” we demanded. ; 

“ Because it produced so much cow-choke,” was his heartless answer. 


Lamb’s Tales. 
We clip the following from the Nottingham Daily Guardian :— 


TOTTINGHAM ELECTION.—AUSTRALIAN MUTTON. Boneless, 6}d. per 
N ¥ lb.; Tins 64 Ibs., 98. 6d. GREEN’S Tea Warehouse, Charlotte Street, Mans- 





We should have fancied that it was hardly necessary to go to the 
expense of importing mutton from such a distant spot as Australia for 
the Nottingham election, considermg the number of “lambs” which 


the town boasts. 





Poor Dogs! 


field Road. 
| 


! 
Te latest report is that Jon Aven, the so-called “ wickedest man 


in New York,” has become a dog-fancier. This is a little rough, as 
our American friends would say, on the roughest of rough terriers. 
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This continued ss might make “ Ercles vain,’ as SHAKSPEARE C Of ar | . | 
Says. If he iiivar- ucceastel in his labours for the next three years | Men talk about “ going to the dogs,” we should like to hear our canine 
he will be as famous as his ancient godfather. 
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| friends’ opinions concerning “ going to JouHN ALLENS. 
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IRISH IMPROVEMENT. 


Mr. Gladstone :—“NO, DON’T STOOP TO THAT, MY LAD—HERE’S A BETTER INSTRUMENT!” 
Erin:—“ TRUE FUR YOU, YER HONOUR—SURE THE POOR BOY'S BEEN MISLED BY THE MURTHERIN’ VILLAINS!” 
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Answers to Correspondents, 13, 23, £3, 
43, 53, 63, 72, 83, 93, 103, 113, 123, 133, 
143, 153, 163, 173, 183, 193, 203, 213, 223, 
233, 243, 253, 255 

Album Grievance (The), 55 

Astounding, 96 

Algernon Poppleton Paragorose, 113 

Appearances, 116 

After Christmas, 172 

Agriculture and Alphabets, 176 

Art and Art Critics, 206 

Another Bidder, 208 

Athletics for the Fair, 222 

Advertisement, 228 

Agricultural Hauling and Pulling, 232 


Bas Ballads (The) :— 
No. 73.—Way of Wooing (The), 13 
»» 74,.—Scornful Colonel (The), 31 
», %5.—Variable Baby (The), 51 
»» 76.—Uadies of the Lea (The), 75 
»» 7%7.—Hongree and Mahry, 105 
» 78.—Rev. Simon Magus (The), 
215 
Biographies of the World’s Greatest 
Men, 21, 43, 63, 121 
(Brown Mrs). and the Blue Stocking, 81 


” - Acts Friendly, 181 
” Intends to Bring an Action, 
201 


Battle of (Irish) Bull-ong, 111 
Bones, A Mystery, 203 

Birds of a Feather, 216 

Black and White, 222 

Brevity is the Soul of Wit, 236 
Bubbles, 255 


Cuatson the Mags, 5, 15, 26, 54, 55, 104, 
111, 124, 133, 148, 153, 155, 184, 191, 204, 
227, 243,245 . 

Changing the Subject, 16 
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Chirp from the Exchange Grasshopper] Frw Jottings at the Boat Race (A), 12 
(A), 24 Free and Easy, 16 

Charms of a Cockney Watering Place/ Fable with an Application (A), 36 
(The), 42 Fire and Water, 133 

Combination (A), 53 Furniture Faces, 232 

Cool Caller (The), 83 

Civic Procession (The), 95 

Clothes (The), 95 

Curious Fact (A), 112 | Great Viaduct Stakes (The), 115 

Cattle Show (The), 142 Good Joke (A), 116 

Concerning Stepping into other People’s | Going Ahead Indeed, 134 
Shoes, 145 Good Times Long Ago (The), 143 

Cause and Effect, 146 Grandpapa Jack, 181 

Chinese Tale (A), 162 | Grecian Bend and the Roman Fall (The), 

Christian Frame of Mind (A), 175 | 202 

Children’s Party (A), 212 | Grave Difficulty (A), 202 

Curious, 214 

Cruelty Question (The), 223 

Characteristic Anecdote, 227 


Goop Reason Why (A), 15 
| Ghosts, 63 


224, 231, 258 
Hearing, 35 
History and Mystery, 46 
Handy Man (A), 62 
How It Happened, 86 
Hint to Editors (A), 101 
Hint to Henderson (A), 103 
Harmony and Discord, 176 
Hints to Sight-seers, 186 
He Has, in short, Turned up, 216 
Hard Times, 226 
Hooks and Eyes, 235 
Horace Modernised, 245 


Dovs te Acrostic, 6, 16, 26, 35, 46, 56, 71, 
76, 86, 96, 106, 121, 125, 136, 153, 163, 
173, 183, 191, 203, 207, 216, 233, 236 253, 
256 

Double Acrostic (Answers to), 6, 16, 26,35, 
46, 56, 71, 76, 86, 96, 106, 121, 125, 136, 
153, 163, 173, 183, 191, 203, 207, 216, 233, 
236, 253, 256 

Dinner on Board, 32 

Duck Him, 74 

Dulce Domum, 92 

Dis-gas-ting, 112 

De Gobbles, 131 

Damp Powder, 172 


Donning the Motley, 191 Bilgewater 


lawacutat2 Borough of 

P (The), 22 

EpiTorrAL, 6, 16, 26, 36, 46, 56, 66,76, 96, , 
96, 106, 116, 126, 136, 146, 156, 166, 376, Joys of the Scason (The), 246 
186, 196, 206, 216, 226, 236, 246, 256 

Epi-photo-gram, 74 

Error of a Night (The), 213 


Keerixo a Secret, 208 
| Knock-out Vultures (The), 242 


-_~—-- 


— a eee 


| Ghost and the Guilty Footman (The), 226 


Hers, There, and Everywhere, 33, 42, 
46, 71, 82,95, 113, 131, 142, 152, 156, 186, 





LADY-brrp, Lady-bvird, Fly Away Home 
24 

Lay of the Old Lady-bird (The), 33 

Les Adieux, 42 

Lofty Idea (A), 43 

Lesson (A), 54 

Lucky Dick, 56 

Lost at Sea, 61 

Life Chase (A), 73 

Lost One (The), 112 

Legacy (A), 144 

Latest Perfume (The), 172 

Late Gale (The), 195 

Little Sayings of Great People, 227 

Lay of the Lonely One (The), 248 






Mvucu Virtue in an Or, 16 
Mutato Nomine, 32 

Modern Love Song (A), 43 
Mary Jane, 66 

Mystery (A), 71 

Milk Oh, 76 

Mutton Broth—A Soup Song, $l 
May It Please Your Majesty, 95 
My Stars, 126 

My Life, 145 

Man of Letters, 155 

My First Love, 171 

Moral Foolosophy, 171 

Modern Pegasus (A), 221 

My Love and My Heart, 243 


Niptin the Bud, 5 

No Such Great Shakes, 36 

Net Profits, 43 

Not Such a Fool as He Looks, 
Nothank You, 93 

| Nox et Praeterea Nihil, 94 

None of your Source, LiL 

New Songs for Old Ones, 131, 136, Lia 
Nonsense, 155 
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‘General Outline of the Pantomimes (A), | Buobles, 255 














Nautical Ballad (A), 156 Types of the Thoroughfares (continued) : 
New Year (The), 208 Leicester Square, 84 | 188 Caarms of a Cockney Watering-placo 
: Nightingale (The), 211 Chancery Lane, 102 Grecian Bend (The), 218 (The), 42 
- Noose-ance (A), 223 Fleet Street, 132 Help for the Homeless, 158 Cart Before the Horse (The), 44 
No Time to Spare, 231 Cheapside, 162 Irish Improvements, 259 Coming Events, 121 | 
No Bones About It, 234 Tale of Two Smashers (A), 62 Losing Strength, 98 Christian Frame of Mind (A), 175 | 
To a Bee Working on a Sunday, 115 | Loving and Loyal Greeting, 108 Children’s Party (A), 212 
Ocronmr, 44 To My Dear Wife, 125 Low(e) Lot (A), 129 Chance for Pablic Men (A), 231 
Ode of the Road (An), 53 Thady Delany on Things in Particklar,| Oh, Stay, or Graces versus Laces, 78 Cry Is Stil! They Come (The), 244 
a On an Old Boy, 123 151, 163, 172, 183, 193, 207, 221, 233, | Organised Nuisance (An), 178 Character (A), 248 
ve Objeetion Overcome (An), 123 241, 253, 257 : Past and Future, 26 Dinner on Board, 18 
; Ode to a Hollow Tooth, 126 Thoughts in the Sunshine, 156 Poor House, or Pest House, or the Difficult Direction (A), 191 | 
Our Amateur Pantomime, 185 Tableaux Vivants, 182, Modern Black Hole, 118 
Opening (An), 245 Trick of the Day (The), 186 Prostration in the City, 138 EVIDENTLY, 171 
} : Ordeal (The), 257 Too Many Cooks, 223 ao we a ie a oa a the Boat-race (A), 12 
‘osty? Rival Kings, or o Sha ea e} Flattering, 
Prrsrtitya’s Posy, 11, 25, 45, 65, 85, 122, ee Re gua p ae? Oe Lords (The), 148 Foreign Tourist (A), 174 
135, 165, 192, 205, 225, 251 , : Stowe it, 18 Fancy Portrait—Annie Laurie, 245 
| Pleasures of Age (The), 21 Uncte Dick’s Darling, 161 Stage Lower (A), 38 Grear Viaduct Stakes (The), 115 (202 
.f ee Very Sensational Drama (A), 14 Self Government, 168 . (189 | Grecian Bend and the Roman Fall (The), 
Perils of the Streets (The), 42 Very Slightly, 101 Something like a Transformation Scene, 1 
qa Plain Answer (A), 51 re ‘ t he). 209 Heatrny Village (A), 24 
Voluntary Statement (A), 194 Silliest Trick of the Season (The), 
Poet’s Pipe (The), 53 : ae Smash, 249 Holler Boys, (94) 
Premier and the Aberdeen Invitation | “*lentine 25° Hospitality, 144 
Valentine (The), 238 0 
(The), 54 Wire with a Will of her own (A), 34 With His Work before Him, 229 Here, There and Everywhere, 152 
Penny-wise, 55 Wanted More Light on the Subject, 44 Hard Times, 155 
Pall Mall English, 56 Wire In, 53 — Hay, Ho, 234 
Press-tige, 74 Wild Lay (A), 201 ENGRAVINGS. Hat and its Ancestors (The), 25 
i Par-ode-y (A), 76 Working Man (The), 222 Art and Science, 134 (Herring Creatures, 258 
| ; Peabody George; la: Memoriam, 96 Yr Bobbye, 92 After Christmas, 172 IuatacuLate Borough of Rilgewater | 
: Perfect Care (The), 103 i Yes and No, 204 Athleties for the Fair, 222 (The), 22 | 
Pretty Plain, 125» Young Bride (A), 228 Agricultural Hauling and Pulling, 232 In the Rev. Nimrod’s Country, 3 
Patriotic Scheme (A), 126 BaB Ballads (The), Jewil (The), 12% | 
% Peal of Grandsires, (A), 131 — No, 78.—Way of Wooing(The),13 | 7 gay, 195 
Prophet (A), 156 CARTOONS. 9 in Delile). 31 It’s the Season that’s to Blame, 214 
Point of it (The), 186 AssuRANCE with a Vengeance, 8 57 75.—Variable Baby (The), 51 b ia on 
Pastoral aie a | Civic Contest (The), 48 : ti.—Ladies of theta (The), 75 fr roce OFF Vulturea (the), 242 
Play’s the Thing (The), 216 Exhibition with a Vengeance (An), 68 9) 77.—-Hongree and Mahry, 105 Les Extremes Se Touchent, 14 
Painful Accident (A), 231 Every man in his Humour, 198 »» 78.—Rev. Simon Magus (The), 215 | Looking for a Contrast or a Match, 54 
Policeman Roberto to his Sarah Ann, 241.| Fowl and Fair, 58 | Beginner and a Finisher (A), 204 Long and Short of it (The), 74 
Painful Business (A), 243 Looking Ahead, 154 
Philomel, 247 ————$— Morsirp, 15 


Nort Such a Fool as He Looks, 91 
New View of Vestments (A), 112 
Not Inkredible, 208 

Nightingale (The), 211 


| 
QuastionaB_e Statement (A), 101 | 
Orrnions Differ, 72 


Quite Right, 216 


Romance of Real Life (A), 35 
Rum, very, 43 

Royal Visit to the City (The), 114 
Reason and Rhyme, 136 

Round of the Theatres (The), 117 
Railway Time, 227 


Our Amateur Pantomime, 185 

Ordeal (The), 257 

PeTsETILLA’s Posy, 11, 25, 45, 65, 85, 12’, 
135, 165, 192, 205, 225, 251 





Sona (A), 38 Putting on the Screw, 55 

Standing Shot, 54 Profession and Practice, 64 

Statue Quo, 74 Polite, 95 ‘ 

School or Jail, 93 Hy Philosophy in Sport, 194 

Strange Fatality (A), 112 ss Proof Positive, 224 

Sticker Sa eal ¥% RovYAt Visit to the City (The), 114 

Siren (The), 141 A Sometuine in That, 71 

Shrewd Hint (A), 1¢4 4 cme 104 | 
Saint Pancras : 4 siren e), | 

151 lh drake teh bint 4 Select Sights from the Show, 142 | 

Springs, 153 Seasonable Game (A), 228 | 
Seer-iously Speaking, 162 Sweets to the Sweet, 235 | 
Seasonable Weather, 166 Skating, 252 

Shot (A), 184 Too Literal, 35 | 
> y, 196 Types of the Thoroughfares : 

Sleepless (The), 213 Bow St., 52 | 
Sun Stroke (A), 231 Exchange Buildings, 62 
Smoke, 244 Leicester Square, 84 | 
Skating, 243 Chancery Lane, 102 


Fleet Street, 132 
Cheapside, 162 
Those Plaguey Punsters, 82 


Tvaxine over New Leaves, 23, 64, 93, 
108, 128, 136, 154, 164, 174, 191, 195, 


ae —_e Too Much of a Good Thing, 164 

Tell ene os ou Mee > Tableaux Vivants, 182 

Types of os pe Fr man he : View Holloa (A), 255 
Bow Street, 52 ; Up to Weight, 184 
Exchange Buildings, 62 Whether Wise or No, 125 


Ye Bobbye, 92 . 
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January, xxxi Days. 





| JANUARY. 











18 Cires. 17; M;/L Montes 
In January, 2 § 2a 8.after|s| | (d-18s1] 2 
Though seasons will vary, | SM) (Xmasi19W ves os 
Look out for cold and snows. | 40) fn ; St be oe fe 
You must not mind | . ; | Epiphny. 22 aes 6 
; b. 1864/23! §/3S.afEp. | 7!) 
It, if you find | 8 §|Pr.Alb.V.|2% w a 
our toes and noses froze. 9 $1S.afEp./25 T | PrsRoyal} 9)W 
: . _ | 10 M | 26;W} [m.1858 10 = 
This month takes its name from Janus, a Latin | 11 T/Hil.Term)27, T 11/F | 
12 W! (begins/28! F | (ins, 1856 | 12! 


he was so called because they used to a-dore him. | 14 F Oxf. T.b./30 § |ts.af. Ep. | 14 
His sister’s name was, of course, Jane. 


16 § '2S.a£Ep.| 














THE HAPPY PITTITE. 


I HAVE rarely read livelier verse in its way— 
And I fancy ’tis rarely I shall— 
Than the lines Captain Morris address’d in his day 
To “the sweet shady side of Pall Mall.” 
am sorry to differ in any degree 
ith so charming a songster and wit, 
ut the sweetest of places in London to me 
the sweet second row of the pit. 


Let the bloated and opulent aristocrat 

1 and lounge in a box or a stall; 
would never, if Destiny made me do that, 

pend a night at the playhouse at all. 

am thoroughly happy when seated at ease 
Where my limited means will permit ; 
can hiss or applaud, cry or laugh, as I please, 
From the sweet second row of the pit. 
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‘lt’ | Partridge 16 Ww, 
W ;(Shoot.e./17 T |M Angelo 


8 
5 S.af Ep.(21 St 
i 


fm. 1840/24 T 
; Quo. Vos. is F 7 (4, 1858 
{nead1559/26 S/T. Moore This th derives its c } . 
: : ; | | 8 |J.Greybe-(27| 8 |Quinqua, us mon erlves 1* name from the Latin 
Deity. Janus is derived from junua, a door, and | 13 Ticam Tt” 129] 8 | Vie. Cross 413 S|)-Grey be 28 ml _ 


}31| M| Hil. T.e. $15 T |\Cd. Wise- 
| J | |f{mand.’65, | | 





FEBRUARY. 
In Feber-werry 
HH anaes The Fourteenth’s merry. 
0s Sexages. = So drop your love a line ‘ 
‘Own Cupid's dart, 
And me your heart 
Assign, mine Valentine!’ 


— 


22| T (1868. 
23 W | Disc. Nile 


| words Fe, a fee, and bruarius, a brewery. It pro- 
bably has some connection with the Malt Duties, 
| but nothing certain is known on the point. 
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With a couple of shillings concealed in my hand, 
Once a week, on a Saturday night, 

At the doors of the temple of Thespis I stand, 
Till they open that scene of delight. 

And a trifling delay of no matter how long 
Never flurries my temper a bit ; 

If at length I can rush in the front of the throng 

To my sweet second row of the pit. 


Whether Boucicault, Byron, or Robertson write, 
He will find a stern critic in me. 

Let him bring out his piece on a Saturday night, 
I am there to approve or tod ——. 

Let the journalists come in a body to ask 
If the play be a miss or a hit; . 

I can give them a number of hints for their tas 
From the sweet second row of the pit. 


NATURE'S NOB(B)LEMEN.— Garotters, 
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WON’T YOU TELL ME 
WHY, ROBERT ? 


I’vz somehow lost my way, 


Robert, 
Coming through the square ; 
he streets seem gone astray, 
Robert, 
There was a thorough- 
cs I've kept these rail 
ba "ve kept these railings close, 
oe tie ~ 
Bes For the last half-hour or 
Be two, 
~ ee? But not an opening do they 
aL, show 


Or place to let me through. 
They must shut up the streets 
at night, 
For none can I espy : 
Won't you tell me why, 
Robert ? 
Won't you tell me why ? 


I’ve toa party been, Robert 
And I’ve had such a 
e 


game ; 
A henatoous girl I’ve seen, 
0 ’ 
Her name’s—ah, what's 
her name ? 
Well, power mind, I toasted 


er, 
Not dry toast, but well- 
buttered, 
And she was worthy, I aver, 
Of all the praise I ut- 
tered 


But when I wished to toast 


again, 
They stopped the wine 
supply : 
Won’t you tell me why, 
Robert ? 
Won’t you tell me why ? 
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CROQUET ON THE SANDS. 


Maud :—“ Now THEN, JULIA, HIT THE sTICK.”’—(And she did too !) 
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Ledger :—*“ SomEnopy CALLED AN: MY ABSES 

Mary :—“ Ou, Yks, stn, HE SAID IT Was. T 
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And then up-stairs we went, 
Robert, 
They're awkward 
those stairs ; 
Their rail somehow was bent, 
Robert— 
They take you unwares. 
My darling, oh, she sang 4 
song ! 


things 


The sweetest e’er I heard; Thi 
I sang a chorus loud and that ¢ 
strong, The : 
But knew nor tune nor it = 
word. 
They took me to another 
room, 
On a sofa bade me lie: 
Won’t you tell me why, 
Robert ? 


Won't you tell me why? 


And then I heard the sound, 
Robert, 
Of light fantastic toe— 


I asked the ladies round, 
Robert, 
To dance—they all said 
s¢No!’’ 
So I thought I’d have a dance 
alone 


In Ma’ameelle Finettes way; 

When one or two were over- 
thrown, 

And a footman dropped 4 


tray. 
Then they showed me out into 


the street, " 
And never said ‘‘Good bye: 
Won’t you tell me why, 
* Robert ? 


Won't you tell me why : 





|  Srver guilt: Passing bad | 
half crowns. ~ 
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a THe New Sry .e. 
ont, APRIL 
MARCH. March, xxxi Days. April, xxx Days. ie 
1g’s THE winds of March 1) T)St. Davia 17) Pst. Pate’k J 1) F /All Foois)17/ § Easter 8. Ii you in April 
The dry earth parch Bee eee ee Some HY ar ee Fain would escape rill 
’ 19'S! [b. 18489 3!/§ 5S.inLnt /19| T Ld.Byron Sec 5 
nt, Fly clouds before the cust. 4 F | [b. 1856 20' § 3S.inLnt.§ 4) M) [b.1863,20.W,  [d.1824 | . Of rain— and hold aloof 
So shut é 5 5 S |Cov.Gard.'21|M 5| T|/PV.Hesse 21! T From cough and cold 
ut your eyes, 6) § |Quadrag. 22 T Goethe 4. } 6)W) | (b, 1855/22) F Your carcase old 
If you are wise, A r| be 7 (1832. 7 z [Pr —o = 5 pCoomns | With ae 1 f f f 
a ° : : ‘ \2 (d. 1626,2 sow Sun. | 1th waterprool woot root. 
5 Since earth's burnt crust must dust! 9) W] [m.1863 25 F |Lady day} 9|S |Ld.Bacon 25\M Prs. Alice : mn . me 
| This th . s Pr. of W.\26'S . 10) § PalmSun 26T = [b. 1848 The reason why this month is called April is 
: mon i 8 i ik 11, F |[ncomeT.'27| §'4S.in Lnt. [11/31 |27| W) riOUS > anest Cc: q . 

J that ded ? es its name to Mars, being like 12| 8 |{imp. 1843 28 tus. War | 12 | 34|T (M Bounty | obvious to he menes capa ity. annot our 
' ty, < a ne and noisy — 13] § 3S.inLnt. 29 T : 11854 13] W| Handel d,.29'F i igs readers guess it? What, you don’t seeit! How 
avourite exclamation of Mars was “ Blow | }4 ™! 30 W/Sicilian | | 14) (1759 30; S|Lond.Un. | very curious:—it is called April because April 

it” he : 15| T | Pri. Im». 7ap.1282 | 15| F |Good Fr. fnd.1827 |. ; : : I 
nor it"—his occupation. blows. 16) Ww Th. 183 “iF rapes oe | | | * 7 | is its name. Yah, you April fool! 
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BOUILLON’S TOURIST’S FRENCH COMPANION. 
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TO EXPRESS ANGER. POUR EXPRIMER LA COLERE, TO EXPRESS SATISFACTION. POUR TEMOIGNER LA SATISFACTION, | 
I am very angry. Je suis fort en colére. Good, bravo! Bon, bravo! 
I am out of humour. |  Jesuis de mauvaise humeur. Courage ! Courage ! 
I am very cross. Je suis d’une hnmeur affreuse. Very well. Fort bien. 
T am not in a good humour. Je ne suis pas de bonne humeur, Excellent. A merveille. 
I am piqued. '  Jesuis piqué. What pleasure! Quel plaisir ! 
I am stung to the quick. Je suis piqué au vif. What delight! Quel agrément! 
I am quite provoked. .  Jesuis piqué au dernier point. What happiness ! Quel bonheur! 
I have been grossly insulted. On m’a grossierement insulté. How pleased I am! Que je suis content! 
This insult is unpardonab e. Cette insulte est impardonnable. How happy I am! Que je suis heureux ! 
He was in a terrible passion. Il était dans une colére épo ivantable. What a fortunate moment! Quel moment fortuné ? ¢ 
He was quite mad. Il était furieux. I am happy beyond exprestrion. Je suis on ne peut plus heureux. = 
He could not restrain his rage, Il ne se possédait pas de colére. That delights me. Cela me ravit. | : 
He did not know what he was saying. ; Tl ne savait ce qu’il disait. I never was so pleased. Je ne me suis jamais trouvé si content. ‘ 
Forget his conduct. Oubliez sa conduite. I wish you joy. Je vous en félicite. A 
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WITH A GROOM. AVEC UN PALEFRENIER. WITH THE HAIRDRESSER. AVEC LE PERRUQUIER. 
That horse is not well curried. Ce cheval est mal étrillé. I wish to have my hair cut. Je voudrais me faire couper les cheveux. C 
You bave not washed their feet. Vous ne leur avez pas lavé les pieds. Do not cut it too short. Ne les coupez pas trop courts. I 
That shoe holds but by one nail. Ce fer ne tient qu’a un ciou. Gently. Doucement. 1: 
a you put on your spurs? Mettez-vous vos éperons ? Now curl my hair. Maintenant, donnez-moi un coup de fer. | 
ere is no occasion. Je n’en ai pas besoin. Come every evening before the opera Venez tous les soirs avant |’heure de 
hour. l’opéra. | 


















BREAKFAST. LE DEJEUNER WITH A PHYSICIAN. | ; 
some roils. roi a . N. AVEC UN MEDECIN. 
vm ee ata — a nag — | | My head turns round. La téte me tourne. | 
I hope you have not finished. Je eee: Ic.n hardly stand on my legs. Je puis a peine me tenir sur mes jambes. | 
I pe y - * - me flatte que vous n’avez pas fini. My head aches dreadfully. J’ai un mal de téte affreux. | 
On the following day ust tak a ——, geepeser. I feel unwell. J’ai mal au ewur. 
north-east direction we 6 dinecti t, nous prendrons une | I have a pain in my side, J’ai des douleurs dans le cé'é. 
: irection au nord-est. ' My health alters visibly. Ma santé change A vue @’cril. 
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A BARE STATEMENT. 


Comic Customer :—“ Biess us, BARGRISS, YOU'RE POSITIVELY GETTING BALD! 
Bargriss :—* Auem! WEeELL, YES, 81k!” 
Comic Customer :—“* THEN youR CELEBRATED BALM I3 mof SUCH AN INFALLIBLE SUCCESS AFTER ALL!” 

















MAY | May, xxxi Days. _ June, xxx Days, | JUNE 
" | 1) § (2d,at.tac. ie br. Jenner] 1 : —— ‘ 17) F _ als = | 
p 2) M| 18) W {[b.1740] 2 mede|1s} 8 B. Wtrioo | . ! 
In beauteous May, | 3|T 19 | 8 FlAntivch |19]§|18 ai.Tri. | We come in June 
Lhe ts say, | 4,Wi [d., 1821 | F 48 ee 1098 20 . vie | To summer's noon, 
aaall 5| T|Bonaprte /21/ § 5 § | WhitSun 21) T'Ac.Q.Vie | Neath Sirius’ fiery star. 
loom flowers of varied dye. 8| F |Ascensn, |22/§ Rog. Sun] 6 Af 29] \\ 1837 | _ Neath Sirius’ fiery star | 
| We nowadays rls 23 M | 7 T Cavour 4. 2:| | (Day | Some Junes are not 
6 ’ 8| § 88.af.Eas. 24) T Q. Vie. b. | 8. W) rigsl 24] F Midsamr. | So very 
‘) | Don’t get such Mays, ola w? ravo | SF |Copa tess 2s] 8 0 very hot, eo 
| And so “all my eye!” cry. | 10)/T |OvGr&Co 25 T |Ascensn. [10 F /Crvs. Pa 26) § 2S. af. Tr. And some ‘neath par far are! 
c : . . 11 Ww 1866 27! > | ll S [St. arma Z, M . } . > x : 
This month is supposed to be called May, be- | 12) T . : 23 8 Pitth.1750 3 fh | Trinity 6. = - Cc of QVic. This month takes its title from Juno. Didn't- 
+4 ° . “ | 13} av S.aft.Ase, }13 2 : i 2 " 2 sad a wife of ‘ 
c. —_ itis the month in which the May fly mnakes | 7% a ele | nn cy ve ayn eT Silistria jn-Seow ~_ before wee be th wife of 
a . _ y | 15 S.af.Eas./31/ T 15 W'_ [b., 170% (eap. 182¢ upiter,—sbe was marned— by Jove! 
ppearance. May fly—may be! Hum! | 15) § 4S-af.Eas.1/ 7 eis. Wette | [ime 8% | Supiter,-dhe was married — by Jot 
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Successful Fisherman to Unsuccessful Ditto:—“SaLMON AGAIN THIS HAUL, Bri?” 
Bili:—“Iss; srow'p 1F I DON’T THINK THAT THE VISH, THEY KNOWS you!” 

















JULY. July, xxxi Days. August, gxxi Days. AUGUST. 
rs. Alice|17) al.Tr.} 1) M(L Dijw) 
In fierce July 2| s «cia ig M _— 2| er lie T gossa "10 In August 
: . 3 838 r./19) Yolumbs. 19 .ot Sara- y : 
The ~—- —— high, . 4| M\_ [m. 1806 20, W (1706 } 4) T | sald.1492 20/8 | - No E., and Bent oi 
With li e un a swarm, 5 T PsHelena aT pow 5 F pt? $846 al § |108.a6 Tr. Th = whistles the nerves to appal, 
Sis (23) r. -/22]! 
"Ty 4 ~ wath 7\T 23, 8 |Cavier d.§ 7/ § (88. ar. Tr./23| T B ough August muss 
is -_ me . 8) F/D.ofCamb 24) §|68.af. Tr] 8M) |24/W is. Barthol e seeenen pest ‘ 
: (d. 1850 25 M | n tty 25 s, whi all Fall. 
t climates warm form storm 1 B|¢ su Tran i ns98 10 W visi 2 ; PConsort Of months, which all call Fa 
27 W/At. Cab. }11 ins| 7] § . 181 : Y 
July was so called after Cesar, because he | }}) 7 Abed ee Ay PS S uaaete This month was so named after another Cesar. 
_ t remember the Ides of ae for some | 13\w vas 139 F |Wilbforee | 13) 8 |20] M| Augustus took after Julius—and he took rather 
other equally good reason. He wished a month | !4| T) {ass 1708 80 § | Piy.b.1743 7 14 § /0 S.af.Tr. 30) T) more than Julius. That is why he occupies such 
: 15| F/St.Swith. $1) § |78. af. Tr. }15)M 1807|31|W | SirJ.Ro ; ‘ ; 
named after him, and it was done, ‘| 8 | |§ P - 16| 'T laesintral® re. 1856 | @ prominent place in Tooke'’s Pantheon. 
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Mistress :—“ IT HEAR YOU'RE GOING TO BE MARRIED, ELizA 
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Eliza :—“ Yes, m’.”’ 





Mistress :—“ AND WHAT IS HE?” Eliza (apologetically).— WELL, M’, HE'S ONLY A JOINER; YOU SEE, WE CAN'T @/] HAVE GENTLEMEN.” 


AMENDED 

PROVEKBS. 
WHEN rogues fall 
out, honest men have 
a chance of doing a 


little swindling on 
their own account. 
J rolling stone 


isn’t the best seat you 
can find on the edge 
of a precipice. 

Birds of a feather 
don’t contribute much 
to the manufacture of 
feather-beds. 

Where there’s a 
will, it may be found 
advisable to prove it 
at Doctors’ Com- 
mons, 





THE CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS. 

HOo.LIpAyYs for- 
sooth! We only hope 
that at the approach- 
ing “‘ festive season,” 
every labouring man 
may work his fingers 
to the bone— of a good 
piece of ribs of beef. 





WANTED.—A com- 
plete set of buttons for 
a Coat of Paint, and 
a pair of stirrups for 
a saddle of mutton. 


A Turkey Gobble 
(anticipating Christ- 
mas). ‘Then you'll 
dis-member me.” 
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Maulstic :-—“ Hvuiio, Jack, WHAT are you AFTER? 


Jack :—“ OH, MY FOREGROUND DIDN’T COME WELL, 80 I'm putting 
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TECHNICAL AND PRACTICAL. 


it together A MBIT. 





FINE ARTS. 


GREAT excitement 
has been produced in 
art-circles by the 
announcement that 
every one sending a 
correct solution of 
THe Prize Pic- 
TORIAL DovsLE 
AcROosTIC IN ‘Lom 
Hoops Comic AN- 
NUAL will be pre- 
sented with a splen- 
didly engraved por- 
trait of Her Majesty, 
printed in colour. 


O ALL IN DEBT 

AND DIFFICULTY. 
—Purchase a copy of 
Tom Hoop's Comic AnN- 
nuaL for each of your 
creditors, who will be 
put in such a_ good 
humour they will at 
once cance! their claims. 


moO NERVOUS SUF- 

FERERS The hest 
tonic in the wor'd is Tom 
Hoonp’s Comic ANNUAL, 
in shilling doses, with 
the Editor’s name on the 
wrapper, without which 
none are genuine 


THOSE ABOUT 
rOFURNISH.—No 
drawing-room table is 
complete without a copy 
of Tom Hoovp’s Comi 
AnnvuaL, November 15, 
price ls. 
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Swell (anxious to explain that he is the West-End article) : —“ Her®, waitaw,' I wWaNT TO GO TO A PLACE CALLED IsLINGTON. 
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ir I TAKE CAB, IT'LL BE ALL WIGHT—I SHA’N’T BE WAYLAID OR WOBBED ON THE WOAD ?”’ 


SEPTEMBER, 


In sad September 
One must remember 
The winter's coming drear. 
For the leaves that fall 
From the branches all 
Lie, like the year, sere here! 
September takes its name from Septem, the 
Latin for seven, and is so called, because it is the 
ninth month in the year. You don't see the 
reason? 9—7=2, and a good reason two. 


September, xxx Days. 

1)T | Ptge. s.b.17, 8, 

2)F) (d. 165018 § 168.af.Tr. 

3) 8 \Cromwel! 19) 

4 128.af.Tr. 9 7 Bat.Alma 
2 Ww (1854 
22| T 

[4. 1680 
S'S. Butler 


\ 


Johnson /23 
fb. 170024 
25, § |15S.af.Tr. 


26) 

ssaacteli T| 
28 Wi [mas day 

Sheridan /|20| T | Michael- 

{d. 1819/30) F |S.Jerome 
(1809 

6iF Speke d. 
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October, xxxi Days. 


17\M 
'168.af.Tr. 18) T |S. Luke 
Arago d./19 W 
[1863/20] T|C. Wren 
2/F| [b. 


| Ref. Bl.rej 23! # 198.af.Tr. 
y i.ds’4l 4 
8.af.Tr.|25| T |S. Crispin 
26) W (Jude 
27|T}| (and 8t. 
1 Lyndhrst/28) F |St. Simon 
| [d. 1863/29] S 
14\F |B. of Jena/30 § 20S.af.Tr. 
14|8 (1806/31 
16'§'188.at.Tr.\ | 
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Suppose, 


OCTOBER. 
THE month of October 
Teetotallers sober 
With some aversion view, 
For men brew beer 
At this time of the year :— 
If you're wise, you brew too! 


October is something like September. In fact, 
it’s next door to September. Octo means eight— 
and October's capital beer—only you can’t 
‘‘ate”’ it, you must drink it. Let the toast pass! 
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‘ GIX STRONG BUT PIOUS YOUNG MEN WANTED, to DRIVE One-horse Brick Carts. They must not be in the habit of using wicked words during their work, 
as they will be principally employed at the Isleworth Draw Dock in unloading barges. A knowledge of the Rarey system of horse-taming indispensable. | 
They will not be allowed to carry whips, nor speak in a hasty manner to their horses. Persons whose characters will bear the strictest scrutiny may apply to Mr. 
—, — — Brickfields. N.B.—If of the Irish persuasion preferred.’’— Vide Advertisement in a local Paper. ; : : 


November, xxx Days. | December, xxxi Days. | DECEMBER. 











NOVEMBER. mber, XXX Mays. | Mecemover, Xx 
se ~ 1: T |AllSaints)16;W|JShepprd | 1 T PsW.b.’44,17)'8 
In dreary November 2| W| “ (1688117 T (ex. 1724 b Bloomfd. 18 § 4S.inAd | In merry December 
ridelv -fi 8/T| [landed|18 F 1836 S  [b. 176619 M The Wule-lag's red ¢ , 
A widely famed member 4 BK. Will-Sl19 8 |J Hoegd. | 4 § 28. in pee The Yuie-log’s red ember 
Of a numerous family 5 21,W St Thoms Sets all jolly hearts in a glow. 
Prs Royal 22) T Thacker- Did vou ever kiss 


k 

S Gy.Fawk. 20 § 23 8.af.Tr. 

sp i2tS-actr. 21 a t viulaie : 

M | 29," , - M./23) F (ay 4.1863 | : 

= F =z Conccen tia 8\_ . Some sweet little miss 

V F [fes. 176825) § Xmasday | *N a: > Mi toe ares $ 
F mi Acad (9610 Se Stepinn Neath the mistletoe snow,—ohe, no? 

S $6. Adz T ae From Decem, ten; because eyes brighten— 

29) T colours heighten—hearts lighten and waistcoats 


Pr. Cons.|30, F [ter ‘ohten! ay ‘da’ aa PA, a 
{d. 1861.81! S St.Sylves- en and maids’ hearts often to lovers 
| SO ° 


Holds general sway ; 6 
Yet every day 7 
One might cry “I spy Guy!” ow 

1 

2 
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4 
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1 
This month derives its application from the | }! 
1 
1 
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22 fb. 1840 
23| W 
P of Wls./24)T|Knox 4d. 
b. 1841/25, F {1572 

St Martin/|26! S 
27 S AdventS. 
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classical term for Nine. It was so called to dis- 
tinguish the Ninth from the Fifth, on which “ an- 
other Guy ”’ is chaired and cheered. | 
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brother is pretty near 
as bad, for he hasn't 
been out of bed fora 
twelvemonth, owing to 
his having forgotten 
how he got into his 


es? 
a. - te ‘ 
4 | 14, | 
a, . ee 
f 7 i 
+ RECTOR ONO SSS == me | 
es, Ty . weve ie ~ —— Rae ——— SS r . | 
Tt RA L SCIENCE. — —= ——  —S — en THERE is a man 
LuCcIFER matches — ae => = SS down West who is the 
are fenerally made of FS SS most absent man ever 
2 stick. They are not) & = known. He went out 
\ | ro d to eat. If you = Ss to make a call, and 
- * | strike them they bear) —& SS forgot that he had re- 
] | it 7 vg merry forti- = ——S ae back, ° " has | 
- > tude, an ont try to — ——— een waiting for him- | 
4 hit back. ‘he chief = : SS self to come home | 
use of lucifer matches! & SS again ever since. His | 


Ll 


is to light candles, and 
fires, and burn houses 
down. They are nice 
toys for children, and 
have been known to 


: SSS ~ 
SS 


with them 


disagree 
when sucked. Butter 
is made of a good many 
things. In London 
the only ingredient 
which is seldom known 


nightgown, and being 
unable to find his way 
out again They had 
a sister who was very 
absent too—in fact, on 





to enter into its com- the day she was 
7 — is cream. The married she didnt 
i utter of commerce is turn up at the church 
: largely used to grease at all. Her absence 
i the wheels of railway didn't make her in- 
carriages — when it tended’s heart grow 
agrease with them fonder, for he threw 
—e than a does pe | her over and married 
the human beings who another. But _per- 
: 
eat it. haps their parents 
| were even more absent 
. NY ES i these odd folks 
| AN ARGYLL-ACEOUS | CR x ees ra 
: | ARON ( @re repo never to 
. COMPOUND. | NAY AR have had any. 
. We see that “ The | 4 RAN 
North British Rudder | SSN | \\\ ER 
eee a Pd ( 4 EATEN NN CUTTING! 
ve omices In Vane | WA ee We found our butler 
non-street—do they, SS // the other day stirring 
“bl - duty bound, l the soup with his 
A sll othe Duke of ) razor-sharpener. On 
rgyu: being remonstrated 
queens with, he said he surely 
THE PRESERVATION could do what he liked 
with his hone! 


OF SMALL BIRDS. 


WHEN legislation is 
attempted on this sub- 
ject, we trust that one | 
frequent source of | a 
mischief will not be | . SSS mt 
overlooked — “ Sky- | " — SSAyi 
larking.”’ SNES 


A RAP ON THE HEAD. 

TIPPINS says that 
he is going out of his 
mind. Well, we have 
always wondered how 
he could reconcile him - 
self to stopping in such 
a very limited space. 


Tue Year 1869 was | 
remarkable in our | 
Calendar as commenc- | 


ing an entirely new ON DEPORTMENT. 


nena 


le— tay | , Pe test Errer Tt? , )1 : 
Cycle—the Bi-cyle. WL AE Mitierres i ines An HTT | FEw people present 
eniiaitiie | | HI ATW Mini: Ha i a } | a graceful appear- 
waa i | HT ila hy THA aap ance when riding 
} aA a Bicyle, none when 


WHEN a young lady 


| nh i | 
interests herself in a their | 


| | diving — into 


| 





nh all | | | 





1 | A | | na y 
case of Charity, what TMA ih ia 
ix a bachelor’ ‘obvio 8 An | : I | if | i | | | | | ) pockets, 
duty? To espouse the | JIM ll HU i Ah | | 
= Tue Man with the | 


Iron Mask: — The 

Milkman who owns | 
the Cow with the Iron 
Tail. 








FIREWORKS AT THE PALACE. 


Beauty anp 3HE Beast, oR THE SpPHINx no Mystery! 


Tue Weather's not 
settled. Isn'tit ? Then 
let it pay up. 


SPORTING NEWS. 


A BAD LOOK-OUT. | 
A CONTEMPORARY the other day said it meant “to keep its eye on the A WELL-KNOWN athlete has just signed articles at the office of Bell's | 
Life for a most interesting match. He has undertaken to run his eye over | 
| 
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police."” We are sorry for its eye, for we should think it was mighty 
poor keep! the Zimes supplement, for ten pound a side. 
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GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. | 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES. oiiiaile 


Mes-rs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, ) 
List of their Furniture. they have evmpiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-RVOMED HOUSES pe preference to publi-hing an ordinary Cata ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 


various Rooms, aid enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of eich separate Koon, or the total cust of Furnishing the | 
whoie house. EM > 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POSf-FRR&-OR CRON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123,;-BOROUGH, S.E. 
a ee $n 
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AUTHOR 
LIBRARY _@fcl Tish fi 
LIBRARY REFERENCE 


APPROXIMATE REDUCTION RATIO (CO 
ORDER NUMBER.___[”? 3! | 
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UNIVERSITY MICROFILMS 


M ANN ARBOR MICHIGAN 
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ee L- 9 Na == S BRITANNIA, ever young and fair, was seated on the yellow sands, 
BSNS |S —————Fs «employed after her custom in ruling the waves with the handle of her 
ee SSNS ———— | trident and a lump of chalk—of the usual size—from the adjacent 
SoS SSS SE = SS cliffs, she caught sight of a sail, an unprecedented sail. 
SSS eee 4- It was a galley—that is to say, at least, it was rowed by two lovely 
SSS ee eee =oals, who handled the sculls in a manner calculated to turn the heads 
Se ee ee oe =e — of all mankind. At the mast-head fluttered the pennant of The 
pn ee i ge ed ¥—— Re(a)d—dyed a bright crimson as if it had been doing good by stealth 
: and was blushing to find it Fame! The sea seemed pleased to see it ; 
_— : ———t- and curtseyed at the bows of the bark as it sailed into the bight. The 
IIR — =“. laughing waves, like the British public, crowded around its counter, 
and seemed thoroughly to appreciate its folk-sell. As for its mast—well, 
its mastery was a mystery :—it had no stays, the fact being that its sail 
was so great there wasn’t a single sheet left, so it was all right. On 
shore all that is is right; but at sea all that is right is—to be ex- 
Pp = lanet-ory—star-board. All that is left is, on the other hand, port— 
' a 7 ut any one consulting the log-would find very little port. Indeed, 
— adi Py cH port is so scarce that we think the navy would do well to revert to the 
a SB_)2Osooo'id name for port—la(r)-Bord(eaux). 
SSS Youth—with which was incorporated Beauty—being at the prow— 
and very proud it was,—Pleasure very naturally took the helm. The 
tiller was a cultivator of pleasant fruits, for it guided the ‘‘ rudd(i)er 
than the cherry,” and competed with the currents. 

‘* Boat, ahoy!” cried BRITANNIA. 

‘It’s Fun galley-vanting,” said a Triton—a very trite ’un—who 
was making A of the sea-grass. 

The craft cleverly turned toward shore, and saluted BriTanniA, 
the pretty girls tossing their sculls. 

‘*Who’s your skipper?” said BrITANNIA; and when she heard 
that Fun was the skipper she was ready to jump for joy. 

‘‘Come, a board!” said Fun; whereupon they put one out as a 
gangway, and he came ashore. But then Life is made up of contra- 
dictions. 

‘This is not the time at which you were bound—in magenta—for 
: these shores as a rule,” observed BRITANNIA. 

- ‘*No, madam, hitherto my trip has been just before the Fall. 
> But to oblige ‘my friends, I have consented to alter the time for my 

e ee ~ outings.” 

“‘Ever considerate, my dear, yet cheap, friend! Ever thoughtful—or as my esteemed foreign acquaintance, Hans 

BREITMANN would say— 
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And still the Fun-dere grew 
That one small head should carry all he knew, 





| iv PREFACE. 











° . . 9 
| You are welcome. In fact, considering the weather, you may say your welcome 1s more than warm. 


‘‘Fair Britannia, I feel you are not more free than I am welcome.” pa 
‘I see,” said BriTANNIA, ‘that you wear your military mourning—that crape band round your arm. 
‘“Tdo, madam. We have, alas, lost our Commander-in-Chief—but indeed the literary service has had heavy losses of late. A 
| 


veteran in my brigade has gone from us—and from my own corps I miss a gallant soldier. But we who are left strive to do 
our duty nevertheless.” 
‘‘ Yes, week after week, my gallant friend, I find you keep up the supply of honest and healthy amusement for my people, 


in spite of all,” 
‘Ah, madam, you remember what one of our rarest htimourists wrote— 


And sure 48 comes the postman and the sun, 
‘ ; A The indefatigable ink must run. 
It is the comic writer’s lot as hé said— 
To joke with sorrow aching in his head, 
make your laughter when his own heart bled. 


We must keep up the supply for your sons, madam, though our dear ones lie sick. It has been our task truly to do our 
work with a beloved friend on his death-bed in the next room. - But pardon these sad thoughts, suggested by the late calamities 


| 
which Literature has guffered. It is my place not to muse but to amuse. Yet a passing shade of sorrow is tnavoidable, 
ages.” With that Fun presented BriraNNiA with his New Volume. 


madam,—as you will find memorial verses even in these nis 

‘* To think,” she cried, ‘‘ that my Parliament are at a lou to devise ascheme for popular education when this is offered them ! ” 

‘* They prefer the ForstERine care of others, madam, for your sons; and reserye my pages for their own improvement.” 

Then Fun knelt on the sand, and raised BRITANNIA’S hand to his lips. 

‘* Farewell, my friend and benefactor,” said the lady with regret. 

‘‘ Farewell!” said Fon, and then turning to his crew he cried, ‘‘ Up with the sail.” 

‘* It’s over half a million already,” was the reply. 

The buoyant galley, with the boy at the stern and the gals at the oar, rode gaily over the billows, and with spreading 
canvas circumnayigated the globe, dispensing funlight wherever it went—from the Bay of Fundy to remote Funchal. And 
wherever it went if distributed the volumes of Fun, which it had at last been discovered were better adapted for the civilization 
of the various lands at which it touched than whiskey and missionaries. The aborigines used to drink the whiskey and eat the 
missionaries; but they devoured the volumes of Fun, laughed and grew fat upon them. 

At last, having reached port, the Commodore sat him down to a sherry-cobbler in his own gorgeously-appointed office. 
He drew a magnificent cigar from his jewelled case, and taking a vesuvian from his fusee-box addressed a joke te it, which of 


course struck it instantly. Then he lit up, and leisurely whiffed at his weed. 
But presently there fell a sense of wonder and bewildetment upon the attendants in the outer office as they felt the building, 


massive as if was, vi 
‘‘An earthquake!” they cried, and rushing to Fuw’s apartment kvfiocked lotidly at the door, to seck counsel ‘a him. 


‘Come in!” said Fun. They obeyed. And behold the whole thing was explaitied. It was no earthquake 
It was merely the whole world shaking its sides with laughter over 


Ghe Glebenth Volume of the Hele Series of Fun. 
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ING ho! for the vessel 
that spreads her 
sail, 

With the popular breath 
for a favouring 
gale! 

Through stormy ocean 
and sunlit sea 

She has carried her pen- 
non so fair and 
free! 

For many and many 
a year has run 
Her course round the 

world —the good 
ship * Fun.” 


She has tackled of pi- 
rates not a few— 

And has sunk of smug- 
glers a craft or 
two. 

To her mast she has 
nailed the flag of 
Right, 

And never has truckled 
to Wrong’ or 
Might. 

The rascals all quake 
when they hear 
the gun, 

That bids them 
“bring to,’ from 
the good ship 
“Fun.” 


Forth she sails, o’er the 
limitless blue, 
She’s a gallant craft with 

a gallant crew! 
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With Mirth and Wisdom for bo’sun and mate, 

And the first “ luff’’ Good-Nature, to navigate, 
With truth at the helm, and with jest and pun 
For her lanterns aloft, sails the good ship “Fun.” 


Seven times had she sailed the main, 
When we docked, and re-fitted, and launched her again : 
Ten times since has she put from shore— 
And now she sets out on a voyage more— 
For a taut little ship that they write “al,” 
She will sail on for ever, the good ship “ Fun,’ 
| 
} 


To the Charitable. 


Tue people of the Shetland Islands are reported to be 
in a starving condition, owing to the failure of their 
crops. An appeal is being made on their behalf which, 
we trust, will be widely responded to. In the mean- 
time we would mention—in answer to the objection 
urged against sending coals to Newcastle —that no 

| similar protest will be made against the generosity 
| which will send its “pony ”’ to the Shetlands. 

N.B. Failing “ ponies,” we may add, “ hogs” and 
“ bulls ”’ will be acceptable. 


| 
| 





Readings by Star-Light. 


| We trust scientific journals will take a note of this: — 
It is said that a new daily paper isto be publishedin May. Its 
name will be Light, and it will be edited by Mr. John Morley, the 
| late editor of the Star. 
This is a curious proof of the allegations of astronomers 
| than in many instances, stars have ceased to exist long 
ere their /ight has reached us. 





Martin’s Act.—Consume your own smoke. 
APPROPRIATE TESTIMONIAL FOR A Man ov ExtTaeme 
Views.—A telescope. 
Ir’s a notorious fact that a young lady never pays her 
| bets, why is it a matter of surprise that she doesn't 
| “slope” ?—Because it would be a gal-levanting. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 2nd, 1870. 


3 T is not often that we can agree so thoroughly with the Saturday 

¢ © Review as we do, when it condemns the curious pass to which 

“) women have been brought by modern civilization, assisted by the 

unfeminine goings-on of “‘ Woman’s Rights ’’ advocates, and un- 
sexed females of that kind. 

Thanks to the attitude assnmed by these persons, we find women 
discussing (as they have recently done with regard to an Act, to which 
weneed not to refer more definitely) subjects which either they ought to 
know nothing about, or knowing should be too decent to talk about. 
We have two damsels, scarcely out of their teens, turning the horrors 
of the Byron scandal to after-dinner talk with creatures of the 
opposite sex, and we have Paterfamilias grateful for the close of the 
Morpavunt divorce case—because then he can get hold of his paper, 
without the chance of its being snatched from him by the girls. As 
for the depraved wretches: who ae - Divorce aa ~ o—_ 
appetite, we have no s y wi eir complaint that of late they 
aa from felt tiieened seats by the ladies. But we have 
more than sympathy—pity—for those who ousted them. 

As the Saturday y observes, the women of pagan and so-called 
“im > tieariall helter taste than- many demnss and damsels of to- 
day. ell may they utter to their degenerate successors the warn- 
i xy of “ Ladies, ies!’ and protest inst being described as 
indelicate 


i by persons with such manners customs ! 


A cass, which did not create as much stir as the Morpaunrt scandal, 
and yet as gravely concerned the interests of society, came to an end 
the other day, we omeeee we must say satisfactorily. We allude to 
the action ht by Dr. Wui1ams against the Ducugss or Somerset 
for libel. The libel, which consisted of a printed pamphlet, seriously 
reflecting on Dr. WriLt1aMs as a man no less than as a physician, was 
withdrawn with an apology, and the case concluded. We can quite 
understand the unreasoning grief of a mother deprived of her only son, 
and can overlook any incoherent ravings against mal-treatment which 
might escape her lips in all the first anguish of bereavement. But 
when the bereaved mother goes into type and circulates a pamphlet, 
it looks like something more deliberate than the outburst of over- 
whelming sorrow. However, Dr. WiLLIAMs consented to accept the 
apology, and he can certainly afford to do so, for his fame as a physi- 
cian is only equalled by his reputation for kindness and consideration 
—as many a poor fellow can testify who has been treated by him for 

ulmonary affection, the class of disease which Dr. WiLu14Ms has made 

is mens ty, and which is only too common amongst hard-workers and 
people of sedentary occupations. Dr. WrILuiaMs, we say, can afford to 
accept reparation which would be utterly inadequate in the case of 
many medical men. ‘The healing art is one which its foremost 
students and wisest practitioners have found it difficult to agree about 
at all times; and while eminent physicians differ as to treament in 
complicated cases, it shonld not be permitted that an angry woman— 
whatever excuse may be pleaded for mental anguish—should have the 
power to injure the hard-won repute of an earnest and conscientious 


physician. 





Old Saws with New Handles. 

Wuen the cat’s away—the servants have some difficulty in account- 
ing for broken crockery and vanished cold meat. 

Fine feathers make—just as good pillows as coarse ones. 

One good turn—is as much as you can expect from a cheap silk. 

What the eye doesn’t see—is as a rule the parting of the back-hair, 
but even that is to be viewed by the aid of a couple of mirrors. 

When the wine is in—as a rule the wine-marchant’s bill is not long 
in coming in too. 
‘ Never say “dye "whatever may be the fashionable colour for 

air. 


Mule Twist. 


A CONTEMPORARY seems to be sneering in this paragraph :— 

An American paper, in recommending a candidate for office, said that during the 
rebellion he received ‘* wounds enough to kill a mule.” 

Well, there’s nothing discreditable in that; if he survived wounds 
enough to killa mule, it proves he was not such a donkey as to let 


them kill him. 


Note in Natural History. 
Ir is feared the Dixorm’s is extinct—that in fact it is no Moa. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 157. 


WE may chance as we come to the pleasant spring weather, 
To find this is stopped in the street altogether. 

That is on one day of the seven without it 
Our poor folks must do. Is it wise? We much doubt it. 


1. It pricks or it goads, it spurs on or incites, 
So a sound lexicographer carefully writes. 
But a new definition in these days we make, 
It gives to a man’s head a terrible ache. 


2. Of liquor you would have no lack 
Tf this was full of honest sack, 
Whatever sack may be; I state 
It holdeth more than gallons eight. 


3. I’ve heard a creature not too wise 
Make this remark without surprise : 
No matter what its comrades say, 
It answers in the self-same way. 


4, You'll find it is double, you may, if you please, 
Explain it of two kinds, two things, or degrees. 


5. No man was ever half so dear, 
I loved him years ago ; 
In Gallic tongue so sweet and clear, 
I'd call him this you know. 


6. His head for many days was sore, 
Some bits of it he’d miss, 
I said it was in truth a bore— 
The surgeon called it this. 


7. Ah! pleasant science yet too hard for most, 
Each old king rises ’mid you like a ghost. 
The sacred writings show us words of praise 
Of all the mighty men of ancient days. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 155.— Winds, Frost.: Whiff, Idler, Nero” 
Dis, Sippet. 


Correct SorvuTions or Acrostic No. 155, rEcrrvep 2nd Marcn.—Sour Lemon ” 
B. P. R.; Timothy and (Co.; C. B. H.; B. A. M.; D. R. W.; Tom and Jim» 
Chummie; Ferndale; Banjo; Bandy-legged Borachio; Veritas; Old Cider Kye » 
Slodger and Tiney; Tootletumps; J. O. P.; Lindi’s; We three; Suffolk Dump- 
ling ; Tomk; Cockywax, junior; J.T. ; Gallic Cock; Tad’sGrandmother; Pimlico 
Tom Cat; Old Maid; Rheumat.c Subject; Pipekop; Gyp; Ruby’s Ghost. 

** Beatie Cookie Carter”? protests against our abbreviating her name, and not 
certain ‘idiotic’ nons de plume. We try to abbreviate all we can, for our space is 
- ome. She should remember this—and we wish other correspondents would 

ink of it too! 


The Jug-ular Vein. 

A Yankee paper commenting on the spelling of a Minnesota juror; 
who addressed a note to the judge with the inscription, ‘‘ Onarable 
jug,” says the juror seemed to fancy his washup was entitled to a 
handle to hisname. Might it not also have been due to his obsery- 
ing atendency to spout about him ? 


The Head and Front of his Offending. 
Tuat disgraceful young Bopcers describes the marble bust of his 
father, presented to that most exemplary mayor by his fellow towns- 
men, as the “chip of the old block.’’ 





Encouraging for Photographers. 


Ir is positively ridiculous of people to decline to sit for their 
portraits in the severe weather of winter, since then of all times you 
are most likely to have a cold, and, of course, when you're a little 
hoarse it is the right time to have your carte. 


Something like a Grievance. 
PzorLe who w er about scolding wives and smoking chimnies 
can never know what it is to drop an oyster on the floor ! 


Geographical Mem. 
Wuy can every inhabitant of ‘the Torrid Circle claim it as his 
exclusive property P— Because it’s his Zone ! 


Not Right to a T. 


A stuDENT of Stratford.atte Bowe wishes to know whether the 
French words Café Chantant mean a “ musical tea.’’ 


Step it! 
an old fop, as you would an old building by 
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Ars. Brown on Things in General, 
——_—_—_ 
AY? THE BARRICADES. 


‘J E was a-settin’ over our supper me and Mrs. Papwicx, as ’ad 
5 a few friends dropped in close agin’ the Marble Arch, when 
we ’eard them newsfellers comin’ a-’ollerin’ down the street 
as there was a French riverlution broke out, with a frightful 
massacree, in them evenin’ papers. 

“‘ Law,” I says, “’ow werry hawful!”’ for it give mea dreadful turn. 

So, Mrs. Makin, as is aunt to the young man as ‘ave married Mrs. 
Papwick’s daughter, she says, “Oh, them French is used to it and 
likes it.”’ 

‘Yes,’ says Mrs. Papwick; “and I wonders, Marrua, as you 
takes sich a interest in ’em.” : 

‘‘ Take a interest in ’em,”’ I says, “in course I do, through a-knowin’ 
Paris that well as I could find my way about blindfold, as the sayin’ 
is, and seems for to ’ave it all afore my eyes, as is a disgraceful sight, 
with bloodshed as is ’urtful to ’uman life; not as ever I did ’old with 
that ‘ere Roquerort as always were a red ’ot publican though some 
may consider ‘im the cheese, as is called arter’im, but a deal too 
strong for me.’’ And so I went on a-tellin’ Mrs. Mark all about 
them riots as broke out when I were over there. 

“‘ Ah,”’ says she, ‘‘ I’m always timbersome about any think a-breakin’ 
out, through well rememberin’ the New River a-bustin’ its banks into 
my back kitchin, as were the werry day as them Chartists would ‘ave 
broke out too, only but for a-knowin as Ma kin bein’ swore in a 
special as kep ’em under.” 

“Ah,” I says, “and quite right too, as is jest what them I’rench 
wants, as that ’ere Hemperor keeps under through ‘avin’ been a special 
‘isself and ’is truncheon a’angin’ behind the door to this werry day, 
or else they’d up and kill every one the same as they ’ave done with 
rivers of blood runnin’ into oshuns through the streets, with their 
gillinteens and barrilcades, as I ’ears say, is made of the buses upset, 
as In course bein’ overthrowed sudden will stop the traffic, and werry 
unpleasant for them as is inside, and certain death to the outsiders I 
should say ; as did used to be made of the pavin’ stones as were that 
"ere Lovuiy Naporgon’s depth in ’avin’ ’em all tore up by that ’ere 
OUSEM:N, as ‘ouscbreaker they did ought to call ’im, for he’s been and 
pulled more ’ouses down than ever he'll put up agin with all ‘is 
braggin’; and, as to them loose stones about the street, I do say give 
me the steam roller over where I'm a-passin’, as is very apt for to 
throw a 'orse down besides ’urtful to the foot, and oniy encourages 
boys to pick one up for a lark as'll go a-flying through a plate glass 
worth fifty pounds, besides a ’ittin’ anyone in their own drawin'-room 
the same as the lady at the Duke or WELLINGTON’s when the mob was 
a-shyin’ at ’im in the Reform Bill, and struck ’er on the neck a 
dreadful gash, as ’ad iron shetters put up for a protection and never 
looked out of them winders agin, nor ’ave ’em opened no more to ‘is 
dyin’ day. 

‘* But as I was a-sayin’, as to barrilcades, they’re easy made even 
with a chest of drawers, with the washin’-stand, and your bedstead, 
shoved up agin’ the door as were ’ow poor Mrs. Atpers kept the 
brokers out of ’er place, and ALDERS too all night for that matter, and 
serve ‘um right, as ’ad took to bettin’ as'll soon bring your nose to the 
grindstone as the sayin’ is. 

“But bless you, them French is that desperate as they'd take and 
make barrilcades of their own fathers and draw any one out by the 
air of their ’eads as it’s a mercy there’s so much false wore now, as 
may prove a safe-guard to that ’ere Hempress and thousands beside, 
but as to their a-goin’ to make a row and upset everythink, I should 
like to see ‘em try it on with millions of sojers all over the place, as 
would bayginet ‘em with their cannons in a jiffey. 

* It must ‘ave been werry aggrawatin’ to that ’ere Hempress that 
Roaurrort a-brakin’ out with ’is lantern the werry evenin’ as she 
were expectin’ a few friends as ’ad to be put off through the perlice 
bein’ wanted to keep ’em in order as couldn’t be in two places at once, 
and I am sure that ‘ere Boulerees is that size as there might be Meg's 
divertions a-goin on in the kitchen and that Hempress never ’ear a 
word, as in course sets in ’er drorin’-room every day, as some will not 
through a-keepin’ it fit for company, not a-likin’ for to ’ave so many 
fires as in course makes more work for the ’ousemaid though I ’ave 
knowed the first families as always set on the ground floor; and as to 
the Hirish there ‘aint nothink like a door step for them. 

“ But when you comes to think of what the French has done, why 
the same they may do as well I remembers the rows all through that 
Mx. Tears, as were a werry sad man, and they do say but for that he 
might have been Hemperor ’isself, only the French is that lively lot 
as that they could'nt stand ‘Tears for ever,’ as was wot some would 
keep on a-callin’ out as is wot ‘Weave l’Empereur’ means. Not as 
+ olds with that there Peer Boxyrarty a-killin’ that there young 
ebrew gent, though in course it is more than any Peer can put up 


vober™ ‘ave his head punched but might ’ave give it back with the 
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“ As to that there Roquerort a-goin to make a row at is funeral I do 
say as it were downright undecent not to let even a Jew ‘ave Christian 
berrial, but only shows as I were right in a-sayin’ as I ‘ave score of 
times, as that there Roaverort didn’t never ought to ’ave come back 
not for all the animosities as ever Louis NAPoLEon might give out. 

‘“ For,’ I says to Brown, when he was a-readin’ about it, ‘ animosity 
or no animosity they wouldn't get me back to France, and them as 
goes will rue the day, as so they ‘ave, for it’s all very fine for that ‘ere 
Roquerort to get off with six months and ‘ard labour, but think of 
the fools as ’eve been and led to distruction with ’is lantern, as they 
calls it, as wasn’t nothink agin the bulls eyes of the perlice as they 
turned on ’im.”’ 

Says Mrs. Makin, “ Law, Mrs. Brown, to ‘ear you talk, anyone 
would say you was Frerch bred and born too.” 

“ Well,” I says, “I ’ave been there and still would go, as the sayin’ 
is; but,” I says, * not for to see them lovely Boulerees tore down, nor 
yet Toulevards tore up, with cannons planted along all them rampin’ 
parts of the fortifications all round Paris, as would lay you in hashes 
in a minit afore your time.” 

I says, ‘“‘ Where I blames them perlice is a-pitchin’ into the hinner- 
cent the same as they did into me one day when I was over there, as 
was a-walkin’ only across the street in the riots and was pounced on 
by two of them ‘Surjons de wille,’ as is always about in case of 
haxidence with suckers for the blessed (as they calls the wounded) close 
at ’and. So, in course I shook them waggerbones off, and give one a 
touch of my elber in ’is waist as made '’m double up through bein’ 
that tight-laced as is their ’abits. Well, they began a-screechin’ and a 
jabberin’ ; but I'd got my back agin’ the wall, leastways, a doorway, 
and give such a swing round with my umbreller as made them wag- 
gerbones duck to avoid the blow, and as luck would ’ave it, the door 
opened sudden just then and I pitched backwards under a ’orse’s feet as 
wele comin out in a carridge. It’s a mercy as they didn’t trample me 
to hatoms, as they would ‘ave done but for the concerge as pulled me 
away and turned out Hinglish ‘isself, and spoke up for me to them 
perlice ; and what do you think as them fellers dared for to say, as 
they thought I was a man in petticoats a-tryin’ to stir up a riverlution 
witb my umbreller as they'd ’ad their eye on me through ‘avin’ see me 
a-wavin’ it on the top of a seat the day afore. Well, as luck would 
‘av it, the doorway as I'd fell into were the British Hembessy, as is 
Lorp Lions, as QWuEEN WicTortA ‘ave sent over there for to keep the 
French in check as well knows what British lions is when put up, as 
will lay down with the lamb, as the sayin is, but not stand none of ‘is 
impidence, for I know'd ’is noble father well as were a true British 
sailor through bein’ a rare admiral, as would ‘ave opened ‘is ports on 
‘em and ‘ave blowed all their barrilcades to hatoms in a hinstant jest 
with a single powder puff as is what they calls broadsides.” 

“Ah,” says Mus. Papwick, “ give me a British tar agin the world.” 

I says, “ Right you are and that’s why them French ain’t never at 
peace through a-wantin’ them powerful navals for to sweep the seas as 
is the back bone of the British constitution and Queen Wicroria’s 
glory as the sun never sets on, as in course expects as every man will 
do his duty, the same as Lorp Nexson’s last dyin’ speech and confes- 
sion aspirin’ to the last in the arms of wictory.”’ 

So when I pulled myself together a bit, I says to that ’ere con- 
cerge, asis French for porter, “ I wishes for to speak to Lorp Lions 
as I knows will see me righted.” 

‘ Lor bless you,” says the porter, “you can’t for he’s over in 
London.”’ 

I says, “Oh, indeed, off dooty for the day I suppose—well,” I says, 
“in course he must’ave ’is ’olliday the same as every onc else, but,’ L 
says, ‘you'll give him my complements, young man, and say as Mrs. 

snow ’ave called in, and that if there’s any more of them rows she 
means for to see the Hemperor over it, as well she remembers a-lodgin’ 
close agin St. James's Square, as a friend of ‘ers did used to wash for, 
with nothin’ particklar in the way of shirts and werry common 
pocket ’ankerchers as is a thing as the French don’t give in to much.” 
So I wished ’im good day, and in course a-knowin’ of my remedy |’m 
not afeard of them perlice in Paris nor no where's else, as sneaked off 
a-leavin’ me alone as soon as they see me under that British Lion's per- 
tection and as to me a-stirrin up a riverlution with my umbreller, | 
only stood up on a seat and waved when that ’ere Prince Umperial 
was a-passin’ to ’ave a good look at 'im through a-wishin’ the boy no 
‘arm though I don’t old with neither father nor mother myself as 
won't ’ear the last on it if I’m muslested agin I can tell ‘em. 








Coming out of our Shell. 


To our thinking, a pea-shelling machine (we offer the suggestion 
gratuitously) should be fitted on a tri-pod. 





Hare and Air. 
Ovrepicurean friend, Gorman D’Evysor, says the poets may say what 
they please about the jug-jug of the nightingale, he prefers the simple 
jug of the hare. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 
No. .7.—Piccapi1iy. 


Tere are few streets whose appearance at different times in the 
day differs more than that of Piccadilly. At early dawn groaning 
market-carts, cabbage-laden, and creaky-axled, toil slowly along it, the 
drivers, with a strange semi-rustic look, trudging beside them. ‘These 
carts are more pleasant to look at and smell just now than they will be 
later on their return journey from Covent Garden, loaded with 
manure for the market gardens. 

Presently, as it grows lighter, the early coffee-stall at Hyde Park 
corner vanishes like a goblin at the approach of day. The early work 
folk have passed to their labours, and partaken of the delicacies it 
offers, so its task is completed. Have any of our readers ever tasted 
the spirit, of mysterious manufacture, which is at times procurable at 
such stalls? If not, let us recommend them to abstain—it is needless 
to warn them against a second taste if they have once tasted and sur- 
vived. It is said to be made out of old rope, and its choking 
capabilities are more painful in this form, we should think, than as an 
outward application to the throat. 

And now come the shop-girls tripping along, sprinkled with a few 
clerks whose business at the other end of the town calls them forth 
betimes. Later comes the luckier clerks of the West End, the Civil 
servants—fortunate fellows, who have the pleasure of surveying the 
aforesaid shop-girls, busily in dressing the windows. 

By eleven or twelve the ordinary stream of life flowing eastward and 
westward occupies this broad channel, and it has little of special 
character until the afternoon. Then come the swells, the faultless 
swells, to saunter in the Park or take a turn in the Burlington. And 
where they are the Soiled Doves will 5 like the vultures about a 
carcass. ey perceptibly leaven the Park, but they have the Arcade 
almost entirely to themselves. By some occult instinct, after a certain 
hour close on noon, ladies shun the covered promenade ; even the girl 
of the period dares not carry her imitation of Lais so far as that! 

Meanwhile Piccadilly is densely crowded with carriages and horses 

of every description, from the aristocratic chariot to the plebeian ’bus. 
For there is a republicanism about Piccadilly which is not shared by 
other streets lying close upon it. It is more democratic than Bond 
Street and St. James’s-street, while Pall Mall has nothing in common 
with it, and is so d and so dull that one quite pities the War Office 
clerks for not having a more lively view from their windows ! 
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The roadway of Piccadilly is crowded with fine equipages and 
shabby growlers, with the barouche of Rank, and the brougham of 
Beauty (not always unadorned) ; with the mail-phaeton of the guarcs- 
man, and the hansom of the private not in the Guards; with the 
curricle, and the cab, and the cart. 

This is the time to see Piccadilly, for as its roadway is choked with 
vehicles so its pathway is crammed with pedestrians, of as many 
different classes as the vehicles. ‘That is a peer of long creation—this 
is a bankrupt of yesterday’s making. Here is a pure sweet woman, 
going mayhap on an errand of mercy—yonder trips painted Vice, 
going to spread its snares for gilded youth. 

Mind you, the street itself is a wonderful study, without a word 
about the people init. Beginning from Swan anp EnGar’s, you pass 
that strange fossil the Geological Museum, and that recent formation 
the St. James’s Hall, which is a conglomerate of dinners, Christy's 
Minstrels, and other entertainments. St. James's Church, with its ugly 
modern sham-antique gate, and Burlington House with its present 
frontage, unpretentious in everything save ugliness, balance each other ; 
and then comes the Egyptian Hall, with the multifarious Woop1y, 
and the two huge Egyytian figures trying to pretend they don’t notice 
what goes on in the Arcade over the way. 

Then you skirt the Wellington, and pause to weep over the 
departure of the good old coaching days outside the White Horse 
Cellar—then away, past FrancaTELui’s, by many a noble residence 
looking over the Green Park. More than one noted residence has of 
late changed hands, and its noble owners have been succeeded by 
clubs. One has been kept closed and uninhabited for years! So you 
come to Apsley House, and the Weturneton statue, and the Park, and 
St. George’s Hospital. That is the climax of Piccadilly— after that it 
dwindles, to lose all its individuality near Tattersall's. 

And as the street dwindles after Hyde Park Corner, so its glory 
dwindles as the evening closes in. The swells have gone home to 
dinner, the humble folk have gone home to tea. Later and later, the 
traffic diminishes in quantity, without improving in quality. Toward 
the small hours noisy cabfuls from the haunts in the Haymarket, 
which innocent people believe to have been quite extirpated by this 
time, awake the echoes of Piccadilly. They become fewer and farther 
between, until the clump of the policeman’s boots is almost the only 
sound; and another day has completed its round in the existence of 


| Piccadilly. 
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THE SEASONS. 
By AN Unprecirpep Barp. 


I Love the spring! its tender greens 
(Not cabbages but colours) please ; 
The vernal flowers that clothe its scenes 

Are lovely, each in their degrees, 
But then, upon the other hand, 

Its softness makes one overbold, 
And—how, one cannot understand— 

Afflicts one with acough and cold. 


AGAINS| 
ib Corn biti 
SS 


No, summer is the time for me, 
When earth its beauty ripe discloses, 
When sings the bird and hums the bee, 
And all the sceneis rich in roses. 
Yet, still, it may be urged again, 
That fever, by its warmth begot, 
Stalks gaunt through hamlet, town, and plain: 
And often it’s uncommon hot! 


So give me autumn! Calm and cool, 
With woodland russet, gold, and brown ; 
When every evening, as a rule, 
The sun more early settles down. 
Still, that it has no drawbacks, too, 
I dare not, I admit, insist, 
While pangs rheumatic wield the screw 
On foot and ankle, arm and wrist. 


Therefore shall winter be my choice! 
When silent lies the landscape white, 
Save for Dan Robin’s cheery voice, 
Who sings from morning until night. 
But then in winter chilblaans come, 
And we’re with frosts and chills opprest ; 
The blood grows cold, the fingers numb,— 
It’s hard to say which season’s best! 


ON THE MAGS. 


MARCH. 


Tue Cornhill is a capital number this month. Mr. Reanpe’s story 
keeps the expectation still a-tiptoe, with no promise of an immediate 
solution of the mystery. Of the other papers there is not one that is 
not thoroughly readable—and more than that, does not give valuable 
information or suggestion. 

Tinsley’s presents an unusually long list of contents, which are 
various enough, and all amusing or interesting. A description of 
PatMEr’s doings at Rugeley will not be the less read because so long 
a time has elapsed since the crime was committed. ‘ The Record of 
the Rings’’ is a strange weird story. 

London Society seems plentifully illustrated this month. Its art is 
above the average, the sketch, “On and off the Stage” being, in 
especial, admirable. The literary contents are agreeably varied 
between prose and verse, tales and essay. 

The Argosy is better illustrated. It has a story by Johnny Ludlow 
hardly as artistically told as usual. The other contents are quite up 
to the average, but it is just doubtful whether “ Bessy Rane ” does not 
take up too much space. 

A new serial entitled The Best of Everything, by the author of Enguire 
Within, will be sure of a welcome wherever the writer’s earlier work is 
known and valued. The present serial is one whose object can only 
be explained by its title—it is, in short, to contain “the best of every- 
thing,” and the first number is up to promise. 


Ls 
Pity the Poor Postman. 


He is constantly “knocking about,” and although that does not 
constitute him a dissipated man, dizzy-pated he must of necessity be, 
from his hourly attempts to decipher the wretched handwriting of the 
majority of those who are supposed to have received a polite education. 


CHATS 





A QUESTION. 
Ir wit is bad-in-age, how much more unbecoming it must be in 
youth! 





PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT. 
Wirnovut many hours of real hard work no Premiére Danseuse can 
appear au fay. 


Wuenre do they put oxen on board ship ?—In the steer-age. 
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QUITE ABOVE HIM! 


Snobbins cannot think what the girls are laughing at! 








A Fortunate Escape. 

A GENTLEMAN, eminent in the literary profession, met with an 
accident in Fleet-street the other day. Fortunately he recognised it 
before he quite came up to it, and avoided it by turning down a by- 
street. The accident was tall, rather good-looking, and has a con- 
firmed habit of borrowing half-crowns. 


HAT "IM AGAIN. 


Tue man who would keep his head cool shouldn't clap a stove-pipe 
on it. 





Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


ARTEMUS WARD, Junior.—It is an insult to the memory of a clever 
man to assume such a 722m de plume, especially with such small pre‘ension. 
Why can't you people strike out original lines of your own. 

D.—That’s just what we said, wh«n we discovered that your “ original ° 
contribution referred to the descent of Skye terriers when it rained ‘cats 
and dogs.’ 

T. T.—It is as presumptuous to pretend to write verse without knowing 
how to construct it, as to fancy you can write English when you do not 
know how to spell. Think of that! 

De_TA.— Thank you! We were aware that “the scalds were bards.”’ 
‘¢ Allow us to remind’”’ you that people who inform us of the decease of 
Queen Anne are bores. 

Extn —We really cannot answer your question. 

J. A. MAUNDRELL.—We have not the least idea who you are, or what 
you are aiming at in your “ effusionary "’ lines. 

A WorkKING MAN.— Your language proves you a believer in the abusive 
Odgerite school. Besides, you talk nonsense. 

V. V. (or YY).— Why, why don’t you write more legibly ? 

A. B. B. (Strand).—We really cannot understand what you mean. 

Declined with thanks:—Cockatoo; L. D., Wimbledon; Tottenham ; 
Z. Z., Ventnor; Crotchet; J. A., Dorset-street; J. T.; Crab; E. B.; 
Dash; J. G., Oswestry; R. R. H, Manchester; Chiverthiniad; F. W. 
—. Cornwall-road; C. R., Kensington; G. S., Finsbury-street ; G. C. C., 
Holles street; Gobbles; T. T.; E. M. S., University Hall; A True Lover 
of Pancakes; A Baby, e‘c.; B ; J. F. F. McR., Brixton; J. W. ; Dreamer ; 
S., St. Swithin’s-lane; W.; J. H., St. Helen’s; J. W. T., Cambridge ; 
W. P., Primrose Hill; G. C. N.; F. 8.; H. P., Finchley; T. J. M, 
Hull; F. J., Berwick-street ; G. L , Stevenage. 
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DIS-GREASE-FUL ! 
Don’t mind him :—it’s only old Perblynd, who has caught up a grease-box instead of his carpet-bag. He doesn’t intend any dishonesty ! 




















oe Cre See ae A fix, just : a bined 
Tue age is not so rich in poetry, especially in poetic drama, that it 2 & eee, (Oe eS Seneeure, Comins 
can afford to give cold greeting to such worthy work as Mr. R. H. wa ae nah Gee g00 Scenes, 
Horne’s tragedy The Death of Marlowe (Lacy, Strand), which is as pied y will «yc 
welcome in its republication, after having been long out of print, as away GRO GFEALS WEES. 
F its author is on his return to Somes soe long sojourn in Australia. ANSWER BY ovuR P.D. 
o We should do injustice to this noble a, which seems rather like a To A dd one-forth of Pl 
ze relic of the Shaksperian age than a production of modern times, by such " PL”, aio Ay be Gaase, 
F extracts as our space permit. We can only say that we hope in And you'll find, if you syllables measure, 
hailing this revival, we are only receiving the forerunner of many a You've got the one-syllabled plague. 
fine drama from the pen of the author of Orion, a poem which obtained 
at its first appearance a wide recognition among the foremost writers re ea 
; of the day, many of whom have left on record their admiration for Something Wrong Here. 
i Mr. Horne s undoubted genius. A CONTEMPORARY states that :—“ Green peas are selling in Philadel- 
, Comic songs nowadays are so dull or so vulgar that we are grateful | phia at 24d. a-piece.”” Of course the last word is a mere slip of the 
r to Messrs. Cocxs and Co., of New Burlington-street, for publishing | pen—it should be “ 2} a pea”’ not “ a-piece.” 
such songs as Mr. A. S. Garry’s Put it Down to me, and I really am so 
SE anne tre aeeenne anoeanenn on Mane & Lang without salting Wuar is the most learned fish ?—Well, re(a‘d herring! 

In an Old Man-of-War’s-Man’s Yarn, Mr. R. H. Goocu tells, in a ioe . . 
pleasant and unaffected style, the simple and touching yarn of an old MOEIOR.—sowe reat, Be Sesuteenth Hageyewrly, Folens of FOR, being 
sailor, whose sons sailed with the expedition of Sir Joxn THE TENTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
FRANKLIN. Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 18. 6d. each. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 


List of their Furniture, 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Cata!ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and ena ietending Parehemrs to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 
whole house. 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S.E. 


rrr 
printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pheonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commo1s, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: March 12, 1870. 




















Maru 19, 1870.] FUN. oe _ 15 





| I ly se " ls dare to d | 
T H E BA B BA L L A D S . What we cones j tah tnd fue, 
ee | And only good men do, in fact, 


No. 79._MY DREAM. What we should think a dirty act. 


Sint awel> <i — a 


HE other night, from | But strangest of these social twirls, 
cares exempt, The girls are boys —the boys are girls ! 
I slept—and what | The men are women, too—but then, 
d'you think I[/| Fer contra, women all are men. 
dreamt 


To one who to tradition clings 

This seems an awkward state of things, 
But if to think it out you try, 

It doesn't really signify. 


With them, as surely as can be, | 
\ 


I dreamt that some- | 
how I had come | 
To dwell in Topsy- | 
Turveydom! | 
| 


Where vice is vir- A sailor should be sick at sea, 





tue—virtue, vice: | And not a passenger may sail 
Where nice is nasty | Who cannot smoke right through a gale. 
—nasty, nice: . 
siecle a . A soldier (save by rarest luck) 
Where right — Is always shot for showing pluck, 
aa ne (That is, if others can be found) 


Where white is black and black is white. 


Where babies, much to their surprise, 
Are born astonishingly wise ; 

| With every science on their lips, 

| And art at all their finger tips. 


A LC A NNN ATi iil tapaamamemama ey e: 


is right — With pluck enough to fire a round. 
{ 


For, as their nurses dandle them, 
They crow binomial theorem, 
With views (it seems absurd to us) 
On differential calculus. 


But though a babe, as I have said, 
Is born with learning in his head, 
He must forget it, if he can, { 
Before he calls himself a man. 


For that which we call folly here, 
Is wisdom in that favoured sphere ; | 

The wisdom we so highly prize 

| Is blatant folly in their eyes. 


A boy, if he would push his way, 
Must learn some nonsense every day ; 
And cut, to carry out this view, 
His wisdom teeth and wisdom too. 





“‘How strange,”’ I said to one I saw, 
“You quite upset our every law, 
However can you get along 

So systematically wrong ?”’ 


‘Dear me,’”’ my mad informant said, 

‘‘ Have you no eyes within your head ? 
You sneer when you your hat should doff, 
Why we begin where you leave off! 


Historians burn their midnight oils, 

Intent on giant-killers’ toils ; 

And sages close their aged eyes 

To other sages’ lullabies. | 
3 , ‘Your wisest men are very far 

Our magistrates, in duty bound, Less learned than our babies are! "’ 

Commit all robbers who are found ; I mused awhilo—and then. oh. me! 

But there the beaks (so a i said) I framed this brilliant repartee , 


Commit all robberies ins 
ee ‘“‘ Although your babes are wiser far 
Our judges, pure and wise in tone, Than our most valued sages are, 
Know crime from theory alone, Your sages, with their toys and cots 
And glean the motives of a thief Are duller than our idiots!” 
From books and popular belief. ' — 
But this remark, I grieve to state, | 


But there, a judge who wants to prime C : little bi ais 
His mind with true ideas of crime, ame juss & Little bit too late ; 
Derives them from the common sense 
Of practical experience. 


For as I framed it in my head, 
I woke and found myself in bed. 


Still I could wish that, stead of here, 
My lot were in that favoured sphere ! 
Where greatest fools bear off the bell 
I ought to do extremely well. 


a 








Good News for the Navy. 


Tue indefatigable Mr. Baxter, in the late debate on the Navy | 
Estimates, related a few of his experiences with regard to the stores we | 
have in hand in the various dockyards. What he tells us is very | 
cheering. First of all we havea ten years’ supply of candles. That | 
ought to assist in making the estimates light for some time. We have | 
enough towelling for seven years. No one after that ean say that the | 
Admiralty Reform doesn’t wash. And—most cheering of all—there is | 
no chance of our Fleet not being likely to be maintained in a proper state | 
of efficiency. Why, of foot-pieces for stockings for our sailors there 





is @ supply for no leas than fifty years. After that who shall say the 





Policemen march all felks awa > ; 
Who practiso virtue every — Navy 1s not placed on a proper footing ? 
course, I mean to say, you know, 
What we call virtue here below. Tue last thing a man should be out of :—Temper. 
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fA? 

| \ORUHE Chancellor Mini 
F the same relation as the famous little black and white pig of 

~ negro history bore to the remainder of the litter. “‘ Have you 

counted the pigs, Sampo ?’” said the master. “ Iss, massa, said 
| the faithful black, “ all cept dat little black and white pig, and him 
| run about so fast de debble himself coaldn’t connt him.” Mr. Giap- 
sTONE must find it as diffiewlt as Sawno did, to count upon this very 
| lively member of the Ministerial farrow. He is irrepressible, and 
' never to be depended on for) ce and reticence. He will give his 
| colleagues a back-hander round in anéwering a deputation, and 
| does not even scruple to eall the Prime Minister what amounts to “a 

humbug.” 

7 Poor doputaiions ! The way in which he roasts them, must be any- 
| thing but exhilarating. The Brewers paid him a visit the other day, 
' but must have wished themselves in their own mash-tubs, safe from 
' the shower of caustic to which he treated them. And how galling it 
' must be to those gentlemen when, after leaving Mr. Lowe’s presence, 
| writhing under the snubbing and pelting they have had, to read in 
| the paper that “ The Chancellor of the Exchequer received the Deputa- 


tion with his usual courtesy.” 


| Mr. Georce Gopwin, at a meeting of the Society of Arts, drew 
attention to the number of workmen out of employ in the building 
trade, as in all others, and urged the necessity of finding them some- 
thing to do, by encouraging public buildings. Bravo, Mr. Gopwin, a 
far better means of relieving distress than the shipping off of our 
muscle and sinew to foreign countries, or even our own colonies, 
whither, we have it on good authority, it is useless for men ina 
destitute condition to emigrate. 

The site of the New Law Courts is still a howling wilderness. It 
might be made to bloom with that welcome if unpoetical fruit—bread 
und cheese, for our starving population. Government, if it would be 
credited with sincerity in its expressed wish to deal with the wide- 
| spread distress of the labouring classes, should lose no time in com- 
mencing to build the new courts, A depatation—not to Mr. Lowze— 
should wait upon the Ministry, and urge the necessity of prompt 


| 
! 

| 

| 

| 

| 

action. 

| RHYME AND REASON. 
| 


Tue Earn or Powis, 

You ought te know, is 

The swell who presities 

(Soon after June's Ider, 

At that jovial cavern, 

ad ae Tavern), 

t the prepare 

For the pepttal Boro 

In Soho Golden Square : 
It’s the Hospital treating Diseases of Throats— 
So open your mouths—wide—and out with your votes. 





Clear the Course! 


Ovr military and naval contem , the Broad Arrow, gives a 
| paragraph, which wé must quote for its ndiveté -— 
On Thureday afternoon some experimental shot practice took place at Aldershot, 
with a view of ascertaining whether it is not possidle-for the batteries of Artillery 
/ at the station to carry out theic annual conrse of target practice at the camp instead 
| of proceeding to Shoeburyness every year for the purpose. It is stated that the 
result is satisfactory, aud that-ia all probably the batteries will practise at the 
camp = year. pee i ro — le trouble in keeping the ranges 
clear, some hup of pounds wi saved annual) the practi i 
' place at Aldershot instead of at Shoeburyness. Pe ae » ie 
It is amusing to read about the “ considerable trouble in keeping the 
ranges clear” with the batteries of artillery firing over them! We 
should have supposed the shot would have done that quite efficiently. 
Still we would suggest to the authorities, if stupid pedple will cross 
the ranges and stop the cannon balls, the French syst:m of a round of 
grapeshot might be useful in keeping them clear. 


| ie Literaty Note. 


ee 





+ 
- 


Captain Mayne Rew’s American Magazin 
| sibly true to its title it kept going “onward 


Ontoard, is dead. Pos- 
so fast that it tumbled 


off on the other side! 










of the Exchequer bears to the rest of the Ministry | 





ay 
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THE PROVO DAMOSEL. 


— - WE MPHALE JUKES 
1 Sy A Was courted by dukes, 
Swe By marquises, viscounts, 


and earls ; 
But she turned up her 


ae nose 
2 m At these and at those, 
a | This most supercilious of 
BS girls. 


OMPHALE JUKES 

% #With sneers and rebukes 
iy She flouted the whole of 
2 the Peerage. 

1 No lord, so she said, 

bis = Was she willing to wed. 

@ Who lived in this terribly 
queer age. 


 ©=6OmpHaLE JuKES 
Some chief of Mamelukes, 
Or some heroof chivalry's 
days, 
All beard, boots, and 
spurs, 
She longed to make here, 
a Like the damsels' in 
, tragedy-plays. 


OMPHALE JUK#S, 
By a series of flukes, 
By each one of her swains grew neglected ; 
And losing her looks, 
From her lovers’ good books 
Her image was quickly rejected ! 


OMPHALE JUKES 
Had to take to kes, 
Having grown now as bald as a bandicovt, 
Or, if you prefer 
So to similise her, 
As bald as a rhyme that comes handy~coot! 


So OmpHatz JuKEs 
Attended St. Luke's, 
Took a seat at the usual -rate— 
Gave up Frank, Turk, and Vandal, 
For tracts, tea, and scandal, 
And finally married a curate. 





Walking in the Zoo! ~ 

Tue New York Stock-Exchange has struck out a new line in Com- 
mercial Zoology. In addition to bears and bulls it boasts of 
‘‘lionesses,”’ as a contemporary calls the spirited ladies who have 
opened a bank in New York. It these lionesses are marricd, we should 
say their lords are not particularly delighted—peace to their maves 
say we! 

By the way, it has just occurred to us, that no proper classification 
of social zoology has ever been made. The Society in Regent’s Park 
should see to this. When they do, they should not forget to include 
the fast, betting, and equine-animous girls:of the period under the 
head of a species of leopard—the ’ossy-lot ! 


Un-Corry-borated Facts. 

THERE was a smart engagement on the Navy Estimates brought on 
by Mr. Corry, Ex-First Lord, who came out of it beaten by the pre- 
sent secretary, Mr. Baxter, whose shove behind for over-ballasted 
ex-First Lords was a caution. In this case Conry’s pigs like SEE.LEy’s 
were clearly brought to the wrong market. 





Alum and Bones! 

Mr. Homes, M.P., is trying to obtain exemption from the Smoke 
Act for the bakers. Well, if they don’t consume their own smoke, the 
worst we wish some of them is that they may be obliged to consume 
their own bread ! 





The Last Slip of the Season. 
Tzars were observed coursing each other down the furrowed cheeks 
of a veteran lover of the leash on this touching occasion. They ran 
into the hair in his beardy. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


THosk who have read In Silk Attire will gladly welcome Mr. 
BLack’s reappearance in his new novel Kilmeny (Lew, Son, anv Co., 
Fleet-street). There is a capital character in it, Heatherleigh, the 
artist. So is Polly, the model: indeed, Mr. Bracx’s Bohemian 
scenes are excellent. Why the story is called after the heroine of the 
well-known poem we will leave our readers te diseover, merely saying 
that in eonneetion with the name there isa clever incident about a 
picture and the Reyal Academy, which is most artistically worked out. 
In these days of much trash such a novel is a treat, 

New books begin to be announced about now. We welcome a 
new edition of Wayside Warbles, by Epwarp Carpgrn, the Devonshire 
| poet. Those who admire his natural and delightful songs should pur- 
chase this edition, for it eontains a portrait, from the excellent likeness 

ainted by Mr, Encar Wiz.tams, who is likely to contribute several 
interesting pictures to the academy this year. 

We have to acknowledge the receipt from Messrs, Cramer anp Co. 
of the Chilpéric Waits, the Chilpéne Quadrilles, together with three 
ballads from that lively operetta, as well as Cleansing Fires, Fireside 
Dreams, and a barearolle entitled Z' Juvito al Mare. 

We have received from Mussrg, Dean anp Son, Ludgate Hill, the 
issue for 1870 of Debrett’s Peerage, Baronetage, and Knightage, and 
House of Commons, It is painting the lily and gilding the refined gold 
to praise these admirable and exhaustive works, and yet we are so 
much indebted to Mg. Marr's indefatigable zeal and care that it would 
be ungracious not to acknowledge the extent of our debt! 





Small and Grate. 


Or all the complaints against the new and ch coal, which the 
present authorities at the Admiralty have purch for the dockyards, 
the principal was that the kind purchased for the farges was too small 
for smithery purposes, Now any one who hag geen a smith at work 
knows what very small coal he uses, so Mr. Baxrrg examined into the 
matter, and found that the dockyard officials @hjected to the coal not 
because it was too small fer amithery purposes, but because it was not 
large enough to answer ag bousehold coal, to whioh use they had been 
in the habit of putting it! It was clearly not a question of smallness 
for public purposes but ef private grate-ness. 


No Fear! 
Our readers and subscribers will no doubt feel considerably alarmed 


on reading the following paragraph :— 

There is a project on foot in Paris for the fermation of a museum containing the 
best examples that can be found of the various types of the human race, not for 
scientific purposes only, but alsoin the interest of art. M.Charles Rochet bas 


introduced the subject in a leciure at the Sorbonne, 

We hasten to re-assure them! Although in momentary expectation 
of a call from a Parisian deputation, anxious to secure us for “ Case 1”’ 
in the proposed museum, we can assure our friends that nothing shall 
tempt us to eceept the invitation. We prefer to enjoy our Fun in 
England, to being preserved in spirits in Paris. 


At Home. 


To the Professional Pedestrian, Mile-end. 
To the Gasfitter, Berners-street. 

To the Cattle-breeder, New Cross. 

To the Brewer, Maida Vale. 





May be Relied upon. 

Tux conflicting statements as to the probable retirement of the Lord 
Chief Baron of the Court of Exchequer are easily accounted for. It is 
perfectly correct that Sim Frrznoy Kee.y is about to lay down the lose, 
but it will be in the lucid atyle for which he bears so deservedly high 
a reputation. 





Rivetting the Attention. 
Tue works of a distinguished foreign artiet maintain so firm a hold 
on spectators as to make them feel for the moment-—it is hardly a 
mark of slavish adulation to say it—Gallait-slaves, 


Bee Blowed! 
A curs American naturalist has observed that the bee as it flies from 
the hive is, oddly enough, going ‘o hum, 


1,000,000, 


A MILLIONAIRE is not necessarily a naught-y mas. 








Waar veasd] in Her Majesty's service dogs the Chancellor of the 


| Exchequer represent ?—A revenue cutter. 


Sepirpueireionemresirempnioememensieeisiekereesi ieee cael! eee Ls 


“J 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 158. 


Rupe wind of the season styled vernal, 
Who cares how you bellow and roar ? 

In spite of your riot eternal, 
A bully you are and no more: 

On the seas though your tricks are infernal, 
We don't heed you much upon shore, 


I. Fhere is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which at its flood to fortune straight will take you ; 
But if you fail to catch the flood, why then 
Upon the mudbanks stretched, it will forsake you. 


2. Each one would fain inveigle 

Some tutelary fowl: 

The soldier loves the eagle, 
The student loves the owl. 

And the poets love— 

No! not the dove, 

But the good grey goose 

That doth pens produce! 


3. Ah, Scotland, many a winning spell 
Thy wild and lonely lochs possess, 
But in my m none can dwell 
Like thy Black- , Inverness ! 


4. As I was welling on Epsom Down 
I met a Tri ing to town, 
Should you dediare 


His shanks a pair, 
I'll tell you his name, sir, I'll bet a crown! 


6. Sr Tomxyn pe BItiinsGatr, who 
Was clad in a silken surtout, 
Bore his arms thereupon— 
‘T'wo sprata and a swan, 
You would say they were this if you heraldry knew! 


6. The world’s not round—that’s pat ; 
And yet it ign't flat-— 
Something betwixt and between, 
And a little of both, I mean. 


7. Pickaxe and scauper, hatchet and adze, 
Up in the garret he toiled with his lads. 
The artists all cried on beholding his work— 
“ What a chipping and chopping and chumping old Turk!” 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 156.—Forster, Educate: Fane, Or>ed, 
Rondeau, Scorbutic, Tarantula, Eyelet, Refuge. 


Correrct So.urions or Acrostic No. 156, receivep Marcu 9$th.—Timcthy 
and Co.; Chummie; W. H.; Mabey's; Sour Lemon. 


Same Here! 


THERE'S nothing very original in this story :— 

An Indiana newspaper asserts than an Indian is at present officiating in that 
State as a Methodist minister, and that after bis sermon be regulerly dismisses bis 
congregation by giving hie war-whaop and exeeuting uw scalp-dance. 

Why, when the “converted thief,” Nap Waiaurt, has finighed his 
addresses to congregations of the dishonest, he generally proceeds next 
to levy contributions from the public pocket ! 





Pat to the Question. 

Tue latest horror in adulterations is revealed by the South London 
Press, which tells of butter made from Thames mud. We should say 
so much the wusser, not so mych the butter—anything but a butter. 
If instead of a cow, we may refer to a bull, in reference to the butter 
question, we should say an article made of mud instead of milk must 
be a very Irish butter. 





Coram Non Judice. 


We have seen the following announcement in an advertisement, 
‘Coral busts mounted in shirt studs."’ Is it any wonder that corel 
busts when placed in such @ compromising position. The only corsl 
busts we had heard of previously were those of the be-rouged harri- 
dans in the ballets of the music hal!s. 





Jus Incivile. 
A tavy asks in an inquiry, what does any one offer for a large r¢2/ 
ermine muff ?— Why, what would any one offer but a seat on the bench. 





Tus wBAL “Eav pe Nu” :—O. 











[Marcu 19, 1870. 


A 


‘= ]]) THREE corres 


RT 


eS = 
: i ~= — 

| Kk 
/ / 


/ 
4 





‘| COULD A TALE UNFOLD.” 


Distinguished Amateur :—‘* ER—Er—MEET ME—ER—IN AN HOUR'S TIME AT THE THREE CcUPS—WHEN—ER—BR—I WILL CONFIDE TO 


THEE— ER—ER—THE PARTICULARS OF THB DARK SECRET, WHICH—ER—ER—ZI cannot now relate.” 
Sorgotten his part and mislaid his book.) 


TO MY TAXGATHERER. 


PurLosoruErs teach, as the lesson of yeare, 

That life’s but a wilderness watered with tears, 
Where the sole ray of sunshine that breaks from above 
Is the exquisite rapture we designate love. 

’Tis true. For when sorrow is cold at my breast, 

A passion I cherish, brings comfort and rest; 

From earth’s fleeting mockeries weary I flee— 

And turn, my taxgatherer, fondly to thee. 

Thou’rt not lovely ; but what is mere beauty of form? 
Give me the true spirit— the heart that is warm— 

The care that transcends that of mother or wife, 

That ceases its watchfulness only with life! 

"Twas a family legend, that when I was born 

Your grow clear on the merry May morn ; 
And all through my childhood can memory trace 

The scowl, oft recurring, that lit up your face. 


Tot enkisate you were true as the sun. 

our might vary, your motive was one ; 
Whether proudly to my dwelling you came, 
Or meekly Parochial— still ’twas the same. 

Light friends of the sunshine might come and might go, 
But you never left me though bitter my woe ; 

And ever when Sera erent at me sore 

Your knock was most frequently heard at my door. 


Then what in the future can poison my peace? 

All friendships may fail me—yours never will cease ; 
My strength and my spirits may sink in decay, 

And all my possessions flit swiftly away— 

But while e’en a three-legged stool remain, 

On which I may weep— or my country distrain, 
Until from each earthly affliction I’m free, 

You'll stick, my taxgatherer, burr-like to me. 


(And for an excellent reason! He has 





“GLORIA MUNDI FUMUS.,”’ 


Why shouldn’t we grow tobacco in these islands? In Ireland we 
know the cultivation of the plant that Rateicu loved has been 
managed with great success, and as the Emerald island decidedly needs 
improvement in agriculture, why shouldn’t Paddy grow his own 
“baccy ?’ Don’t let us look at sordid considerations, like the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer, who so snubbed the tobacco plant in the 
House the other night, but think, oh! fumigatory reader, ef the joy 
of growing your own tobacco! With what tender care would you 
watch the noble plant as it progressed towards maturity, and how 
carefully would you superintend the processes necessary to bring the 
fair green leaf into due condition. How you would gloat over it as it 
became the gentle Bird’s-eye, the stronger Shag, or the sweet and 
mild Returns. Let the revenue decrease, let Mr. Lows grow more 
choleric and withal more epigrammatical— what care we as long as we 
can offer the casual visitor a cigarette or cigar, manufactured on the 
premises, from the product of our own fields and farms. Good tobac- 
conists we know there are in plenty, but why should we be obliged to 

o to a stranger for the gentlest solace of all the ills of life? Is it 
Trade? Is it consonant with the Principles (with a capital P) of 
Political Economy so heavily to tax a noble plant we can grow in this 
country? (We are getting rather wild, dear reader, but our last box 
of cigars turned out badly, so you will excuse our emotion.) Woman 
is said tobe a great consoler— tax woman, then, instead of this consoling 
weed. Peppermint drops solace ancient ladies, especially at missionary 
meetings tax RE permint then—or missionaries—but don’t tax the 
enial herb. , dear Mr. Lowe! in Oxford days you must have 
Seas open to soft influences—let us grow our own "baccy, and then we 
will supply you with select Regalias, or better still, with cigarettes on 
Fun Roper so that you may read priceless poems while you take in 
your Nicotine! 


Wear does the Cockney’s H resemble a dagger ?—’ Ush! because t's 
a stiletter. 
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RECEPTION. 


| ‘‘ THE Chancellor of the Exchequer received the deputation with his accustomed courtesy.”—Vide Papers. 
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WHAT'S ON THE WALLS. 


“Tue New British Institution,’ which has just opened in Bond 
Street, deserves the support of all artists and lovers of art. Its system 
is admirably calculated to do away with the injustice, the partiality, 
and the cliqueism, which in nearly every case are observable in our 
Art-Exhibitions. The hanging committee is elected by contributors 
of pictures, which ensures an element of fairness, and this is farther 
guaranteed by the rule that neither committee, guarantors, or other 
officials, have any exclusive privileges; while no exhibitor can show 
more than two works. ‘The first exhibition is, as might be expected, a 
very good one, both British and foreign artists being well represented. 
The pictures are all so excellent that itis invidious to mention any 
specially, but we must draw attention to Mr. Wattis’s “ Bluebells.”’ 
Mr. Mc’Cactivm has a fine study of cedars, and Mr. ArcHER shows a 
charming picture of a child “ My Grandfather.” 

“The Dudley Gallery ” offers a forcible contrast to the Exhibition. 
The first sensation it inspires on one’s entrance is disgust. Every 
available bit of wall from cornice to cocoa-nut mat is crowded with 
pictures, the honours of the line being reserved for the school, whose 
members muster strongly on the committee. What object is aimed at 
in thus over-hanging the capabilities of the gallery it is difficult to 
see, unless by multiplying the chances of sales it is intended to increase 
the petty profits of commissions. The joy with which our shilling 
was hailed by an official leads us to conjecture that filthy lucre is not 
despised at the Dudley Gallery, and we cannot see how art is benefited 
by crowding, that simply wearies the spectator and does injustice to 
good pictures. Among the artists whose pictures will go far to repay 
one for visiting a gallery so unpleasantly arranged are Messrs. 
Brennan, Herkomer, H. Moorr, O’Connor, FE. G. Davzier, and A. 
Macatium. There are some good pictures, too, by some of the well- 
known painters on the committee, but we need not to specify them, as 
they are so placed as not to be in danger of being overlooked. 

The spring exhibition at the Old Bond-street Gallery is much in 
advance of the last. There is still a tendency to hang the committee’s 
pictures in the best places, which always deprives a gallery of much of 
its merit in our eyes. The oil-paintings number several excellent 
works among them. Mr. Boveuton, Mr. Barnes, Mr. Ronerts, 
Mx. LipperbALe, and Me. Wy ue exhibit pictures of great merit, and 
Mr. Lewis and Mr. Kennepy are well represented, while Mr. 
SMALLFIELD’s “ Bridesmaids’”” may almost claim “ first mention.” 
Among ihe water-colourists, Mr. Bricut distinguishes himself by a 
clever caricature “ The Frogsand the Stork,’ and Messks. Grirritus, 
E. G. Davzier, Warrne, and Rosertson, contribute noteworthy 
pictures. 

The “Society of Female Artists”’ isto be congratulated on the stride 
in art which its present exhibition shows beyond its predecessors. 
There are good names in the catalogue, distinguished in general exhi- 
bitions, and even the unknown artists among the ladies seem to have 
profited by study and practice since the gallery was last opened. 

On Saturday week the, Langham Club gave its second conversazione, 
which was largely attended. The pictures exhibited were those going 
into the British Artists’ Exhibition, and gave promise of a good display. 


Bound in Calf. 

Henze is a touching bit of affection :— 

A Russian poet has got far ahead of most of his contemporaries, as he has not 
only been able to dedicate a volume of poems to his mistress, but to furnish the 
binding from his own person. Having had a leg amputated, he devoted the 
epidermis to the embellishment of his rhymes. 

‘The ingenuity of the lover is great. He uses, with the contrariness of | 
true passion, his Aide as the means to reveal his love! | 


| 


Sheer Absurdity. 

Turee youths were brought before the Nottingham magistrates | 
charged with rioting on the polling-day at the late election. They | 
were only fined a guinea each. The Bench should have fleeced them 
more heavily if these “ lambs” are to be prevented from growing up | 
into “ black sheep.” 





The Wrong Tap. 


A PoLicgMAN named Cox has been fined for allowing himself to be 
treated to gin at a public-house by a man whom he had threatened to 
summon. ‘Ihe police authorities evidently hope to put a check on the 
force's drinking at taps by turning off Cox. | 


DESERVES A BASTING. 


No wonder that tailors make so many bad debts, their customers 
are comstantly “trying it on.” 


wan the gudewife should have—Plenty of pin-money, no ali- 


EU 


and save his money. 


N. 





A POET’S DREAM OF SPRING. 


Tue Spring has come (it comes in March ?) 
As it has come a thousand times, 
It stirs the young buds on the larch 
(Or ought to do, for that word rhymes). 
It stirs the poet too— I'm bound 
In most impassion’d verse to sing, 
To write an epic most profound, 
Or else some little lyric thing. 


For I'm a poet, if I'm not, 

No other man deserves the name, 
With inspiration made quite hot 

I feel my mighty temples flame. 
And wondrous words of beauty rare 

Would flow, if I could but begin ; 
My ribald comrades will declare 

It isn’t genius—but gin! 


That is a libel foul, though I 

Do not disdain the social glass ; 
Who lets decanters pass him by, 

And drinks not, is a churlish ass. 
But your poor poet never takes 

More wine than leads to gentle joy, 
His noble head-piece never aehes, 

His mild potations never cloy. 


The glass—but Pegasus must stop, 
And I must like a warbler sing, 
On tall trees or the chimney top, 

My most poetic dream of spring. 
Tis strange that when the poet thinks 
Of mild warm seasons of the year, 
He has a dream of cooling drinks, 

Of claret-cup or well-iced beer. 


Os ring, delicious spring, my thought 
Fiies ar among thy sprouting trees ; 
Yet stay, I scarcely think I ought 
To mention it, but days like these, 
That change from warmth to eold, will mak« 
The poet entertain a doubt 
What small restorative to take— 
‘ Hot with’’? or is it * cold without”’ * 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Wuart is the peculiar attraction consumption possesses for actresses ? 
Why is the attraction heightened when the physical is combined with 
moral disease? Answers to these questions would explain the 
numerous appearances made in as many versions of the Dame auz 
Camélias, which certainly do seem mysterious enongh. The last 
aspirant for honours as the young lady of the loose life and the tight 
cough, is @ Mpiie. Lovise Moopis, who appeared last week in a 
very washed-out version of the Traviata, entitled Camille, at the Royal 
Alfred. Mptie. Moonie, who hails from the“ States,” isan actress of 
undoubted powers — but although she coughs like life, for which she has 
our deepest sympathy, we must confess te a very strong desire to see 
her in a part in which she may appear in the enjoyment of rade 
health, when both her beauty and her talents would probably show to 
greater advantage. 

It is recorded that when Tom Suenipan asked for twenty pounds to 
go down a coal mine, his father advised him to say he had been down, 
To any youth of the present day with a like 
ambition we would say, go to the Surrey, and then you will be able 
not only to say you've been, but to describe all about it to any 


| inquisitive sceptic, as Ma. Sypney’s drama, Light in the Dark, which, be 


it said, is very exciting and very well acted, is as full of detail on all 


| matters connected with coal mines as the report of a Government 


inspector. It is natural enough that the coal mine sheuld be produced 
at a theatre governed by a Yorkshire Pir(r). 





—_ 


Not to be Plucked. 
Tue Press Association having “a crow to pick’’ with the Postal 


| Telegraph bungling have gone back to the old system, and have 


selected carrier 


ape in preference to official geese. Thie is a foul 
disgrace to the 


ost-office ! 





A LEGAL POINT. 


WHEN a case is said to lie in a nutshell, it ought te be decided m a 
erack. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 
No. 8.— WHITECHAPEL. 


Eastwarp Ho! From the West-end to Whitechapel is a change, so 
we will try it. Eastward ho! by all means. The East sounds 
romantic, oriental, and that sort of thing. But the East, only so far 
East as Whitechapel, is not particularly romantic, and the only strictly 
oriental features about it are the hooked noses on the face of the 
somewhat numerous Israelites, who belong to that quarter. No, the 
East-end is neither romantic nor picturesque—not picturesque in its 
squalor even—as one expects of Eastern scenes. Indeed, if the East 
from which they came was anything like this, the Wise Men one has 
heard about (and one hears of wise men oftener than one meets with 
them) most decidedly forfeited their character for wisdom when they 
went back to it! 

Yet Whitechapel has its quaintness and its peculiarities, which 
render it interesting to the visitor. It is in an odd way inter- 

with a salt flavour—the twang of the sea, due to the neigh- 
urhood of the docks and the ’long-shore haunts of the sailor. Yet 
there is a decidedly “land” flavour about it, that makes this lurking 
marine element seem inco ous. The only thing to which one can 
com such a maritimo-terrestriality, is the place SHaKBSPEARE 
of in the Winter's Tale—“ the sea-coast of Bohemia,” at which, 
as far as we can ascertain, no one hasever succeeded in touching, 
unless it be Carrarn Friswagt, of the good ship Gentle Life, who 
reported his discovery to the Admiralty—no, not the Admiralty, the 
Atheneum. 
. There’s a hay-market in the , too! It has nothing in common 
with the Haymarket at the West End, where the flesh that is grass is 
the only ap to hay that one ever meets with. There is no 
meretricious splendour about the East End hay-market, but the 
genuine commodity that is sold there brings odours of the country, and 
makes an oasis in the dirty desert. Where you can smell hay you are 
somehow not utterly divorced from rural delights. 

The inhabitants of the region are strangely diversified. There’s the 
“rough.” There's no mistaking him, or that sneaking fellow beside 
him—the thief. The latter the former useful as a jackal. 
Where the are the thieves gather. At Hyde Park ia the days 
when the Rr. Hon. Spencer Watrote— 
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Wept for the hour 

When to West End bower 

The roughs beyond the Tower 
With a vast row came, 


the thieves followed the roughs and reaped a harvest. One can under- 
stand why these then are neighbours. But what brings the blue- 
bodied, blood-boltered butcher here? What has he in common with 
the sprinkling of Jack-tars ? - and what has our friend the Israelite to do 
here, with the same type of countenance—despite the scattering of 
the race through all lands—that one sees depicted in the interior of 
the Pyramids, in the portraits of Joseru’s contemporaries. People, 
by the way, are apt to attribute this strange perpetuation of the 
national type to a wrong cause—they speak of the nation as an exclu- 
sive people, whereas it was the exclusiveness of the nations among 
whom it was scattered that really preserved the type—and small 
wonder, when we remember the Ghetto and the yellow robe, the pelting 
of the populace and the oppression of the noble. 

But our friends of Whitechapel have turned the tables now—these 
keen gentlemen hanging about the remote East, prey upon the sailor, 
and drive a pretty good business with the Gentiles generally, in the 
neighbourhood of the docks. 

What was the white chapel which gave the place its name ?— some 
one has borrowed our Truss, and it’s no use our “doing the bold” and 
inventing a chapel—we should be caught out to amoral. Besides, 
what has the mould of antiquity to do with modern days. The types 
of thoroughfares are not taken from the fount of the Middle Ages, or 
set up in the form of the Past. 

Farewell then, sweet Whitechapel! When next we visit thee—but 
never mind. 





Caught! 
An enthusiastic cricketer of our acquaintance sternly declines to be 
vaccinated, on the ground (Kennington Oval, we believe) that he 
should be ashamed to miss anything that it was possible to catch. 


A QUESTION FOR HERALD’S COLLEGE. 


Is it correct to address a Companion of the Bath as “ Your Wash- 
up?” 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
173, Little Pulteney-street, Soho. W. 


EAR SIR,—When I began ritin to you I nivur thaut you'd 
foind me out, an whin I kept on at it I felt shurer than evur, 
‘Eve but awl the time whilst I was makin’ the young ladies laugh 
till their eyes were like the bright big dhrops av dew on the 
flowers in May I was eoggin—if you know what that manes—out ov 
MistHer O’Mrrter’s book av jokes that he rote, but wus never 
printed fur raysons best known to himself. But ye dinno how I losth 
it. ’Tis meself that'll be afthur tellin ye in about as long as ’twould 
take a fox to throw a gandher ovur his shouldher. I was goin’ home 
from the masther’s house in Aytin Square—oh, thin I'll nivir forget 
the aytin’ and drinkin’ I see in that place—well, when I wus walkin’ 
along, says I to myself, I want a glass av whisky awful badly and 
divil @ hapinny I have in my breeches pocket no more than a high- 
landhur. An just as if twas to mayke game of me, there wus wan av 
thim omnibts conductors— and their manners is what I'd sware they 
nivur got thim medalsthey wore round their necks for—shoutin out as 
if the Fanyans bate the Royal throops, “ The Bank—The Bank! ”’ just 
as if he knew that I wasn't worth a thraneen. Well, begor, I was 
so tired and dhry that I didn’t know what to do whin I see the three 
goolden balls that’s ovur the pawnbrokers’ shops. Shure I hear a 
fellow sayin’ wan day that there wos three ov’em bekase ’twas two 
chanceis to wan if anything that wint in there ud evur kum out again ; 
but be the powers if they had a ball for every chance, they’d be as 
much goold on the outside av um as ud make a soord fur the Lord 
Leftinant. Well, now, I was goin’ to say I wanted a drop av sperits, so 
in I walks as brave as if I was a granadeer and says 1, What you'll 
give me for that? Whatis it, says he, I'll give you sixpence. "Tis 
Mistner O’Mitier’s lectures, says I, an’ ’tis worth a pound. 
Arrah, thin, ye simpleton, says he, I could get plinty av ’em for tup- 
Sa a piece, they arn't like poplar works that's much read at awl. 

Yell, nivur mind, says I, I’ll know the place agin; so I got the money 
and away I wint. WhinI kum to the first public house in I walks as 
indipindint as a sheriff's offisur, and says I to the man behind the coun- 
thur I want a = av whiskey. Three or four, says he. Well, thin, 
you fat headed eroaghadhore, says I, don’t you think wan glass av 
sperits is enough at a time for a dasint man. Oh, says he, that’s not 
what I mane, do you want thruppince worth or fourpince worth—I 
Leg pardon, says I, I thaut ye wor having a rise out av me bekase I 
don't spake Inglish like the ownshuks over here—on I trots as gay as 
a grasshopper for the glass av whisky ruz the cockles av my heart 
till I kum to what I thaut was a big church wid a clock on the top av 
it that was freckled awl ovur just as if it was afthur havin’ an attack 
of the mayzles. What place is that says I to a peeler. The House av 
Co mmuns, says he, sharp as if I wus goin’ to stale his batton. Begor, 
says I, I’ll thry and get in and see what they're goin’ to do wid 
O’Donovan Rossa. So in I walks through a big gate wid a lot av 
lamps over it that looked as if they had bandages on ’em for a sore 
throat, till I kum to a big door. Begor, at fursth I was afraid to go 
in for ’twas awl the wurld like the door of a Protistant church, but, 
says I, the Catholic mimbers must go in so I made up as much av me 
mind as I ginerally have about me since [ kum to London. Oh, thin, 
ye shud see the big hall as they kawl it—everything is a haw] in this 
place—begor, it was the finest place I ever see in awl me born days for 
thrashin’ whate. Up I walks to a peeler as bravely asif I had sowld 
me vote fur a five pound noat and says I thryin to talk in an Inglified 
way, What are they doin’ wid O'Donovan Rossa, says I. Oh, says 
he, ’twon’t come on for some days. The Prime Minister has only 
given notice av motion about him. What the divil hasa ministhur 
to do wid him, says I, that’s as good a Catholick as ever broke bread, 
an ye can t make a fool av me, says I, for I thaut he was another av 
the gibin’ divarthurs, I know, says I, that there’s no such thing as a 
notice av motion except thim time tables at the railway stations. Thin 
I wint up through another hall where there was a lot av images 
looking most unkumfortable, an if there wasn’t light in the place you 
might think that they wor the ghosts av the Irish mimburs that was 
made lords and jukes for sellin’ their counthry had come up to take a 
peep at an honest Paddy. 

I wirt on but the flure was so slipery I was near brakin’ me neck 
half a dozen times, till I kwm to a place whare there was a lot av 
people standin’ and talkin. What's this place, say I to a dasint-lookin’ 
man that was standin’ near me? This is the lobby, says he. Well, 
then, after that, says I, I must give up understandin’ the names they 
give things. What are they talkin’ about, says wan?—The Party 
Processhuns Act, says another. What's that ? says the man that I 
spoke to, and that was near wun of ’em. Oh, says he, the Party 
Pro uns Act manes takin the young ladies down to supper. Then, 
says he, thwisting up his mouth as if he was goin to whistle the Rakes 
& y the Orangemin are the only people that ud vote for its 
cere a he began to laugh as if he got some mimbur ov Parlia- 

ie . rake his oath, and mayke a gauger av wan av his gorsoons. 
al = a.bit if I could understhand them at all, at all. Couplin 

says I, what are they goin to do with the Irish land? Oh, 





FUN. 
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says he, they're goin’ to introduce the Ulsthur custom. Begor, 
says I, I hope they won't do that, the only Ulsthur custom I ever 


hear of was about thim Oringemin fightin wid the Catholics in the | 
summer time about what they kaw] the pious memory of that hook- | 


nosed Dutchman that kicked out his fathet-in-law and cared about as 
much about religion as a paycock does about long divishun. Thin they 
tould me whin the mimburs wor wawkin’ about— That wan is goin into 
the smokin’-room, that wan is goin’ to the tay room, that wan is goin’ to 
his club, that wan is goin’ home to his ditner, and upon me sow] all of 
‘em that stayed in what they kawl the lobby, did nothin’ whilst I was 
there but ate currin buns and drink whiskey and wathur before a 
counthur. Oh, thin, I began to wandhur how many was inside makin’ 
the laws; ’twas meself that prayed that they’d nivur do any more 
harm than that to ould Ireland, and not go promisin’ they’d give us 
the land and root us to the soil and dhrive out the middlemin end 
afterwards lave us where we wor “ Before O'Conxsin wint in for 
Clare ”’ as the ould song says. 

They say the Irish peple is the Parlemint always troublin’, 

Why don’t they let ‘em set wan year at laste in dear ould Dublin. 

Yours most obadyently, 


TuHapy De.any. 


—_—_ -—-2 


ABSTRACTION. 
A POEM. 


Tue whistle shrilled warning, we entered the tunnel, 
And darkness Cimmerian succeeded to light ; 

And I saw the red cindefs flash fast from the funnel, 
Like shot-stars that sweep down the dusk arch of night. 





«“ And thus,” I exclaimed, “through the funnel of Trouble 
Does man, the express, rush devotedly on ; 

Nor cares, though unkindness the darkness may double 
For him if the cinders of Hope shall have shone. 


From the fire-box, his soul, incandescence they borrow, 
And cheerful effulgence unceasingly cast ; 

And, just as the night brings the dawn of the morrow, 
The drent tunnel leads into daylight at last. 


Then let him not fear, though the shadows grow deeper,” 
But, thus as I mused, slowly halted the train, 

A twist of my collar, a fist in my peeper, 
And out jumped a thief with my watch and my chain. 





Whips Creation ! 
Ir is said that an offer of ten pounds was made the other day by the 
managers of a literary institution to Catcrart, if he would come down 
and lecture. He declined, saying literature was not his “line.”” The 
manayers ought to find their line in a rope’s end! 





Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, untess they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for toss.) 

S. (Surbiton).— Thinks he could supply us on reasonable terms with six 
or eight columns of comic copy weekly. We beg to decline his what-you- 
may-columnr, ; 

THE MANIAC sends us a joke, as “a token of gratitude for many a ‘ side- 
splitter.’ ’’ We hope he does not hold us responsible for his becoming 


ked. 
"— (Hexham).— The water measures of your Board of Health ere not 


the sort of Hexham-metres to mterest the general publie. 
Cress —We smoke you! 





— i 


—E a 


J. W. (Birmingham).— We cannot undertake to answer such questions — 


here, but send stamped and addressed envelope and repeat the question. 

MITCHELL B.—We cannot say that they suggest any reason for trying 

ain. 

THurDOMAY.— First of April! 

ARTICHOKE.— Of the Jerantlen sort, we suppose, greatly admired by the 
local ponies—on the “ birds of a feather ”’ principle 2 a 

Spgs (Harrow).—That harrowing old ‘ head-scenter’’ joke eguin. 
Spes must be the very abandoned Hope mentioned in Dante's Inferno. 

H. H. (Lancaster-street).— Not quite up to the mark, 
PATERFAMILIAS.—T hanks :—’ twill do well! : 

Declined with thanks:— A. W., Manchester; G. M., Glasgow: Tiddley- 
wink: J. P. O., Maida Hill; J. W.: C. P., St. Georges road; A. G, 
Aberdan ; B. B.; W. M. E., Weardale: C. M., of Penzance; J. H. B., 
Clapton ; Byron; D. F.; Eeho: A, H. W.A, Portland Place; W. M.C, 
Manchester; Perry Tonytis; F. C. D., Mile End, New Town; C. G., 
Weston Super Mare; Alpha and Omega; Cyll L.; Alpha, City; Rachel 
W. ; Nonsensicalialis ; Pesky Cuss ; Caste Royle, Live 1; An Anxious 
Inquirer ; J. W., Edinburgh ; B. L., Chelsea; E. W. Moretenhampstead ; 


A. B. C. 
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in the kitchen late at night. 
putting salt on its tail! 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


MARCH. 

Belgravia is not remarkable for excellence in art this month. The 

_ Carnival in Madrid,” by Mr. Sata, is an amusing sketch, and Mr. 

| Turner’s “Golden Furrows”’ is a pleasant rattling legend in the 

' Incotpssy mood. “ Poet’s Wives” is insufficient. The author of 
“The Roses”’ should have at least acknowledged his indebtedness to 
the German. . , 

We find it impossible to be critical with the number of the 
University College School Miscellany which has just reached us, for did 
we not make our own first plunge into literature in the pages of an 
earlier series of this very periodical published in the year—well, never 
-_— me date! At any rate the little magazine shall have our best 
wishes , 

The St, James's is welcome with another instalment of Mz. Hannay’s 
amusing but rambling novel “ Bisset’s Youth.’ The portraits and 
memoirs of cl en and statesmen are good. But where is “ A 
Life’s Assize ?’’—we trust its absence does not mean that one of the best 

of our female novelists is again laid up with illness. 





A aa 
ill 


EXTRAORDINARY INSTANCES OF INSTINCT IN A CAT. 


Our Betty is Prepared to be Sworn to the Truth of the Following Particulars :—The extraordinary animal not only drinks the becr, and 
wears her mistress’s clothes in that lady's absence, but she has been known to convey candles, lard, and other trifles to the marine steres. 
She even gave a party once while the family was at the seaside, and is in the habit of smoking, drinking, and supping off the cold meat 
We know that she killed the canary, but so gifted an animal could only have condescended to catch the bird by 








[Marcu 19, 1870. | 
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The Food Journal is pleasant enough reading— good for the halfhour | 
before dinner, if the dinner after the half hour is likely to be good. | 

The Westminster Papers maintain their excellence in all save | 
dramatic criticism. ‘ How can they stand up for such burlesques ! | 

We havevalso received The Young Ladies’ Journal, The Gentleman's 
Journal, Le Follet, and The Carlow College and The Gardener's Magazines. 


A Free Translation. ’ 


To judge from the loud style of dress of the young men of the pre 
sent day we should imagine that they construe, “ Gaudeamus igitur 
Juvenes dum sumus’’—“ While we are young men let us be gaudy!” 
Not a neat translation. | 





A Row-tockx-1ne Sone.—“ Did you ever hear tell of a Jolly Young 
Waterman?” 





Now Ready, FUN, Vol. X., Magenta cloth, 48. 6d., or free by post, 5s. 
To be had of ali Newsagents. 








CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND ‘BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publis generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furnit: rs, they bave compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing of SEVEN, TEN. and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, clagsified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tetal cost of Furnishing the 


whole house. THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phomix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) :t 80, Fleet-Street, E,C.—London: Maroh 19, 1870. 






——| 








ae 








i 
' 


LL LLC IE tt 


{ 





Marcu 26, 1870.] 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 1!59. 


We looked for many years on these 

As what men deal in, now one sees 

Tn that great western land where “ rings’”’ 
Financial flourish (swindling things!) 
That gentle creatures young and fair 

At “ rigging markets” are “all there.” 


1. I cut round about 
A mark, bits came out, 
And I found I'd a space ina plate, 
It marked me my name, 
So aloud I proclaim 
This dodge, it’s a good one, I state. 


2. A lady she played, ’twas a tune I'd ne’er heard, 
So lively and sparkling I give you my word, 
That as soon as I heard it I spun like a top, 
And danced till I swear I was ready to drop. 


3. O blessed bivalve, far below 
The shining waters fair you grow; 
And ever ’neath the snowy foam 
You rest in this your early home. 


4. A noble poem a great poet wrote, 
About these people, and I’ve made a note 
Which tells me their sad story, and, again, 
How of the maiden fairer than Elaine, 
The author who once faggotted his sticks 
Wrote in some scenes—’twas either five or six. 


5. It grew within my garden plot, 
It flourished bright and green, 
’T was succulent within the pot, 
And in my soup I ween. 


6. You'll find this will come to a putting together, 
A making of mixtures, a mingling, and whether 
It means a compounding of drugs in due season, 
Or arguing rightly, you use it with reason. 


SotuTion or Acrostic No. 157. — Sabbath Trading : 
Stimulant, Anker, Baa, Bifold, Ami, Trepan, Hunting. 


SoLvuTions oF Acrostic No. 157, REckrvED Marcu 16th, 1870.— 
None correct. 


Goop NaMgE FoR AN Earty Pea.—The Don Quick- 
sort. 


THE NOT NIMBLE NINEPENCE. 


A very sensible letter from a country postmaster in the Railway 
Record, on the system of Government Telegraphs, will open the eyes 
of the public to the reason of the failures which have excited such 
general discontent. It completely dissipates the storms which the 
Marauis or HartTINcToN raised in the en to mislead members as 
to the cause of the almost universal break-down. ‘ Wind and snow” 
must be acquitted of any hand in the disastrous bungling, the com- 
plete inability of the Post-office to do the work. To be sure the 
nipping nature of the former may be traced in the pinching economy 
of the Post-office, and the chill of the latter in the coolness of the 
Department in Spins that the not overpaid subordinates all over 
the country would get through the immense addition of unaccustomed 
work with no better encouragement than was afforded by a conviction 
that they would not get a penny for what they did. 

_ Let us see what this particular postmaster has to tell! First of all 
his house was invaded by the gentlemen who, with the regard for 
one’s furniture and comfort which all workmen display who are not 
directly employed by one, set to work to affix the wires to the house; 
said wires at once setting up a continuous low moaning, of which the 
echo pervades the postmaster’s style. Then his office is knocked about 
without his being consulted, and he has to provide extra room and 
extra gas without a penny compensation! Next clerks and lads are 
introduced, for whose honesty he is responsible to the Department, to 
which he is indebted for a first acquaintance with them! Further, he 
has—and the Hardness of this burden will be appreciated by those who 
know what official documents are for style and perspicuity—to read a 
small volume of instructions. In addition to this he has to keep all 
the accounts of his ownand some affiliated offices, and to meet and pacify 
the very numerous people who are dissatisfied with the Government 
working of Telegraphs! 

This is a summary of a few of his grievances, and if they have 
occu some space, we need not apologise to our readers, because his 


Mary :—“‘ No, I Atn’T, HIMPEBRENCB! 





Pil.ceman :--“ Ht R8 YB ARB AGIN, MARY, A-SWSEPING OUT THB ’ALL!”’ 


I’m A-SWEEPIN’ OUT THE dust !”’ 


As a set-offto the expenses’and inconveniences we have named, the 
postmaster’s sole profits will be a per-centage on the increased sale of 
stamps for telegraphic messages. He has computed the probable in- 
crease, and it amounts to the noble sum of NINEPBNCE A WEEK. 

With such a vista of tremendous profits before them, with all the 
expense they have been put to, and with a growing conviction, deduced 
from experience, that the more new duties the Department imposes on 
them the less money they will be paid, the postmasters have had an 
inducement to master the novel work of the Telegraph, about commen- 
surate with the success that has attended the transfer from private 
enterprise to Departmental penuriousness. 

The British public, we fear, does not always insist that those who 
| do its work well shall be well paid, but we rather fancy if its work is 
| not done well because of the underpayment of those employed on it, 
the bettering of the condition of the latter will be a consequence of an 
insistance that the work shall be done well ! ; 

So the Post-office which, from a long habit of fiddling over penny 
stamps, has acquired a penny-wisdom dangerously like folly, had 
better wake-up to the fact that, while we will have no waste in public 
offices we will have no shabbiness, or injustice. In fact, we will not 
let St. Martin’s-le-Grand be conducted as if it were a small chandler's 
shop—still less as if it were modelled on the “sweating ” workshops 
exposed years ago in Alton Locke. 








The Selfish Set. 
Ir is stated that at a “grand’’ ball, given by the bachelors of 
Gateshead, in the new Town Hall, the room was devoid ofall decora- 
tion. A sufficient proof that none of the fair sex were present. 


My Eye, and Henry-Martini! 
| Tue range of the rifle may bea matter of supreme importance in 
| war, but in these “piping times of peace” the range of the ther- 





profits will not require many lines to specify them. In fact, we | mometer is to no inconsiderable portion of the population a matter af 
should not say “ them’’—“ it”’ is all we want. life and death. 
VOL. 31. c 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 28rd, 1870. 
eclimake no apology for returning this week to a subject 
whith retouched upon iin our last issue—the necessity for 
Goverament’s losing no time in beginning to build the New 
Law Gourts, in order to find employment for some, at least, 







of the unwillimgfy+idle operatives of London. 
We cannot 


in of sloth or inactivity on the part of Govern- 





| mentgenemilly,“fer4 has not only undertaken, but made considerable 


mammiber of useful measures. But while Ireland is 
‘her, there is no need for England to starve. In 
duties, ministers appear to have overlooked 
r aerying evil—and one that can be readily applied. No 
are coils aif red tape warchoused in the open space which 








advanee vwith, a 


is fe Whe the site of the New Courts. But it can and must be 


RS ee ee ee 


4 ~ writer ofsuch 
To lingering illness which had completely 


_ the world no slipsh 


- cient provision, we feel sure 


removed. Nowbstacle can be allowed to impede so simple and effica- 
cious a! guéamame, and we fee] sure the Premier has only to see the 
need, etders will be given toput Labour at work on the courts. 
We-ahall listen anxiously for the clink of the trgwel, and shall welcome 
the tise ofithewcaffold poles, for we shall know how many homes will 
be fed, how umany hearts cheered, and how much evil prevented, by 
the step weiadvocate. 


‘Wao wenld have believed a few yearsago not that the Ballot would 
be brought forward by any Ministry, Mut that any Ministry on the 
tion of any Committee womild have taken the question into 

or that any House wosild have listemed in as friendly a 
spisit asthe House did when Mr,@Geatuam brought in bis Bill for 
s-com regfling last week? Sir Wit11am Moreswortn’s splendidly 
exhaustive arguments in favour df the Ballot have been the text-book 
of its friends for years, but they failed, when spoken, to influence the 
House; and the annual motions @f Mim. Gimerz, and of the late Mr. 
BerkgLtey—who has died just as‘ke saw the comigg:- triumph of his 
favourite measure— have seareely ever been received ; 

Now, we have the Postmaster-General, the member of one of our 
oldest noble families, admitting his adhesion to the Ballot. We have 
several more important Ministers on its side—old friends, some of them, 
when they were in the cveol. shade beside'the Ballot. Lastly, we have 
the Conservatives even coming round.to support it, not as a body, it is 
true, but in detached parties. 

We shall have the Ballot, therefore, if the signs of the political 
horizon are to be depended upon. - An election should follow on so im- 
portant a change —and what a different House we should have then! 














The late William Brough. 
We must not allow earth to close over the mortal remains of 


! ‘Wis Broven, whose facile pen has often brightened these 


columns, without some record of our deep regret at his loss—as a 
sterling merit—as a man of such amiable qualities. 
He died on the 13th instant, at the too early age of forty-four, after 
trated him for months. 
Such is the cost paid for the writings which have given the public so 
much langhter, so much wholesome amusement—for, an 
earnest an toiler im his craft, Witt1am Broven gave 
work, and his writings have no taint of coarse- 
ness and vulgarity—on the contrary are marked by refinement, finish, 


"and 


‘He was one of a family, gifted with genius no less than with those 
personal qualities which have made the name of BrovGu as much 
lovedas admired. He leaves behind todeplore him a wife and several 
children, for whom, should not his li toil have achieved a suffi- 
mpathy of a solid and practical kind 
will not be wanting at the hands of his literary brethren or of that 
wider circle of his friends, the public. 

The funeral, which was largely attended, took place on Friday last 
at Nunhead Cemetery. 





Parliamentary. 
In answer fo a question put by Mr. Mac Something, M.P. for the 


Something Bunghs, the.Postmaster General did not state that there was 
a special demand at the telegraph offices for a supply of Highland 
clerks, on the ecore of their being more wiry than most’ people. 


Morro ror “Vewocrpspists.—Where there's a wheel there’s a way. | Mountains. 
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THE ALCHEMIST AND THE ARITHMETICIAN ! 


N alchemist lived in 
olden time, 
With his hey, ho, 
Abracadabra! 
He counted arithme- 
tic fearful crime, 
And he boiled down 
equations to 
numbers prime, 
skimmed off 
the logarithmic 
slime, 
With his hey, ho, 
Abracadabra! 


And 


That twice two is five, 
and twice five, 
eight, 

With his hey, ho, 
Abracadabra ! 

He proved by work- 
it out on a slate, 

And he rapped with 
the corner each 
student's pate, 

With his hey, ho, 
Abracadabra ! 


CoLENso, who wrote 
an Arithmetic 
book, 

With his, hey, ho, Abracadabra! 

He came at the sage to have a look, 

And to hear such numerical heresy shook, 

With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


Quoth Cotxnso, ‘* Twice two is undoubtedly four.” 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra! 

“‘T never have heard it was jive before!” 

And he burst out a-laughing, a regular roar, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


The naughty young gentlemen sitting in class, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 

Thought the bishop had proved the professor an ass, 

And the word round the form they with glee quickly pass, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra! 


But the alchemist wasn’t so easily floored, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra! 

At once in the school-room he silence restored, 

And over their costards his pupils he scored, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


And then to His Grace of Arithmetic, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra! 

He turned with a question, uncommonly quick, 

“How many blue beans to make four would you pick ¢” 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


“‘ And,” continued the sage, who was up to a lark, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 
“If you doubt twice two's five, will you let me remark, 
That J’ve never doubted about Noan’s ark! "’ 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


So Corznso retired amid general sniggers, 
With his hey ho, Abracadabra ! 

And took a toy-ark with a number of figures, 

In hopes of converting incredulous niggers, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 


But, bless you, the bishop was foiled in his whim, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra ! 
For while 4e was enlight’ning their consciences dim, 
The Zulus at last made a convert of him, 
With his hey, ho, Abracadabra! 


————————e— 


Cold Comfort. 
Our friend Nirxms says the worst defence against the cold is a 


shiver de freeze. 





Too-RAL-RI-TOORAL.—The place to get up a chorus. The Ural 
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Fun :—“ NOW, MR. GLADSTONE, HERE ARE ALL THESE POOR FELLOWS WAITING FOR 
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FOR WORK. 





WHY DON’T YOU BEGIN THE LAW COURTS AT ONCE?” 
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No. 80.—DAMON v. PYTHIAS. 


WO better friends you wouldn’t 
pass 
s Throughout a summer’s day, 
Than Damon and his Pyrutas, 
Two merchant princes they. 
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At school together they contrived 
All sorts of boyish larks; 

And, later on, together thrived 
As merry merchants’ clerks. 


And then, when many years had 
flown, 
They rose together, till 
They bought a business of their 


own— 
And they conduct it still. 


They loved each other all their lives, 
Dissent they never knew, 

And, stranger still, their very wives 
Were rather friendly too. 
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Perhaps you think, to serve my ends, 
These statements I refute, 

When I admit that these dear friends 
Were parties to a suit. 


| 

ie But ’twas a friendly action, for | 
: Good Pyrutas, as you see, 

Fought merely as executor, 

And Damon as trustee. 


They laughed to think, as through the throng 
Of suitors sad they past, 

That they, who'd lived and loved so long, 
Should go to law at last. 


The junior briefs they kindly let 
Two sucking counsel hold; 

These learned persons never yet 
Had tasted suitors’ gold. 


But though the happy suitors two 
Were friendly as could be, 

Not so the junior counsel who 
Were earning maiden fee. 


They too, till then, were friends. At school 
They’d done each other’s sums, 

And under Oxford's gentle rule 
Had been the closest chums. 
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But now they met with scowl and grin 
In every public place, 

And often snapped their fingers in 
Each other’s learned face, 
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THE BAB BALLADS. | 


eee IO a —— 


It almost ended in a fight 
When they on path or stair 

Met face to face. They made it quite 
A personal affair. 


(Enthusiastically high 
Your sense of legal strife, 

When it affects the sanctity 
Of your domestic life.) 


And when at length the case was called 
(It came on rather late), 

Spectators really were appalled 
To see their deadly hate. 


One junior rose —with eyeballs tenge, 
And swollen frontal-veins, 

To all his powers of eloquence 
He gave the fullest reins: 


His argument was novel—for 
A verdict, he relied 

On blackening the junior 
Upon the other side. 


‘‘Oh,” said the judge at Westminster, 
‘* The matter in dispute 

To arbitration pray refer— 
This is a friendly suit.” 


And Pytuias, in merry mood, 
Digged Damon in the side; 

And Tec, tickled with the feud, 
With other digs replied. 


But oh! those deadly counsel twain, 
Who were such friends before, 
Were never reconciled again, 
They quarrelled more and more. 


At length it happened that they met 
On Alpine heights one day, 

And then they paid each other's debt— 
Their fury had its way. 


They seized each other ina trice, 
With scorn and hatred filled, 

And falling from a precipice, 
They, both of them, were killed. 





Fiat Experimentum. 


Tue correspondent of a contemporary, who threw out some sugges- 
tions, which he thought the Legislature might “ lick into shape,” is 
reminded of the old maxim “ let experiments be essayed yn worthless 
bodies.” Let him submit himself to the process. 


What a Cow-hidea! 
We regret to see that English actresses have so far adopted 


_ American practices as to cowhide an editor at Chicago. We prefer to 


have English girls “ whip creation’’—and its lords—in the figurative 
sense only.* 


* Our boy (now in the Remove) says that Miss THomrson has a classical pre- 
cedent for amaine the masculine, for Horace addresses.a lady as “ Lydia Die(k).”’ 
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QUITE CLEAR. 
It is De Courey’s boast that he will “go over” a fence with any one. We should be very sorry to go over wi h him under these circumstances ! 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 


Ir is flattering to think that it is due to the fact that in maaees 
es are many, and in America few, that we are fféoded with 
verse (and bad at at), while the A‘lantic Monthly presents us with 
pony: “‘Balder’s Wife ” and “‘ Even-Song”’ are things we don’t get 
ere once a twelvemonth, with all our magazines! ‘A Romance of 
Real Rife” is — and so is the paper on “ Adventurers and 
Adventuresses.” But indeed the whole number is excellent. 
Our Young Folks has some amusing jingle by Mr. Lear, who must 
be the American cousin of the author of the Nonsense Book. The story 
of “ The little girl who would not pick up a pin’ ’ is deeply instructive, 
and there is a good description of “‘ Congress.”’ 
Like the Atlantie, the vigorous Overland Monthly gives us two poems. 
“Daisy ” is beautiful in simplicity of one sort, “‘ Chiquita ”’ is lifelike 
in simplicity of another sort, the latter being, we sus pn , by Mr. F. B. 
now known to be the author of “The Luck of Roaring 
Camp,”’ which, with other stories from his pen, is to be shortly 
republished, we are glad to see, by Messus. Fizips anp Oscoop. Mr. 
Hanre is destined to fill that gap in the ranks of American literature, 
which was left > HawtHorns'’s death. The other contents of the 


magazine are excellent. 
First Fruits. 
Tus feeling of depression consequent on the appointment of the Rt. 
Hon. A. S. Ayrton to the office of First Pe theiamer of Works is 


root. There is in the Sub-Tropical Garden in Battersea Park 
gy looking shrub with the official label—“ Funkia Sub- 


Pot and Kettle. 


Mr. Can1iy1z, accused by some noodles of Hartlepool of being a 
Pantheist, replies curtly to oncagery if the charge be true, “ No, never 


waa red a Pot-theist either.” e never ted him of sympathy 
but really he has a been callin “oe and 
pos yo rag , 


bad names. 


AN ODE TO BOZ. 


Somp Canard-hatcher, reckoning on his chickens, 
Has laid an egg— 
A paragraph in short 
Of such a sort, 
That I—although without your leave—must beg 
To give it contradiction, Mr. Dickens! 


He says you are to be created knight— 
A de tion quite— 
A fitting end for mayors and all such cattle, 
No longer a distinction won in battle. 
Why who—(my rage, my circulation quickens)— 
Who would consent Sir Anything to be 
When he 
Could keep the prouder title, plain “‘ Cuartes Dickens”’ ? 


Nor should he barter that to be a bart— 
a , bless my heart! 

o Baron peerage —Marquis, Duke, or Viscount, 
Would J count / 
As a distinction that could mate—that’s poz— 
With Boz! 


The simple dignity of such a name, 
With its estates in love, regard, and fame, 
For no high title—high as Salisbury steeple— 
Will Boz, I fancy, swop— 
But wisely stop 
The one “ Cuartes Dickens ’”’ of the English people. 


Summing Him Up. 


An accountant reminds one of a cucumber-frame - constantl 
engaged in “ bringing forward.” 


Tue Reat Centrat CriuinaLt Covrt.— Conscience. 
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Wrs, Brown on Things in General, 
ees 
DIVORCE COURT. 


x SAYS to Brown, “Don’t you read me no more about it, for it’s 
I 


THE 


my opinion that if she ain’t mad she did ought to be.” “ Ah,” 

says Brown, “no doubt she'll be in’er confinement for life.” 

“‘ Law,” I says, “ never, as they couldn't do it more than a month, 
as I ’ave knowed parties down stairs in a fortnight though some won’t 
never quite shake it off under two months without change of air, as is 
always a risk partickler if a boy, as is always more difficult to rare 
than a gal, and might take cold a-changin’ of ’is bed.”’ 

Says Brown, “ Oh, do dry up, and don’t go on a-jaggerin’ with your 
monthly nuss talk like that.” I says, “I wish Mr. Brown as you'd 
drop them wulgar Yankee sayin’s, as wouldn’t like to see me wither 
up like a leaf as perishes; and as to snecrin’ at monthly nusses, I 
should like to know where you'd be, or your children either but for 
the care took on you in the month; for what with thrush and over- 
feedin’ through makin’ too free with the bottle, there’s a-many goes‘off 
in conwulsions, let alone them as is overlaid before the month is out.”’ 

Says Brown, “Do you mean to ’ear any more or not?” “ Well,’ I 
says, “I should like to ’ave a little talk over it, for I can’t ‘bring 
oe to believe as any lady, as is a lady bred and born, would -hact 

ike that.”’ 

‘“ Why,” says Brown, “she says they're all bad alike.” ‘Then,’ I 
says, “she must be mad to say that, for ’owever can she tell what 
others does, though, no doubt, she’s up to her own wicked ways.” 

“Well,” says Brown, “I think they’d better make her mad if she 
ain’t, and get rid on it.”” I says, “ Mr. Brown, if them’s your senti- 
ments, [ ’opes as you won’t never set on me for ajury, not but what I 
remembers poor Mrs. Peterson as were off ’er ’ead intire when ’er 
F rep were born, and would make out us he were a son of GEORGE THE 
‘THrrp, as died the year afore her mother was married, and as to fancyin’ 
all manner, why it’s as common as ’edge stakes, as the saying is, in 
the fust week, for never shall I forget Mrs. Butvit, as wouldn’t 
believe as she were lawfully married, and tore Buurit’s face with ’er 
nails, callin’ ’im a wile deceiver, and wanted ’er own mother to smother 
the hinfant with a mop and pail like the kittens.” 

Says Brown, “It’s a pity as you don’t go up to the court and give 
the judge and jury aleg up.” 1 says, “Mr. Brown, when you sees 
me a-forgettin’ myself with anybody you may tell me on it, but don’t 
insiniwate as I’m one for to make free with no judge nor jury neither, 
as would speak the truth even if I ’ad to kiss the book to do it.”’ 

“Well,” says Brown, “they're a-goin’ to suppener the PrIncg or 
Waters.” ‘ Well, then,” I says, “‘more shame for em, and whatever 
will ’is Royal ma say ? as in course will ’ave to try ’im ’erself, cos in 
course he can’t be tried by any but a equal, not by a common jury, for 
all the world like a coster.”’ 

Says Brown, “ He will be, though.” I says, “‘Do you mean to say 
as they’re a-goin’ to dare to ask ’im them impident questions.” “ Yes,”’ 
says Brown, “they’ll give it im ’ot when they get’s him in the wit- 
ness box.” ° 

I says, ‘Never. Why,’ I says, “he'll get ’is ma to send the lot to 
the Tower, and she’d do it precious quick, a-darin’ for to think as her 
son would go on like that though he is a married man. Why, in my 
opinion if he was to goon like that, she’d ’ave im cut off with a 
shillin’, and never get not even ’arf-a-crown.” 

Says Brown, “She couldn’t keep ’im out of his rights.” I says, 
“Oh, couldn’t she tho’, do you believe if she was to say to Parlyment, 
‘He aint no child of mine,’ they wouldn’t send him to Australier or 
let ’im go and be king over the Sedentioses likes them divorce ways ; 
and ’as reg’lar days for divorcin’ them as they’ve married a day or 
two before.” 

Well, Brown he kep’ on a-readin’ bits, hods and hends like, as I 
didn’t give much attentions to thro’ bein’ busy a-trimmin’acap. But 
at last he says, “’Ere it is mother.” 3 

I says, “’Ere what is?’’ “Why,” he says, “the Prince ’ave beev 
examined to day and will be in the papers to-morrer.”’ 

“And in course scorns the amputation,” says J, ‘asin duty bound ; 
for let alone the lady there’s a royal ma as would raise a pretty how 
d’ye do if she thought as he were capable of forgettin’ of ’isself, as in 
course she couldn’t trust about the place with all them maids of ’oner, 
tho’ in course bein’ maids of ’oner would act as sich, partickler with a 
prince as’is intentions is always ’onerable in course.” Brown he 
give a grunt, and says, “ Bosh.” 

I says, “‘ Whatever do you mean?” He says, “ Why, its a reg'lar 
farce ’avin’ the Prince there at all.” 

“Yes,” I says, “that’s what I says, and they did ought to be 
ashamed of theirselves, and been quite satisfied with them pretty letters 
aahe’d been and wrote, as was that beautiful about the Princess ’avin a 
little gal, and them muffin-teas as that lady ‘ad been and made for im, 
&8 In course feels chilly like the rest on us.” 

Well, while we was a-talkin’ over it in who should come but Miss 
Prxinatoy, as is livin’ out by Nottin’-’ill, so in course knows all about 





the fashionables, thro’ a-workin’ in the bonnet line for a shop in the 
Hedgeware-road, where all the nobility deals, and they do say as 
QvEEN Wicrorra ‘erself stared werry ‘ard at the window as ‘ad the 
widders’ bonnets and weedsinit ; and quite wonderful the prices, as in 
course would please her thro’ bein’ such a one for the good of trade. 

Well, Miss Prnktneton she was that all of the Prince or Wanss's 
goin’s on, a-sayin’ as she know’d this, and she know’d that, with lots 
of nods and winks, till at last Brown says, “I tell you what it is, you 
swell milliners at the West Hnd seems to know more than you did 
ought to about princes.” 

Miss Pitkineton she give a little larf like, and says, “Oh, Mr. 
Brown, ‘ow you do go on,” a-pretendin’ to be shocked, and then goes 
on for to say as she’d seen ’im scores of times in ’ansoms as ‘ad always 
looked that ’ard at her as she were obliged to turn ’er ‘ead away. 

“Well,” I says, “I'm sure if hemever does wuss than that, no one 
can't blame ’im.’’ “QOh,’’ says she, “he’ve got a werry artful smile.” 

I says “‘ No wonder,” for I’m sure-he must ’ave smiled if he'd ketehed 
sight ‘of ’er, for of all the old figgers of fun it was ’er, as will dress 
heighteen at height-and-forty, under ’ung and a swivel eye. 

“Qh,” she says, “it’s dreadful bad the way as them young swells 
goes'on, as ’ave made many a poor ‘gal’s ‘art ache, as I well knows,’ 
and ifshe didn’t take and wipe her’eye. _ 

So both Brown and me bust out a-larfin’ as reg’lar put her out, and 


‘she says, “Oh, I see you're like the rest of the ~world a-sidin’ with 


them as is rich, and a-tramplin’ on the _ “Ah,” she says, ‘““and it’s 
all werry fine for to talk ‘about judge-and jtiries, but I should like to 
see’ow they'd ’ave treated’ him if he had beén a poor man ; and,’’ she 
says, “it’s my opinion as the harrystocracy isthe cuss of the country.”’ 
I says, “Don’t goto put yourself outof the way about the harrysto- 
eracy, as is only jest like ‘their neigtibours, for there’s good and bad 
of all sorts, only the trouble*with thém upper crust parties is their 
‘avin’ nothin’ to do; but as‘to ‘that'th@re avy Morprnt let’s ’ope as 
‘she’s mad.” 

“Oh,” says Miss Pirxine'on, “she’s bad, and like the rest on ‘em, 
as she’ve let it out as every lady.goés‘Gn as bad as ’er.’’ ‘Then,’ 1 
says, ‘‘ more shame for ’em, and for ‘hér’to be told not as it’s ladies as is 
the only ones for to forget ‘themselvés, for I’ve know’d them as was 
tradesmen wives quite as *batl‘as'duchesses, and as to the men, I’m sure 
no Prince or Wanes néver coultin’t be wuss than old Pvirorp, the 
ehimbly sweep, as ’ad morals forte ‘éontaminate a tap-room, and as to 
young Brrinton, the porkman’s*son, he were obligated to lewant or 
penal servitude was ’is potion, and I'm sure as to a lot of milliner's 
gals and sich like it’s all their own faults if they gets into trouble thro’ 
a-talkin’ to lords, for they did ought to know as they’re no company 
for them young swells, as never means ’onerable, and why should 
they ?”’ 

“Oh,” says Miss Prikrnoton, “I’ve know’d parties myself as ’ave 
married the nobility.”” I says, “‘ Over the left.’”” That reg’lar put ‘er 
out, and she got ’uffy, and wished me a good evenin’ quite short like. 


(To be Continued.) 





Auswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unacceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss. 


THE author of what he describes as a *‘ sumewhat obscure”’ joke, must 
share its obscurity. 

C. P. (Dublin).—We cannot for the life of us see your joke, and we, 
therefore, submit it to our readers—‘*‘ Name for a Nineveh Bull —Mose in 
Egitto.”’ We shall be grateful to any one who can explain your bull— 
unless it is a very Irish one. . 

Q. (Limehouse).—Says that he supposes “ the only introduction he needs 
is brains’’—quite so, but won’t he find it easier to get an ordinary note of 
introduc ion ¢ 

BARDIC sends us a song which hé describes as a ‘‘catching little thing.’’ 
We don’t see that it is catching—it looks to us more like a case of Decline 
—with thanks. 

SUBSCRIBER.—As the “joke’’ did not appear in our columns, you must 
excuse our declining to explain it. 

J. A. S. (Berm mdsey).—Don’t call things by their wrong names. What 
is a brochure ? 

F. A. J. (St. James'’s-square, Edinburgh).—We do not insert indelicate 
conundrums. 

O. Y. (Wine Office Court).— Oh, why send them to us, when they don't 
agree with our views ? 

Declined with thanks:—B. B.; Hoist a-head; J. D., Wortagginster ; 
Jolly Ginger; G. O., Lichfield; O. S. G., Kensington; C. P., Strand; 
B.; Tyro; W. J. O., Everton; S. D.; J. B., Glasgow; A Moor, Tottle; 
J. G. 0., Spring Gardens; J. G.; F. J. N. M.; H. 8., Liverpool; A. eo 
Honiton; F. B., Liverpool; W. H. P., Gloucester; Diddle-um; G. Me, 
Camberwell; Saxon; F. A. D.; F. J.; F. A., Lower Broughton; N. D., 
Kingsland; F. 8. T.; Wheedle; The Curious Cuss; J. W.; Americanus 
Simplex; P. P.; F., Dalston; Next-door; F. G.; Pe'lmelly ; Quince ; 
S. 8S. ; Imperturbable. 
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h WT PL ee ee ee ae | I Have a wife, I’m quite aware : 
j iy rT — : iS That's nothing new, most men have wives, 
ee Te) lead 7 ~S —— But it’s a fact that’s far more rare, 
Vi nies | We led the happiest of lives. 
; FAN" eae abla Ve a = — : She waited on me, every whim 


| 
| 
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it 


Was gratified, she lived to please, 
And from each morn till day grew dim 
I lived completely at my ease. 


A modest competence was mine, 


o ep _—- ~~ 


A pleasant store of worldly pelf, 
I me my comforts and my wine, 
I spent a good deal on myself. 
My wife assisted, she would go 
And get the unexpected treats, 
She knew, I'd always told-her so, 
Man’s love depends on what he eats. 


So time went on, until one day 
| I found myself a father, then ° 
| I had the one thing, so you'll say, 
| 


. BAAS... 


To make me happiest of men. 
Alas, that infant, though a child 
You'd call engaging, was a bore, 


a 


And I continually was riled, 
To find that I was first no more. 
My wife, instead of feeding me. 
| ‘With dainties fed that squalling thing, 


Sq 


She'd every luxury, beef-tea, 
Corn-flour, and rusks and chicken wing. 
I found my comfort going fast, 
“ Papa ”’ was only number two, 
Dear baby number one—at last. 
I settled that it would not. do. 
So one day when mamma was out, 
I took that infant in my arms, 
The little thing began to pout 
(I own she had some childish charms). 
The water-tub was full, the lid 
I raised, and (we were all alone) 
I gently drowned the little “ kid,” 
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SPORTING PROSPECTS... — Sor hear ae cae hesar oun: 
a (to Murphy) :—“So, THat’s THE NEW LANDLORD, Mick. Bz- ———————SS 
' @OBRA, IT'LL BE AS HARD TO SHOOT HIM AS 4 s40K-sure} ” | | A Pam or Prxcens.—Frost and East Wind. 
POET AND PUBLISHER. © eT thine about takiog histor” 
Youne Srmmon pDE Sean hath a top floor whe Pols ee snug gh ie nperamal 
as east can be: . ' ys a two-dummied whist 1 -wife. 
Of dress and provisions hé owné little store, He reflects that the press and the popular tongue 
For a poet ofsoulishe,..... Say that. Simon is‘ clever, though still rather young 
Tn pathos oe en ‘he never doth fail, nee he drives poor as errs — rater head, 
But all the round hath a weep or a wail : : igniting his candle, he trots off to bed. 
Though naught it e-waileth, he quaintly doth say, _For,.oh, dear, oh! ‘The chough and the crow 
While he only writes two or three epics a-day. Have'gone where old PuyrineTon means to go! 
For, oh, dear, oh! No bard can crow, . 
If he finds his expressions of woe don’t go! ~~ Doubtful. 
Sly Purrrnoton sits in his little back room, - Can this be true ?— + asyaovil | | 
And 1 pablichsr ud is he: j Food pl ~ mp mag Boordman, was on Thursday fined £100 for having 
Of a something he Per veces oo cee Are the police quite sure that the still was for the manufacture of 
His clerks in the shop only whisper and stare - " — ? May it not be some new American patent for extracting milk 
. When young Simon pz Simpizron droppeth in there: Gye guampagens: ee 
And tell hime once more, as he’s often = told, 
Teoh ee. st abink vg at tittle nin has pon Cutting. 
oh, dear, oh! Young Smon doth know Orrictats connected with the Navy 3 say that the Government 
That his poem hath had a tremendous go! has established a new series of “ coke athe Kashitaley. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO... 
CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, ,AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 








Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and , » beg te state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, they have i Sith Sanaercite cae and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 

, FOURTEEN-ROOMED H USES {in to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling in to'see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


whole house. , 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S.E. 
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' geems to promise a successful result in this respect, and as fur- 
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Tak Bulletin dela Société d’ Acclimatation contains an article Y/, PAA Wy ‘MUYOY Y By) Uy TA |\ 
on the use of the skins of the kangaroo for glove-making, which y ‘ " Ri? Why YH Cay i ae Lig ' 
aes A TPF WY ALNY P / “AA ' 
Hf MARY, W “y i 


nishing a new source of animal food, as these animals thrive well 
in Europe.—Daily Paper. 
Come, housewives all, the tidings greet, 
In ordering dinners something new— 
A novelty in beasts to eat— 
The kangaroo—the kangaroo ! 


Oh, beef and mutton, mutton, beef ! 
Incessant boil, and bake, and stew! 

A change at last, oh, glad relief! 
The kangaroo—the kangareo! 


The beast—and thereby hangs a tail— 
Supplies with beatific glue 

Such soup—that turtle e’en turns pale, 
By kangaroo—by kangaroo! 

A different dinner cooks oft wish 
For every day, the whole year through : 

They've now for Leap Year's extra dish 
The kangaroo—the kangaroo! 


Of beef, veal, mutton, lamb, and pork, : 
We've had enough, and sy too! Man eh 
Hail, then, fresh work for knife and fork, Na 
The kangaroo—the kangaroo ! i Pe 
‘ i i Aa ia 
ciate, aa 
> all h | 
Fair and Fare. Mt 
We will put two and'two together with these para- A 
craphs :— — 
5 Bridie pit! 
Miss Lydia Thompson has horsewhipped the editor of the aa 
Chicago Times. tm ey 
Miss Lydia Thompson has been entertaining the Cincinnati 
Common Council at supper. 
The deduction is plain: cowhide for critics, cowheel 
for councillors. i 


The Force of Bad Egg-sample. 


Wuy can’t the gentleman, who scored a Duck’s egg 
at the Oval the other day, be Parkins? Because he’s 


“‘Gor-O !” 


Suoremakers drive hard bargains—they always want 
money ‘to boot.” 
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‘“ THIEVES! MURDER!” | 








But it wasn’t! It was only Tom WaGGLp, returning fron a Bat Masavt, 
but he nearly frightened his young brother out of his wits. 








very few misgivings; although Samrru was no millionaire, his position 


A MAN OF THE TIME. 


Ir grieves us profoundly to record the decease of Smiru. He has | e 
departed from amongst us in the plenitude of his powers and the full | 4dvice upon those particular matters (whatever they may 
enjoyment of his weaknesses. Better men and worse men are left | be) in which he was so admirably qualified to give co 
behind him, but there probably exists no individual, in this or any | 283istance. 
other hemisphere, whose proportions of good and evil are so accurately | It was rarely that our late friend confided, even to ourselves who 
balanced as those of SmiruH. knew him so intimately and loved him with such devotion, the 

Our lamented friend’s age at the period of his death is far from easy incidents of his personal history. Yet once he told us, if we recollect 
to determine; whilst lacking the peculiarities of extreme youth he | rightly, that he had never fought a duel with sabres. Whether he 
was not remarkable for the characteristics of advanced age, He was objected rationally to the effusion of human blood, or preferred a 
of medium height and bulk, with a complexion hovering midway | Co.t’s revolver as the most appropriate weapon for a deadly encounter, 
between the florid and the cadaverous; his hair was of that indescri- | it isnot our province to decide. The matter will perhaps be made clear 
bable tint which cannot be qualified as black, brown, or yellow— | by reference to his posthumous essays, if indeed he has bequeathed such 
neither can it be stigmatized as approaching red. His eyes, though priceless legacy to the reading public. Unless we are much 
never devoid of expression (save when closed in slumber), seldom con- | deceived, through the lapse of years or the imperfections of memory, 
veyed any exact indication of the sentiments which agitated his mind ; | ¥@ made som: attempt at the time to question him further on the top 
they were neither dull nor demonstrative. What a blessing would it | of duelling; but, whenever pressed closely on subjects of a private 


be if the whole circle of the present writer's acquaintances resembled | nature, our lamented friend would leave the festive board suddenly, 
the eyes of the late Surrx! and stalk away into the stormy night with eloudy brow and moody 


was anything but that of a pauper. We only regret that they 
should have lost the opportunity of receiving their father’s valuable 


maggen to 
unsel and 


An average education fell to the lot of our departed friend. Had demeanour. 
he only been enabled to enjoy the highest advantages of an Oxford or 
Cambridge training, there is hardly a profession in which he would 


not have proved himself capable of excelling. The particular career | 


in life which Smiru selected we have not been able, in spite of 
studious research, to ascertain; but we are certainly correct in affirm- 


It only remains for us to add that, in the event of a public testi- 
monial being set on foot to commemorate by a statue this eminently 
representative man, the present biographer’s copper (or even silver) 
will be forthcoming. eanwhile we intend publishing a more com- 
plete life of our friend in three volumes (calf) at the modest price 


of £1 11s. 6d. 








lle 


ing that he was neither a Chancellor of the British Exchequer nor a 
driver of the unadorned but useful omnibus which runs from the 
Waterloo Station to the corner of WeHington-street for a penny per 
mger. His path of duty, in fact, was probably placed halfway 
ween these conditions of existence. 

It is painful to announce the death of such a man. How much 
more painful must it be to reflect that he has possibly left behind him | 
—if indeed he ever entered the matrimonial state—a bereaved widow 
who is not at all unlikely to be the mother of a young family. For 
the mere pecuniary prospects of his children, however, we entertain 


Fashion’s Follies. 


Tue Grecian bend, the chignon, the Alexandra limp, 
The waist pinch’d tight, the hair let down that tongs are made to 


crimp, 
The bonnets of asingle rose, the high-heel’d boots; how vext 
Does poor Pater-familias in anger ask, “ What next ?” 


A Jomrt-Srocx Arvatr.—Ox-tail soup. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 30th, 1870: 


HE pitch to which adulteration, and the sale of food unfit for 
human consumption have been carried, is positively alarming. 
Week after week the Inspectors have to condemn meat sent up 
to the Londen market. ow there is a seizure of tea, so mixed 
with foreign matters asto be deleterious if not poisonous. Now it is 
some other article of food that is| found to be sophisticated, and the 
ingenuity of man is exerted constantly to wring a profit from the 
| deterioration of his neighbour's victuals, until at length even the 
muddy bottom of the Thamesis ransacked for a “‘ substitute for butter,’ 
| to which the marmalade, made of the orange-peel swept up in theatres 
| —there was an advertisement offering it at a low price to makers of 
| 





ese 


| marmalade—is a wholesome and innocent compound. 
And while eatables are thus adulterated, liquors do not escape. The 
‘‘ deetor ’’ drives round to his clients’ pubs with a box of physi¢ under 
the: seat of his gig: and touches, up the poor man’s beer, and gives 
| finishing touches tothe sot’s gin. The list of drugs and extracts, 
| whereby the intoxicating:effects of alcohol are aggravated, while the 
| dcesivedor it is stimulated, isa long one. 
to check these evil practices is not far to 
Association, so admirably organised, 
ing so well such noble charities as it does, 


and managing and 
sincerely that it will take the 


might soon work a cure, and we ho 


matter in hand, and shame its rivals, the grocers, with a thorough. 


| reform of all sophisticating: 


Bienes of a feather that dates further back than last year’s moult. are 


| not-—if we believe Mz. Tuprer, or some other proverbial philose- 

pher, oy ‘Dundreary—to be caught by chaff. Likewise not 
onl the burnt child: dread the fire, says the same authority, but 
his hiothers and sisters 1g noticed the unpleasant effect of exces- 
sive caloric on the humam epidermis have a due respect for the grate. 
| We are induced to recall these wise saws, by the remembrance ofa 
modern instance which we could recall to the minds of those War 
Office clerks, to whom the authorities have been singing, “ Dilly, dilly, 
dilly, dilly, come and be killed!” to the following tune. 

The authorities at the War Office have called upon a)! clerks in their departments 
who are willing to retire to send in their papers on or before the 15th of April. 
Full pay will be continued until the end of December, and in caleulating the super- 
annuation allowances the following periods will be added to the actual service of 
the officials :— After 5 and umcer t0 years’ service, 3 years’ service will be added; 
after 10 and under 15 years’ service, 5 years’ service will be added; after 15 and 
under 20 years’ service, 7 years’-service will be added ; after 20 and under 30 years’ 
service, 10 years’ service will be added. The Secretary at War reserves to himself 
the right to accept or rejeet the applications that may be submitted to him, 

Not. more than five years we fancy, similar inducements were 
held out, and a number of cl took the bait, to learn when it was too 
late that they had been imposed upon. They were tricked out of the 
promised advantages, and set adrift with the worst character a clerk 
can seek employment with—that of having been in a Government 
office. 1 redress, they were advised, would be expensive and 
uncertain, for departments are not easily assailable. So they, with 
their wives and families, had to swallow the bitter pill, and submit to 


the imposition. 


So we hope the clerks before they accept these offers will examine 


them. — Let them make sure that *‘the continuation of pay till Decem- 
ber” is not re tive, and doesn’t mean last 
instance. It seems improbable to outsiders, but the victims of depart- 


ments know of what meanness public offices can be guilty. 





Too Modest by Half! 


Iy we may believe the following ,» news would seem 
| to be things they “manage iilbeatly ie eee 


Oswego has a newspaper called the Independent. It declares t i 
' neutral in religiom and politica, as it “‘ knows very little of the eee ae 
whatever of the latter.” 
Why those would be the very reasons that would make an English 
paper intolerant in matters-of=faith, and degmatic on questions of 


po'itics ! 





A QUEER LOOK-ovT. 
To enable railway servants to guard against collisions,. provide 
them with col/ide-oscopes. 


No Treat ro tue Manrnimr.-—A gale-a day. 
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pay. their fair quota in the shape of property tax. 


TO A FLAGEOLETIST. 
=A N CHANTING music! 


SUM W NSN NHN NNR 
NNN NO AAD TP 
SS On mine ear 


ASO TRAIN HS ’ ° 
Betis ih Too pow’rful far is 








| a 4 
1 ae 7 


‘ wie thine effect. 
ht eRe Come not, oh, art 
HEN) BARN tas 
is d Da divine, too 


near— 
Pray keep — oh, 
keep thyself se- 
lect! 
Thine excellence, like 
| yonder star, 
Were better wor- 
shipped from 
afar. 


Sweet minstrel! Ait | 
thou sad in 
plight 

That thou dost ga- 
rish day eschew, 

That, like the song- 
bird of the night, 

Thou comest thus 
to Wit to woo? 

Alas! Wit's penni- 
less, and so 

Can’t give thee coin— 
and bid thee go. 


Ah, hush! Too deep 
for mortal men 
The feelings thy 
staccatos give: 
I am compelled to 
drop my pen, | 
Yet must I write, 
if I would live! 
Cease, cease that wild bewitching strain— 
That I may dream it o’er agam! 


My nerves, kind friend, are keenly strang— 
They need not thine awakening call. 
Go, seek the heedless and the young, 
Strive their wild natures to enthrall. 
Their giddiness the grave condemn— 
Idonot! Yet, go thou to them! 


Thou wilt not? Sympathetic soul, 
Companionship for grief is good} 
Dark visions o er my spirit roll ; 
My heart is on the beat!—I would 
The constable were, too; that he 
Might move thee, as thou movest me. 


Another air? Thou ling’ rest yet! 
Thou art too fine for this dull earth, 
And that thou'rt on it I regret! 
A loftier lot would fit thy werth— 
Would thou hadst swelled, from childhood’s years, 
The unheard music of the spheres:! 








A Piece of Cabinet Work. 


We have been permitted to view the last: new painting of Mu. Bar- 
RAUD, whose two large pictures of society in the ‘k will be familiar 
to allminds. This time he has exchanged the fresh air of the Row 
for the political atmosphere of Downing-street, depicting a Cabinet 
Council of the present ministry assembled in'Prrz’s room in the official 
residence there, preferred by them, we believe, to. the chamber in the 
New Foreign Office. The likenesses are truly admirable, and the 
grouping is:easy’and natural; the Members of the Council having 
risen to separate, when the Prime Minister begs them to wait and hear 
a telegram whick she has just received. As few of us, generally speak- 
ing, have bee Members of a Cabmet: Council, the picture will: be 
interesting, as showing how such meetings are conducted. 





; Sche-(dad)-dule! Walk-er ! 
We are informed that the Chancellor of the Exchequer is ame 
measures to ensure that. the ghost “ effects’ at the Polytechnic s 





A Pixcunzex Morro.—Mosaic. hath charms. 
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THE PROMPTER’S BOX; 


Or, Prompter, Prompt Thyself, 


ACT I.—The Prompter’s Lodgings at Snoggleton. 
Enter ERNEst. 

Ernest.— Here lives my love! I will write her an offer of mar- 
riage. (Does so.) 
Enter Miss Monrcasue. 

Miss M.—Ernest! I have followed you here. I love ye! 

Exnest.—Go, temptress! I love another. 

Miss M.—F lorence Bristowe, I presume, the prompter’s daughter ? 

Erngst.—The same. She comes. 

Enter Fionence and Op Basstowe, who is a Prompter, in military 
pe , eniform, 

Frorexce.—Ernest! (Welcomes hem.) 

Miss M. (hysterically)—Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! (Observes that the 
new vomers seem surprised.) I beg your pardon—it’s nothing! Ha! 
ha! Exit. 

Ernest.—Old man, I love your daughter,and would make emae 

BristowE.—Say ye so, boy. Thentake her. (Aside.) His father 
isa banker! (d/oud.) Go and buy some guts, and we will celebrate 
this auspicious fact in a becoming revel. [Exit Enwxsr, to buy nuts. 


Enter Mr. De Lacy FirzaLtamount, @ tragedian. (Capitally played 
by Mr. Byron.) 

Fstz.—I also love ye, Ferlorence! 

FLOoRENCE.—Go, silly one. I love another. 

Fi11z.-~Kerrushed again ! 

Re-enter BRieTOWE, with many nuts, 
BaistowE.—The feast is spread. Let'the revels commence! 
[ They sit down to eat nutes, 
Enter Gapvssy, Manager of the Snaggleton Theatre. 

GapsBy.—An eminent London manager is coming to the theatre 
to-night. My leading lady has thrown up her engagement—who will 
play Mrs. Haller in the Stranger ? 

Op Bristowr.—I—I will play it. 

GapssBy.—No you are too old—aad too male, 

Op Bristowe.—My daughter, then ! 

Gapsspy.— Good! She shall! 

Op Bristowrz.— More luck ! 
we part! 

They crack another nut. 
Sir Micuag..—Ernest ! 
Ernest.— Father! 


Come, let’s crack another nut before 
Enter Sim Micuaet GLenpDINNING. 


[ Tableau. 





Theatre. She is supported by Gapsny, whose part is a peculiarly 
significant one. It is only twelve lines long, but the success of the 
piece depends upon those twelve lines being properly delivered. And 


here he is quite drunk! 
Miss M. (aside).—This is my doing, that Florence Bristowe may 


come a cropper at her first appearance ! { Azi¢ Miss Montcasue. 

Fitz.—He-will be late! f will go and play his part for him. (Tries 
the door.) Ha! itis locked! No matter, the window is two-feet-six 
from the ground, but I will risk the leap. [ Does so. 


Scmnz 2. The Stage Door. Nothing done. 


Scene 3. The Green Room. Room painted green to give local colour. 
Enter Barstows. 
Buistowr.—My Florence is making a tremendous hit ! 
Enter ManvavitE, the Manager. 
MANDAVILLE.—Mr. Briatowe, a new piece is being 
first time, and you shouldbe prompting at the wing. 
the Green-room ? 


Butstows.—I am rather nervous and would rather not prompt 
to-night. Pray excuse me. 


Manpavitiz.—Qh, certainly, do as you like. (Fact.) 
. [ Batt ManpAaviLe. 


Enter Furowence, dressed for @ part. 
FLorznes.—Mr. Gadsby has not arrived, and ‘the vital twelve-lme 


scene is coming on | 
Enter ManDAvVILLe. 


Manpaviiis.—Come -- some one else is taking his part! 
[ Hzeunt Flonency and Manpavuiae. 


Bristrews.—Joy—the scene is safe ! 
Enter Fuorence from stage, with Frrzautamount dressed for a part. 


Frorence.—Blessings on you! 

Ferz.—Not at all. The part was even shorter than I theught it was. 
| But,-ah! my arm! 

FLoREeNcE.—What is wrong with your arm ? 

Firz.—I hurt it this afternoon in a fall! (Faints.) 


ACT IV.—Exnest’s Chambers. 


Exnest.—I am now a popular author. I wrote a piece with eleven 
scenes in the first act, and that triumph of ingenuity has made my 
fortune ! 


ayed for the 
hy are you in 


[ Tableau, 


Enter Otp Bristows. 
BristrowE.— Mr. Glendinning, I have brought you a letter. 


Ernest.—Ha! From her # " a 
BuistowE.—No, sir. From my son; here it is. Considering that 
we have quarrelled, perhaps it would have been more dignified on my 


ACT I1.—Same Scene. Next morning— (but the sun is coming in at the | art if I had posted it to you, especially as I have recently come into a 


same window that tt did onthe preceding evening). 
Enter Bristow and FLORENCE. 
BuisTowE.— It was a great success. Your fortune is made, 
Enter Manvavitig. (The London manager.) 
MANDAVILLE.—I engage you forthwith. 


FLorence.— Happiness ! 
Enter Sin Micwaek.. 


Sr Micuaeyt.— Mr. Bristowe, I do not wish my sen to marry utility. 
I have other views for him. Iwill give you £500 to let the young 
man off. 

Bristowz.—Scoundrel, to tempt an old man with gold! 

Str Micuart.—You refuse ? 


Bristowe.—Indignantly! Your son will have twenty times that | flighty, are quite respectable now. 


sum at your death. 


Sir Micuazu (aside).— Foiled! But I have yet another shaft! 


[ Exit. 
Bristow£.—I was not always a prempter. I am an old soldier! 
soldier ! 


FLorENcE.— A very old 
{EZait BristowE, with military pomp. 


Enter Nep ButstowsE, his son. 
Nep.—Florence, I have stolen £500. Compromise this felony, and 
all will yet be well! 
Frorence.—Certainly. "Wait a bit. 
Nzp.—I will—round the corner! 
a are: nee Ceatermean. 
IR Micaarn.— Well, have you ht of my proposal? 
Fronence.—I have. Give asiaaiieer. - 
Srr Micuar..—Here is the sum once told. 
 FLorence.— Your son is free ! 
Enter Enwzsr. 
Ernest.—Florence, do my ears deceive me ? 
FLorENcE.—They would scorn the action. Go! 


ACT III. -Seunz 1.—Miss Moxrcasuzy’s residence. 


Enter {to Miss Mowrecasuer) Gapssy and Ma. Frrzauramount. 
Gapssy very drunk. 
Fitz.—Florence appears to night for the first time at the Paragon 


[ Exit. 


[ Tableau. 


arge fortune. 
Ernest.—And how is Miss Bristowe ? 
BristowE.— Dying ! 
Exnest.— I am sorry. 
BristowE.—- Damme, I like the lad still. He has a tender heart. 


Eunest (reads lette’).—“* I enclose you £500, which Florence bor- 
rowed to pay my fraud!” I see it all now! 
Tableau—Eunest seeing tt all! 
Scenz 2.—Mn. Brisrowe’s vila. Fionence very sick on a sofa, Miss 
Mon TcasHe attending her. 
Fiorence.— You are quite a changed person. You who were 60 
[ Bait Florence. 
Enter FitzaLTAMOUNT. 
Firz.— Miss Montcashel, marry me. 
Miss M.—Certainly. 
Enter all the characters. 

(Well, really, it was half-past eleven, and we had a train to catch, a quar- 
ter to twewe, and we didn’t wait any longer. But we think it 13 not 
unlikely that the quarrel between Fronence and Exnmst was happily 
adjusted, and that they agreed to marry. Probably, also, the fact that 
old BristowE had come into money influenced Stn MicuaBL tn going 
his consent. But all this is sh:er conjecture.) 

CuRTAIN. 

OvursgLves.—The piece is very humorously written, but much @ 
‘the humour (turning, as it does, entirely on stage matters) will be 
| caviare to the public. The piece is much too long and its construction 

is sloppy, Mz. Bynon played the part of a provincial tragedian with 

| wonderful humour. His “make up” was irable. Miss Furtapo 
| very pleasant as the débutante. Mr. Wensrex, as the old prompter, 
| was not as satisfactory as usual, perhaps he will be better wheu he is 
quite at home in the text. The other parts fairly filled. The scenery 


commonplace. 








Wine ror Diners A LA Rvssz.— Rouss-illon 
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DESIGN FOR CARTOON FOR THE HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT. 


Dedicated with Profound Admiration and Respect to the Riaut HonovrnasLtE Henry AUSTIN 





THE BARE IDEA, 


Six James Exvpuinston stated in the House of Commons the other 
night, upon the discussion on Mr. Cuitpers’ scheme of naval retire- 
ment, that the Government had stripped the retiring admirals of all 
they possessed, and “left nothing but their bare epaulets upon their 

8.” 

This is really ing economy beyond the bounds of decency. 
Even the South Sea Islanders, who from their boyhood upwards have 
been accustomed to go about with as few clothes as most people, would 
not think of capeung in ye without a yee of spurs in addition to 
the customary cocked hat. The object of the Government order is 
ebvious. They think that the scantiness of the new regulation 
uniform will ensure the compulsory retirement of the admirals—at 
least, within their own doors. But we trust that the gallant officers 
will show no such weakness. If they would only summon courage to 

enade Regent-street or Bond-street in the uniform described by 
m James ELpuinstTon, a sensation would be created in the public 
mind which might shake the resolution even of the relentless First 
Lord of the Admi - A minor difficulty occurs to us in consider- 
ing the question. e absence of clothes of course involves the 
absence of pockets, and where are these ill-used gentlemen to pee the 
handsome pensions which they carry into their retirement? The only 
thing to be done is to have the epaulets considerably enlarged and 
rn out, so that they may serve the double purpose of purse and 
othing. 





*Orrid ! 

Dear Mr. Epitror,—Why is an aggravating and painful boil just 
after it has been lanced by the surgeon, like the tiny utensil in witch 
the domestic cat takes her modest matutinal meal? Pray answer this, 
and relieve the anxiety of Ay Escarep Lunatic. 

Because it’s a sore-sir (saucer). Let us have no more of this or we 

report you to the authorities at Colney Hatch.] 


* We always thought they were worn on the shoulders—bat no matter ! 





Bruce, Home Secretary. 








HORACE IN LONDON. 
To an Exprrinc Mvupiark. 


Srxcg venom dying toads exude, 
And filth expiring worms ; 
And since, the sooner ’twill conclude, 
The more the reptile squirms ; 
Since feeble dips of foul fat give 
Most stench when they go out ; 
You’ve not much longer now to live 
To judge from what you spout: 
So we can mark, contemplative 
In patience, your last bout. 
So now’s your season— don’t defer, 
Fling round the mud like mad: 
Perchance ’twill show some scavenger 
What sort of brains you had! 





A Lucid Explanation. 


Tue Kensington News asks :— 

What is a Whitster? Such an officer appears on the Chelsea Hospital establish- 
ment, and was paid last year £70. His salary is now to be cut down one half. 

- What deplorable ignorance! Of course a whitster is something 
between a punnist and a jokester, with a slight touch of the funifier. 
But see ArTrsmus WARD, Opera Omnia—passim. No, don’t pass ’im 
or you'll miss a treat. The reason of the reduction of this official’s 
salary is obvious—the authorities discovered they could obtain a 
superior article—in the shape of two half-yearly volumes of Fun—for 
the ridiculously small charge of nine shillings per annum! 





A Bump and an Organ. 
Tue largest organ in the world will be the one in the Hall of Arts 
and Sciences, South Kensington. It is to be called Coxx’s Self-Esteem, 
in honour of a gentleman well-known about that quarter. 
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DESIGN FOR CARTOON FOR THE HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT. 





THE BARE IDEA, 


Sir James Extpuinston stated in the House of Commons the other 
night, upon the discussion on Mr. Cuitpers’ scheme of naval retire- 
ment, that the Government had stripped the retiring admirals of all 
hey possessed, and “left nothing but their bare epaulets upon their 
oacks,”’ * 

This is really carrying economy beyond the bounds of decency. 
Even the South Sea Islanders, who from their boyhood upwards have 
been accustomed to go about with as few clothes as most people, would 
not think of appearing in public without a pair of spurs in addition to 
the customary cocked hat. The object of the Government order is 
ebvious. They think that the scantiness of the new regulation 
uniform will ensure the compulsory retirement of the admirals—at 
least, within their own doors. But we trust that the gallant officers 
will ehow no such weakness. If they would only summon courage to 
protoonte Regent-street or Bond-street in the uniform described by 

mR JAMES ELPHINSTON, a sensation would be created in the public 
mind which might shake the resolution even of the relentless First 
Lord of the Admiralty. A minor difficulty occurs to us in consider- 
ing the eee The absence of clothes of course involves the 
absence of pockets, and where are these ill-used gentlemen to put the 
handsome pensions which they carry into their retirement? The only 
thing to be done is to have the epaulets considerably enlarged and 
hollowed out, so that they may serve the double purpose of purse and 
clothing. 





*Orrid ! 


Dear Mr. Epitor,—Why is an aggravating and painful boil just 
after it has been lanced by the surgeon, like the tiny utensil in which 
the domestic cat takes her modest matutinal meal? Pray answer this, | 


and relieve the anxiety of Ay Escarep Lunatic. 


[ Because it’s a sore-sir (saucer). 


* We always thought they were worn on the shoulders—but no matter ! 
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Let us have no more of this or we | 
shall report you to the authorities at Colney Hatch.] 


Dedicated with Profound Admiration and Respect to the Riagut HonovrasteE Henry AvstTin Bruce, Home Secretary. 








HORACE IN LONDON. 
To an Exprrinc MupLark. 


Sixcg venom dying toads exude, 
And filth expiring worms ; 
And since, the sooner ’twill conclude, 
The more the reptile squirms ; 
Since feeble dips of foul fat give 
Most stench when they go out ; 
You’ve not much longer now to live 
To judge from what you spout: 
So we can mark, contemplative 
In patience, your last bout. 
So now’s your season— don’t defer, 
Fling round the mud like mad: 
Perchance ’twill show some scavenger 
What sort of brains you had! 


A Lucid Explanation. 


Tue Kensington News asks :— 
What is a Whitster? Such an officer appears on the Chelsea Hospital establish- 
ment, and was paid last year £70. His salary is now to be cut down one half. 
What deplorable ignorance! Of course a whitster is something 
between a punnist and a jokester, with a slight touch of the funifier. 
| But see Artemus WaRD, Opera Omnia—passim. No, don’t pass ’im 
| or you'll miss a treat. The reason of the reduction of this official's 
| salary is obvious—the authorities discovered they could obtain a 
_ superior article—in the shape of two half-yearly volumes of Fun—for 
| the ridiculously small charge of nine shillings per annum! 


| A Bump and an Organ. 

| Tue largest organ in the world will be the one in the Hall of Arts 
_ and Sciences, South Kensington. It is to be called CoLz’s Self-Esteem, 
in honour of a gentleman well-known about that quarter. 


1870. 
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Arrit 2, 1870.] 


Mrs. Brown on Things in General, 


ctencinteinaesl poten 
THE DIVORCE COURT. 
4 (Concluded from p. 33.) 


’M sure I thonght as I’d been and finished with that Divorce 

nastiness, and thankful to get it out of my ’ead. When, the 

day arter Miss Pitk1nton’s wisit, in come Meria Epwarps, a 

chit. of a thing, a-runnin’ with a paper, as wasn’t quite fifteen 

year old, and says to me a-grinnin’, “Oh, Mrs. Brown, mother’s been 

and sent you in the paper as ’ave got it all iv, as is that racy as she 
knows you'll like.” 

So, not quite a-seein’ what she were a-drivin’ at with ’er racy, and 
wantin’ for to check ’er bold for’ard ways, I says, “‘ My dear, I don’t 
care about none of them sportive news, as is werry often lowlived 
characters as leads to bettin’-shops and robbin’ the till, not but what it 
is downright impidence for them there Parlyments to put ’em down for 
the poor man and let lords and dukes swindle everyone there close 
agin’ the Knightsbridge Barricks, as is a frightful eyesore and a 
reg’lar nuisance let alone not being common decent for ’uman bein’s 
to live in, as sojers certingly is, all said and done. 

“Oh,” she says, “mother told me to tell you as it was rare sport— 
all about the Pxivce or Watrs in the Diworce Court, and you'd enjoy 
it:over your tea, the sameas-she’s done.”’ ‘ Then,” I says, “ you may 
tell your mother as, in my opinion, the Prince or WA.Es and every 
one else as is respectable did ought to keep out of sich places as them 
low courts, as they wont ’ear no good in, and as to talkin’ about sich 
blackguard goin’s-on to a child like you anyone ought to be ashamed 
on theirselves to do it.’’ 

She give a toss of ’er ’ead and was out of the place in a jiffey, as the 
sayin’ is, a-mutterin’ as she’d tell mother. I don't think as it was 
more than five minutes, though it might be less, when Mrs. Epwarps 
’erself bounces up to the door, with ’er face a-flamin’ like a turkey 
cock for redness, as I went to open myself. 

- She says, “I’d thank you, Mrs. Brown, next time as I sends my 
child with a message not to willify ’er own mother, as ’ave made ’er 
cry fit to break ’er ’art through me a-bein’ that insulted.”” I says, 
“ Who’ve been insultin’ you ?”’ 

She says, “ You ’ave, as is all my own fault through a-actin’ neigh- 
bourly and doin’ as I’m done by, but never no more, not if you was 
to go down on your bended knees, do you ever ketch sight of my Sun- 
day paper agin, and so I tell you.” I says, “ Wait till I asks for it, 
mum, and if your ’ead never aches till I do, you won't ’ave no 
occasions for no smellin’ salts.” 

‘‘Oh,’’ she says, a-givin’ way to tears, “that my own flesh and 
blood should ever ’ear me spoke on ashamed of myself behind my back, 
as ’ave brought up a family without a word agin my character.” I 
says, ““No one’s been and spoke agin your character, but only said 
what I ’olds the truth, as it’s shameful to talk about such things before 
children as Diworce courts and sich like.”’ 

“Well,” she says, “I'm sure it’s what every lady in the land feels 
an interest in.” I says, “Speak for yourself, mum, for,” I says, “I 
don’t want to ’ear no more about it, so,” I says, “‘I wishes you a good 
mornin’, and you needn’t trouble yourself to call agin nor yet send 
your gal neither.” 

She says, “I always says you're a wulgar old wretch, and now I 
knows it.” I says, “I may be, but I don’t say anything indecent nor 
yet read it,” and I takes and shets the door in ’er face sharp, as is not 
actin’ the lady praps, but I was put out with ’er. 

When Brown come ’ome he said as I’d been too sharp, for he says, 
‘¢ All you women likes to ’ear about such things, so I’ve bought the 

aper.” I says, “I do not for my part, not even from my own 

a ’ 99 y Pp 


a-wantin’ to know what the Prixce or WALES ’ad to say for ’isself,”’ 
and begins a-readin’. ‘ Well,” I says, “ you might ’ave made a guess 
at that, I should think, and it’s what I calls ’ighly disgraceful for to 
put ’im on ’is hoath,‘with that judge a-settin’ there a-treatin’ ‘im jest 
the same. as if he’d been a workin’ mar, as proved ’is innercence, and 
them lawyers couldn’t make ’im say nothink though he ’ad kissed the 
book with all their questions, as will make you say black is white as 
the sayin’ is, through a puzzlin’ you with their cross questions and 
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he says, ‘ you're the biggest liar as ever I know'd except your father ;’ 
as was a nutty one for a king, for though a cat may look at a king, as 
the sayin’ is, you wouldn’t’ardly think as a Fox would be that bold to 
speak like that.” 

Says Brown, “ Why ever don’t you read things proper, Marrua, and 
then you'll know the rights on it, if you will talk.’ I says, “ There 
can’t be no rights where allis wrong together, Brown, for,” I says, “a 
nice ’usban’ that ere Sir Cuar.es must be to go all the way over to 
Norway and leave her to fish, as though there wasn’t as good fish to 
be ‘ad out of Norway as in it; as must either be a born fool, or wuss, 
to walk ’isself off and leave his wife with a lot of young fellers a- 
danglin’ arter ’er, and all bad characters into the bargain, and as to 
the young woman for a lady I do not consider ‘er, and nothink better 
than a fieldmale for that matter, why in course it’s all ’er fault, but 
in my opinion if she’d take and marry a man for ’is money as some 
wicked old cat-asmarans of mothers will make daughters do, why in 
my opinion she'd do anythink, and I considers the streets is better any 
day. But,” Isays, “in course there must be blackguard courts for 
blackguard treats, but why ever do they let anyone in but them as is 
compelled to be there. And as to parties a-payin’ lots of money to get 
in as calls theirselves decent women, why I blushesfor’em. Though 
some is obliged to go, for I’ve ’eard my dear mother speak of bein a 
jury of matrons ’erself, as I wouldn’t be one myself for the world nor 
more wouldn’t she if they ’adn’t took and impaled ’er on it agin ’er 
will, as was werry unpleasant in open court with the judgeand jury 
a lookin’ on, not to say ’urtful to the feelin’s, as give ‘er a chill as she 
never got over not proper to ’er death, though outlivin’ on it many 

ears.” 
. So Brown he says, “I do think as there ought to be a diworce if.a 


woman talks ’er ’usband to death as I’m sure you woulda ’orse’s ‘ind. 


leg off.’”’ I says, “If you was to goa-galliwantin’ off to Norway a-fishin’ 
a-leavin’ me, I dare say as I should be glad of company, though never 
forget as I were a lady, and I’m sure scores of times you've been to the 
Lea Bridge a-fishin’ all day and always found me at ome and your tea 
ready, and no Princes or WaALes, nor yet noblemen a-hangin’ about 
the place, though I’ve been admired by royal families, for I've ‘eard 
my dear mother say as old QueEn CHaAkLotrTs stopped once for to look 
at me, and wouldn't believe as it were tops and bottoms as ’ad turned 
out so well.” 

So Brown he says, “I wish you was in the Diworce Court:or any- 
where so as I could read quiet.’’ ‘“ Well,’ I says, “Ma. Browy, I 
considers it a werry indecent remark a-wishin’ to see me in the Diworce 
court, as would be a pretty ow d’ye do for all the world to talk about 
if I was to take and encourage the Pryce or WALes, as in course 
knows my place better and wouldn’t do that Princess an injury with 
’er littlefamily for the world, poor thing, a-enticin’ of ’er’usband away 
from ’er, not if I was ever so much adady, but as to you it’s enough to 
bring a judgment on you a-talkin” like that about bein’ diworced, 
as never did ought to be put asunder arter bein’ jined together 
that solemn: as’ll make nice confusion in time, as no one won't know 
their own ’usban’s from anybody else’s, and as to children knowin’ 
their rightful parents, why it will be a wise child as:‘knows whether he 
ever ‘ad a father, or a mother either, as he can call ’is own.”’ 


‘‘ Take Care of the’’—Farthings! 
Herr’s a sign of the times at the Admiralty :— 


Adder, steamer, was paid off on Monday at Chatham, and the men have been 
discharged. The Adder, it is expected, will be broken up or sold, her place be:ng 
taken by the Monkey, formerly tender to the Fisgard at Woolwich. 

The system of taking care of half-pence and farthings in our naval 
expenditure has evidently proved so successful in saving pounds—by 


_ the thousand—that the authorities are encouraged to persevere with it, 


crooked hanswers. And then to keep ’im there all the day a-tryin’ | 


to ketch ’im out, as owned to the ’Ansom cabs in a minit, as in course 
there can’t be no ’arm in, but all open and above board; and it’s lucky 
as we’ve got a Parmce or Wags as is that upright, as he wouldn't 
stoop to do a disgraceful hact, nor yet tell a lie, ike GzorcE THE 
Fourrn, as was well known to be the fust gentleman in the world as 
denied solemn as he’d been and married a Roman Catholic on the sly 
as was certing death to that old Fox, as was a corpulent party, and 
did used: to’ over the fireplace in Srx Smwon Wirtxes's dressin- 
room oppersite that Pirr as he ’ated through bein’ too deep for ’im, 


| 


° y | and, with a view to assisting the reform at our numerous dockyards, 
“ Well,” he says, “for my part I did felt a interest about it through 


have begun with the determination to have an Aduer of fractions at 
Chatham. The appointment of the Monkey, of course points to the 
sort of “allowance” to be granted in future to those who have been 
guilty of lavish expenditure. 


Old Saws with New Handles. 


Beauty is only skin-deep—but Nature did not on that account hide 
it. 

A stitch in Time may save nine—but he never seems to be entirely 
sewn-up. 


Pp 
Birds of a feather flock together—and yet ina flock bed you will not 
find a feather at all! 


An all Serene-ade! 


Tuis is an odd instance of “ musical intelligence’: — 


A Nashville serenading party travelled ten miles to fiddle two hours in front of a 
house before they discovered that is was empty. 


but showed a deal of sperrit for he up and spoke to that there Pxiwce | At any rate there’s one thing to be said—it was a very lucky escape 
or Wats, when the marridge were found out and says to ’im, ‘Sir,’ | for the people that weren't in the house! 
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| TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 


No. 9.—Tug Povurry. 
Ursanus and Rusticus on their way to lunch at Pimms. 


City magnates have adorned this important capital. You have seen 
the bridge at Blackfriars. 

Rusticus.—Aye, but ‘twas a pity the granite pillars were so short, 
coz. They dwarf the bridge. 

Ursanus.—They do, mirry! But you see granite pillars are, 
curiously many tender points with us! 


| Unpanus.—Now, cousin mine, I have shown you how nobly our 





Rvsticvs.— You speak of the Holborn Viaduct. Well, the flaws 
are to be but they are too small to mar the effect of the 
structure, which is very fine. 


|  Uxesanvs.—Then again, there is the Embankment, and the site of 


| Queen Victoria Street, which with fine warehouses and offices on either 


' 


| side will be a noble approach to the City’s great heart—the Exchange, 


the Mansion House, and the Bank. 

Rvsticvus.—Truly so! 
now ? 

Uapanus.—Well, ahem! We are in the City. 

Rusticus.—Just so—to be sure, we have but just left Chepe. But 
this narrow crowded lane—how do you call it? 

Unpanus.—The Poultry. 

Rvusricvs.—It has a rural sound. Nevertheless, I would not keep 
fowls in such a contracted space. Whither does it lead ? 

_ Unnanvus,—Oh, only to the Exchange, and the Bank, and the Man- 
sion House. 

Rusticus.—Which you described anon as the City's great heart. 
And this cramped and crowded thoroughfare is its artery. 

Unsanvs.— useless to disguise the fact, it isa disgrace. But 
rely upon it, the good sense of the City will prevail, and by this time 
next year, when you come up again, it will be demolished, and a fitting 
ap thrown open. 

usticus.—But why has so necessary an improvement been so long 


neglected P 
( Whispers.) 


«Banus.—A word in your ear. 
Rusticus.—By Jove! ’tis too bad! 

— endured. Bat hist, here be 

local celebrities. If you love a good dinner, or have a soul that melts 


Bat—not to put it vulgarly—where are we 


U «apanvs.—And cannot be much | 
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to scalloped oysters, yonder is a face you should no forget for mere 

ratitude. 
' Rusticvs,—I shall remember it, and be able on beholding it again 
to say I saw-yer, as you cockneys speak. . 

Urnpanus.— Ungrateful! When you owe it to this spot that your 
head looks like that of a civilized being. 

Rvusticvus.—You mean my hair! Well, they did astonish me, when 
after having cut it, they asked if I would be singed. 

Urnsanvus.—Did youconsent? What said you ? . 

Rustievs.—I said, “Is your servant a horse that he should de this 
thing?” 

Ueaieiensited bad for you! ’Twas doubtless received with 
clemency when you uttered it, for a good joke is appreciated there. 

Rustisus.—Well, let us to lunch, for I am parlous hungry. 

Ursanvs.—Come, then, my noble cavalier, and let us attack Pimm’s. 
Make haste for ’tis near the luncheon hour, and what with the City 
men and the Government clerks— 

Rvusricvs.—Government clerks? I thought they never came east 
of Temple Bar. 

Ursanvus.—The ornamental ones don't. But the Post Office, 4nd 
the National Debt Office, yonder in Old Jewry, are not ornamental. 
Here come some of them like so many hungry Scots on a raid. 

Rusticvs.—Come along! 

Unsanvus.—Have with you. [ Ezeunt. 


Half-an-hour allowed for refreshments. 


Woman and Water. 
Tye following is a curious mis—we should say, missus-print :— 
A newspaper writer was lately rather astonished to find what he had written 
“ surging waves ’’ turn up in type as “‘ surgeons’ wives.” 
Our Cynic says there is more in it than appears on the surf-face. The 
compositor no doubt was wondering if the surgeons had as much diffi- 
culty in ruling the latter as Britannia has nowadays in ruling the 
former—whether, in short, in either case the ruling is not altogether a 
fiction.—[Never mind, ladies! Don't regard the brute’s sneers at your 
sex. He is fully punished, be satisfied !—Ae ts married !] 


lr 





Uncatuant Acr.—To oblige a lily. 
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TIES PAY. 


First. Party :—“ Tuat’s A VERY hossy TIE YOU'VE GoT oN!” 


Second Ditto:—“ An, I CALL IT A CURY-HOSSY-TIE!”’ 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tue Alexandra Orphanage has staunch friends, and wise ones. 
They have achieved for it a charitable work, which for completeness has 
never been rivalled—a book, written by leading authors, with illustra- 
tions drawn by the first artists, and engraved by the first engravers, 
with luxurious paper from Messrs. Spatpinc anp Honegz, with fine 
printing by Mx. ALvey, and with binding by Messrs. LerigutTon—and 
all done from first to last, including publishing, “free, gratis, for 
nothing.’? The editor, Mr. Arcuer, may well be proud of his success 
in getting such a unique book together, and one which on its merits 
(without reference to its object) must command a large sale. It would 
be invidious in such a work to select from so many “labours of love’ 
any of the literary or artistic contributions for special mention, but we 
may tell our readers that they will meet with many, who are old 
friends, with pen and pencil as pleasant as ever. We feel sure that 
not only no friend and lover of the poor little orphans of Hornsey 
Rise will be without the book, but also that no friend and lover of art 
or literature will fail to add it to his treasured volumes. 

The Philosophy of the Bath (Morrar, Dublin), advocates the use of the 

Turkish bath, and urges its arguments temperately and sensibly, 
backed by no inconsiderable weight of authorities. The question is 
one, however, on which laymen can offer no opinion while the medical 
profession differs so much upon it, and we shall therefore, at the risk 
of alarming the readers of ordinary criticism with a novelty, decline 
. to decide the discussion. 
_ We have received from Mr. Srrezrer 4 Catalogue of Designs, which 
in the matters of binding, printing, and engraving, exhibits such 
peculiar merit as to claim higher commendation than could be awarded 
to a trade circular in general. It is seldom that really artistic designs 
have been presented in so elegant -and tasteful a form. 








Two to One. 


Tux odds are that habitués of the pawn-shop are the very dregs of 


the population. Too many of them have nota “redeeming ” feature 
about them. 
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SONGS FOR MUSIC. 


Dear reader, who one day may chance 
Across these humble lines to glance, 
Say, did you ever in old times 
Accommodate your modest rhymes 

To music, fit for vocal throats, 

To suit a series of sweet notes ? 

Oh! did you ever, let me ask, 

Write words to music, awful task ? 


It is not that the work is hard 

For any average young bard: 

To string together stanzas sweet, 

And rythmical, with equal feet, 

Is easy, and perchance you get 

Some stray poetic violet, 

Some thought that makes your carol sma’! 
Seem “not so stupid after all.” 


This done, your great musician comes, 
The poor piano thumps and strums, 
Tries melodies that drive you mad, 
And snubs your verse as very bad, 
Declares it gives him “no idea,” 

And you perchance cry, “ culpa mea,” 
And own his words are sadly true, 
And all the fault remains with you. 


Take my advice, and don’t give in; 
His dictum isn’t worth a pin; 

No poetry he understands, 

His talent’s flown down to his hands: 
He’s skilful when he deftly plays ; 
His execution you may praise ; 

But as to being judge of verse, 
There’s not a man on earth is worse. 


He likes poetic words left out, 

All good ideas loves to scout ; 

He asks simplicity, and frets 

If aught but childish stuff he gets. 

To thoughts unhacknied he'll object, 
They’re far above his intellect ; 
Musicians are dear boys, but, oh! 
Don’t write them verses, bless you, no! 


Auswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom. 
panied by a stamped and dtrected envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.1 


BRENT Goose.—You have written youréelf down with one of your own 
quills, we suppose. Would not Pen-guin have been a less Auk- ward 
nom de plume ? 

A FAIR correspondent says if we “ prefer to mention her in answers to 
correspondents’’ we may call her ‘The White Owl.’’ Asif we could be 
so ungallant—won’t ‘‘ Oh, Fair Dove,”’ do better ? 

‘‘ NASCITUR NON FIT”’ is unfitted for us. 

CoWHIDE.— Don't make cow-hide-iotic jokes. 

A NATURALIZED LANCASHIRE Lap.—All your letter is capital—excep* 
the joke. 

A SUBSCRIBER FROM THE First. —If res are, your case is hopeless, or 
by this time you would have become sensible. 

P. M. R. (Cambridge).— Very much too long. 

Barny’s SEE.—One will do. 

Asax SHARP.—We cannot insert the joke, though good, lest it should 
offend the scruples of some readers. 

F. W. (Kensington).—We don’t envy you the ability to make jokes 
about the missing vessel ! 

Possi1Lt.—Much obliged. 

J. M. W.—Thanks, we cannot use the suggestion in our columns, but it 
shall be done somehow. 

T. M. F. (Brighton), is informed that the joke he sent did not, as he 
described it, “ find its way into Fun ’’—owing probably to its being rather 
dim-sighted in consequence of its age. 

HENRIETTE N.—We will take an early opportunity of acting upon the 
suggestion. 

Declined with thanks :— —, St Petersburgh; A. E; A eer Con- 
tributor; T.; J. H., Chester; Diggory Dibble; A. W.C., Marylebone- 
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road; Ginger Pile; Tot; Derfla Nameerf; Amicus; J, Newton Stewart; 
Cross, Winchester; Pernambuco, E. C, Kensington; A. D., Paris; | 
Golftyn N., Wales; S., Sussex-street; W. B.; B. B.; Bona Fide; D, | 


Faubourg St. Antoine; C., Jonson-place, Harrow-road; W. K.; Jim ; 
W.M. T., Brecon; W. H., Kingsland; Short-chap ; Toddy; F.; K., 
Stonehouse ; B., Hampstead ; H. ; Crowders ; Dan; Venator. 
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THE LESSON OF HIS LIFE. 


District Visitor (to Urchin who abiures School) :—“ Boy, po you KNOW 


WHAT THE BND OF LIFES 18 ?”’ 
Boy :—“ Yzus’m—rHe Worx’vs!” 


ee 
ne 


Baldheaded Coots Rejoice ! 


SMooTH-FACED yo men rejoice— bald-headed old gentlemen, sing 
conga of ju n! This isan age of Quackery—one should rather 
think it was, but here is an advertisement which, like Casanr’s wife, 
must be above suspicion. Read this! , 

Wonpearct Diecovery.—All young men who wady personal appearance will be 
ya 


pleased to learn that in this of quackery there ves exist a preparation 
which infallibly produces Whiskers, Moustaches, &c.; the article alluded to is 
manufactured by the eee Whi tone 7 ’ . 


The H. R. only speaks of producing whiskers, moustaches, &c. (we 
wonder what the &c. is—can’t be warts?) but, of course he can cure 
baldness also. For observe, he says hair-restorer—and how can a man 
restore hair where it did not before exist? We do not study personal 
appearance, for we have been from our youth upwards conspicuous for 
manly beauty, but nevertheless we are “pleased to learn,” not exactly 
that hirsute appendages can be “ infallibly produced,” but that any 
individual exists who has so much simple and touching faith in his 
fellow men as to induce him to put forth such an advertisement. We 
do not want whiskers or moustache, but we should like “ &c.,” if we 
could be sure it does not mean hairy hands, eyebrows meeting over 
one’s nose, or hair meandering down the small of the back. Perhaps 
the H. R. will tell us what it mears in future manifestos. 














| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 160. 


On the bosom of the river 
Rapid oars the pictures shiver, 
That, re-forming, dance and quiver 
On the troubled water's breast. 
There's the Dark Blue—there’s the Light Blue, 
The deep blue and the bright blue !— 
Would you ask which is the right blue ? 
td | Well, whichever blue rows best ! 


1. We met—’twas in a crowd! 

We were next to each other: 
And this will be allowed 

By each famishing brother— 
In your stomach if it’s got 

By a party who’s thinnish, 
Impelled, it tendeth not 

Hunger’s pangs to diminish ! 


2. The feet, in buskin clad, that gravely trode the stage 
With measured pace and slow, in Greece’s early age. 


3. O, fortunatos nimiun 
| Agricolas, ye farmers blest! 
When harvest’s golden days are come, 
And nod the crops with yellow crest ; 
Reflect, how slight a boon relieves 
The hungry mouths that should be fed, 
Bind with no niggard hand the sheaves— 
But tithe them for the poor man’s bread. 


| 4. Send not for these to foreign shore, 
| For in our midst—the pity’s more! 
You'll find them dwelling by the score. 


| 5. Those, who profess to have the most, 
| The least too often have to boast, 
Because that very affirmation 
Shows of it small appreciation ; 
For when as Virtue it would figure, 
There is no bigotry that’s bigger. 


6. He, who wrote Hudthras (a pagan 
In rhyming) might say “son of a gun!”’ 
Just meaning in his heedless way—gun. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 158.—Eguinox, Bluster : 
Ebb, Quill, Uise-Dhu, Isosceles, Natant, Oblate, Xylo- 
grapher. 
SoLtutTions or Acrostic No. 158, recrrvep 23rd Marcu.—None 
correct. 
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A New View of it. 
Tur heathen emblem of the snake holding its tail in its mouth has 


always been explained to mean “ Eternity.’’ Weshould think it typical 


of “ Life” rather, as indicating a continual effort to make both ends 
meet, . 


Very Sow-Sow. 
Ir is manifestly impossible that a fat pig can save its bacon bya 
narrow squeak. 


With a Difference. 
Tue cry of Sreene’s starling was, “I can’t get out’: now, on all 
sides, it’s “ I can’t get tin.” 


Sauce for the Goose, &c. 
Tue vegetarian may follow his fancy at his own sweet will—why, 
then, should he force asparagus? 7 


A Coup ps Ta.—Baby’s first speech. 
Wuewn does a tailor serve his customers ill?—When he “ gives 
them fits.’’ 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING 
DE, GAINSFORD, and 60. 
compiled with considerable care and 


ESTIMATES, 


to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publi: generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
pervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing ef SEVEN, TEN. and 


List of “PS — have su 
FOU RTEEN-8OOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 


various Rooms, and 
whole house. “f 


once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the teta. cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprictor) at 80 Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: April 2, 1870. 


{[Aprit 2, 1870. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 81.—THE BUM-BOAT WOMAN’S STORY. 


=" old, my dears, and shrivelled 
with age and work and grief, 
© My eyes are gone, and my 
teeth have been drawn by 
‘Time, the Thief! 
For terrible sights I’ve seen, 
and dangers great I’ve run— 
I'm nearly seventy now, and 
my work is almost done! 














Ah! I’ve been young in my 
time, and I’ve played the 
deuce with men ! 

I'm speaking of ten years past 
——I was barely sixty then : 
My cheeks were mellow and 
soft, and my eyes were large 

and sweet, 

Pott PINEAPPLE’s eyes were 
the standing toast of the 
Royal Fleet ! 


A bum-boat woman was I, and I faithfully served the ships 
With apples and cakes and fowls and beer and halfpenny dips— 
And beef for the generous mess, where the officers dine at nights, 
And fine fresh peppermint drops for the rollicking midshipmites. 


Of all the kind commanders who anchored in Portsmouth bay, 
By far the sweetest of all was kind LizuTgenant BeELaye. 
LIguTENANT BetayE commanded the gunboat, Hot Cross Bun, 
She was seven and thirty feet in length, and she carried a gun. 


With the laudable view of enhancing his country’s naval pride, 
When people inquired her size, LrrurENANT Beware replied— 

“‘ Oh, my ship, my ship is the first of the Hundred and Seventy-ones !"’ 
Which meant her tonnage, but people imagined it meant her guns. 


Whenever I went on board he would beckon me down below, 
“Come down, Little Buttercup, come’’ (for he loved to cll me so), 
And he'd tell of the fights at sea in which he’d taken a part, 

And so LizuTeNnANT Betayg won poor Pott Prvgapr.e’s heart! 


But at length his orders came, and he said one day, said he, 

‘“‘ I’m ordered to sail with the Hot Cross Bun to the German Sea.”’ 
And the Portsmouth maidens wept, when they learnt the evil day, 
For every Portsmouth maid loved good LisutENant BgLaye. 


And I went to a back back street, with plenty of cheap cheap shops, 
And I bought an oilskin hat, and a second-hand suit of slops. 

And I went to Lrzurenant Bevaye (and he never suspected me /) 
And I entered myself as a chap as wanted to go to sea. 


We sailed that afternoon at the mystic hour of one, 

Remarkably nice young men were the crew of the Hot Cross Bun. 
i’m sorry to say that I’ve heard that sailors sometimes swear, 
But I never yet heard a Bun say anything wrong, I declare. 





When Jack Tars meet, they meet with a“ Messmate, ho! What 


But here, on the Hot Cross Bun, it was, ‘“‘ How do you do, my dear f” 


When Jack Tars growl, I believe they growl with a big big D— 
But the strongest oath of the Hot Cross Buns was a mild, “ Dear me!” 


Yet, Wengh they were all well-bred, you could scarcely call them 
Whenever a sea was on, they were all extremely sick. 
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And whenever the weather was calm, and the wind was light and fair, 
They spent more time than a sailor should, on his back back hair. 


They certainly shivered and shook when ordered aloft to run, 
And they screamed when Lieutenant Betrayer discharged his only 


gun. 
And as he was proud of his gun—such pride is hardly wrong— 
The Lieutenant was blazing away at intervals all day long. 


They all agreed very well, though at times you heard it said, 
That Brix had a way of his own, of making his lips look red— 
That Joz looked quite his age —or somebody might declare 
That Banrnacue’s long pig-tail was never his own own hair. 


Be.aye would admit that his men were of no great use to him, 

“ But then,” he would say, “ there is little to do on a gunboat trim. 
I can hand and reef and steer, and fire my big gun, too— 

And it is such a treat to sail with a gentle well-bred crew.”’ 


I saw him every day! How the happy moments > : 

Reef topsails! Make all taut! There’s dirty weather a-head! 
(I do not mean that tempests threatened the Hot Cross Bun, 

In that case, I don’t know whatever we should have done! ) 


After a fortnight’s cruise, we put into port one day, 

And off on leave for a week went kind Lieutenant Beware, _ 
And after a long long week had passed (and it seemed like a life), 
LiguTENANT Bexaye returned to his ship with a fair young wife! 


He up, and he says, says he, “Oh, crew of the Hot Cross Bun, 
Here is the wife of my heart, for the church has made us one!”’ 
And as he uttered the word, the crew went out of their wits, 
And all fell down in so many separate fainting fits. 
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And then their hair came down, or off, as the case might be, 
And lo! the rest of the crew were simple girls, like me, 
Who all had fled from their homes in a sailor's blue array, 
To follow the shifting fate of kind Lisurgnant Bevare. 
* * * cS 7 


It’s strange to think that J should ever have loved young men, 
But I'm speaking of ten years past—I was barely sixty then, 
And now my cheeks are furrowed, with grief and age, I trow! 
And poor Pott Pingarrie’s eyes have lost their lustre now! 








Alta Nonsense. 


Tue unfortunate running-down of the Oneida by the Bombay has 
been taken up, as might be expected, by some of the American papers, 
and made the text of much furiously anti-English nonsense. The 
Alta California says :— 

The course of Captain Eyre looks like that high-stalking imperiousness which 
is characteristic of some Englishmen abroad. The crushing aside and destruction 
of any number of ‘‘—Hamericans”” who might eomein his path, could not be ex- 
pected to engage his attention even for a single moment. 

For this absurd malevolence the A/ta, we are glad to see, has been 
severely taken to task by the News Letter, which speaks of the accident 
as might be expected of a paper so ably and honestly conducted. We 
cannot resist the temptation of parodying the bit we quote:—The 
course of the A/‘a looks like that oe imperiousness which is 
characteristic of a donkey in a tulip bed. ‘The crushing aside and 
destruction of any amount of truth and common sense, that might 
come in its path, could not be expected to distract its attention even for 
a single moment from the bitter thistle for which it hungered ! 





HOW NOT TO DO IT. 
To make thick turtle soup—eschew a book giving “clear’’ direc- 
tions. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 6h, 1870. 


is all probability by the time these lines are in the hands of our | 

4° readers, the Peace-Preservation Bill for Ireland will have become 

| (%) law. Both Houses of Parliament, and all parties, have united to 
facilitate its course, and the hands of the Irish Execu- 


tive against the excesses of Fenianism and agrarian crime. 


tion like the § 


sheathe me without honour.” 


foreigners and aliens who’ have fixed u 


We have seldom read a more melancholy history than the confes- 
sion of Wiitt1aM Mosss, “ The Aylesbury Murderer,” a young fellow 
—a mere uneducated savage of twenty. Why he should have been 
executed when Srinas was reprieved, is a mystery which only the 


Home can solve. Thecrime was utterly motiveless, the sole 
incentive to it being apparently the pernicious “ blood and murder ’”’ 
literature of the day. 


I, Willism um deelare that when I saw the boy Newbury corning towards me 
I felt all ofa s and es if f qould not help murdering him. I had dreamt of 
werders, gut I had seen @ picture of the map Baker murdering the girl in the 
op-ga e 

It is to be hoped that the men whe publish these vile things look no 
further than the profits they hope to realise by the sale of the garbage. 
If they look beyond it, and see and knew that such results as this 
murder may spring from their act, an@ they are not deterred, then they 
deserve the gallowsas much as—nay, moxe than this unhappy creature, 
Morrs. We trust that this confession will not be “calle forgotten. 
It will prove a none weapon for those who desire to purify our 
literature of the scandal of low sensation. 


WE observe that before opening his new theatre in the Strand, Me. 
H. J. Montacus is going to take a benefit at the Princess's on Satur- 
day next. The ic will be. certain to support bim well, as an old 
favourite, and also as an encouragement to the young manager of the 
Vaudeville. He has not, however, relied simply on this, but offers an 
attractive 
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| with Mr. Russett’s Covent Garden Opera Company to the country 
_ a while, to play the leading in the Grand Duchess, the Barbe Bleue, 
' and La Perichole. Aftera 
_ return to town, and will take up their quarters at.a west end theatre. 





No Hemp-tie Threat. 


Tux following suggestive letter was addressed by an American lady 
to her grocer :—. 

Mr. Tuattle,—This h thing has too h fi olasses, 
quite Gamien ter alates thant so I've eek ondwons == = 


ee ie 


| to makeup the measure, and have turned over the hemp to the Vigilan i 
Salnaueun tor tinme ian fin ba save to cond man tha teal thine this time as all 
hemp goes to the V. C., and the rope is a-growing. 

| In England we have no Vigi Committees, and in uence 
| adn tradesmen, tho they take as much rope as they like, 
| don’t Pg rope enough—that is for the (ropes’) ends oF justice. Will 
| some MP. Hind} 


; y propose to make “ hempees” of all such fraudulent 





| shepkeepers. 
Front Slums v: Back Slums. 
Msn of exceedingly small type may be found in Pica-dilly. 





Tue Representative or Wick.—Gas-burner, nowadays. 
Anacram Propueric.—O! maid Erin well at last?—W. G. (Wi- 
Liam Ewart Giapsrons.) 





The measure has not been teken in haste, nevertheless. It was not | 
brought forward until the Ministry found that the professional 
| agitators were exerting themselves to frustrate the good intentions of 
| the real friends of Erin, seeing that now was their opportunity—or 
never! These persons, who live by the disaffection they create, have 
compelled the Government to carry the sword, when they desired to 
extend the olive branch. But the sword is one that bears an inscrip- 
ish one, ‘‘ He who draws me without a cause shall 
Tt must not be used except under dire | 
necessity, and when it is used it must be used effectually against those 
m poor freland as their 


ictim. They may declaim against the Bill, but all true and patriotic 
Trtheiile will: “owe that steps have been taken to remove from their 
native land the which men not its sens have striven to inflict 
upon it. 


, of which not the least interesting part will be 
his performance with Miss Neitson of the balcony scene in Romeo.and 
Juliet. A bright actress and singer leaves the Olympic, to wit, Miss 
| Avucusta Tuompson. She gives up burlesque for opera bouffe, and goes 
for 


ort tour Miss THompson and the company 
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TEA. | 
Suggested by the “ Tea-dealing”’ at Bridgwater Election. 


HERE is a herb comes o’er 
the sea, 
From Hyson, Souchong, 
and Bohea— 
If places of such names 
there be! 
And when ’tis brewed 
with water hot, 
And left to draw, I think 
there’s not 
Another beverage like Tea. 
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The cup of non-inebriant 









it . fa glee ! 
wae Your wife approves of it, 
ANN and she 
SR Must be a better judge | 
than we: 







reckons this 
The symbol of domestic 
bliss— 
The Home’s unmatched Palladium—'lea! 
I’m not averse from eau de vie, 
Couched in the form of “S. and B,’’ 
Nay, e’en that humble spirit, “‘G——,”’ 
I do not altegether spurn, 
I hike them every one in turn: 
But my chief beverage is Tea. 


Blest then my state—with conscience free ! 
Bridgwater gave not birth to me, 
Where as a means of Bribery— 
Observe the late Commission’s tales— 
A Mr. Wuu1ams with his bales 
Of sovereigns, described as Tea ! 






You'll probably with me agree, 
Regarding that same town of B., 
That Inckless Mr. Fenne.uy, 
And likewise Mr. VANnDERBYL, 
Most probably henceforward wilt 
Have lost all relish for their Tea. 


Right to a T—not £s, d., 
One letter only and not three, 
Oh, Mr. F., and Mr. V., 
Had you but been, you still might sup 
Without a qualm your steaming cup 
Of that delightful beverage Tea ! 


oa ——— 
ae ee eae ere 


The Illuminate. 


We were charmed on reading, the other day, a paragraph headed, 
“Tilumination of the Human Body.” We felt no body more required 
it, so we at once perused the announcement, which says :— 

Dr. Milio, the celebrated surgeon of Kieff, has recently been at St. Petersburg, ¢x- 
plaining a means he has invented of illuminating the body by means of the electric 


light to such an extent that the working of the human machine may be obs«rved, 
almost as if skin and flesh were transparent. 


Ha, ha! thought we, this is indeed good news for a number of dense 
people who are sadly in: need of enlightenment. But the next moment 
our jaw fell. We read :— 

The Moscow Gazette asserts that, to demonstrate the feasibility of his procrs:. 
Dr. Milio placed a bullet inside his mouth and then lighted up his face, upon whic! 
the bullet became distinctly visible through his cheek. 

He could not light up the bullet—lead is not to be illuminated from 
the inside! Alas, for the heads of the people, for whom we were 
expecting such advantages, 








An Epigram. 
By A MODERN MAR-8HAWL. 

Tue Dvuxe or amnasions, when at Lahore, was offered by the.Mahurajah of 
Cashmere a shawl which had incessantly occupied 300 weavers for three years, and 
no such shawl had ever before been manufactured. As the Duke refused to accept 
80 costly a gift, the Maharajah asked him to transmit it to the Queen. 

To estimate a gift so dear 
Were useless—do not try it! 
’Tis. the chef a’ eure of Cashmere, 
And no mere cash could buy it. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
173, Little Pulteney Street, Soho. W. 


EAR SIR,—Whin I wrote to ye lasth I was tellin’ ye about me 
visit to the House of Kommuns—begor ’tis the House of Kom- 
mun informurs I'd call um meself, for whin they want yer vote 
they'd sware they loved ye betther than their own kith and kin 

and that they'd die for Ireland, but whin they get ovur to Lundun ’tis 
thimselves that isn’t long till they'd play’d “God Save the Queen ”’ on 
a Jew’s harp, an ye have as much chance av gettin’ um to do anything 
for ye as ye have av gettin’ an Irish process-server to lend ye the price 
ov a summuns. 

Mick O Brien took me to a meetin’ the other night. "Twas s0 
crowded I couldn’t get in. What are they tawkin’ about now, 
says I, to a man that was spakin’ to a lot av peple near him as 
if he was a counsellor. They're sayin’ that the workin’ min 
ought to immigrate if they want to make money. Well, says I, 
I'm only a poor ignurant man, but begor if you can say any- 
thing to the Guvirmint don’t let’em do that. If they do, maybe 
they'll be comin’ home with a vingince as they kawl it in Ireland. I 
nivir knew what a vingince was meself except ’iis the ind of a black- 
thorn sthick, but now they don’t come back with a vingince but with 
as many blundhurbusses and revolvurs as ud make accourtrimints for 
a throop of artillery. An, says I, if there wasn’t immigration from 
Ireland there wouldn’t beanny Fainyans and ye wouldn’t be havin’ to 
desthruy the Irish Church that nivur did anny harm to anny wan if 
sum av thim ould maids wouldn't go on givin’ tracks and soup to the 
poor Catholics on Friday mornings for their breakfast and for the good 
of their souls. Thin they began to tawk of the usage of land, but begor 
’tis the usage of the poor tinants they ought to bother their heads 


_ about a little more whin the agints don’t trate ’em half like Christians 


as they do thim new mowin’ and reapin’ machines that takes all the 


_ work out of the poor labourers’ hands, and sinds um ovur to Ingland 


_ bringin’ in the Peace Preservation Bill, says he. 


whare there isn’t a chapel within twinty miles av where they’re cuttin’ 
down the crops. They put ¢him up safe enough in slated houses that 
won't let a dhrop av rain in on ’em an they won't give us anything 
betthur than a thatched cabin wid a hole in the ceilin’. But be the 
owers, I d rather live in me own little curner than in the narrow durty 
anes that Par CALLAGHAN and some others of the Ballymurphy peple 
that come over to Ingland have to live in whare they get about as much 
fresh air in the mornin’ as the ghost av CRUMWELL. 
The day afthur that Mick O’Brien was readin’ the paper, and says 
I to him, What are they doin’ in the House of Kommuns? They’re 
Is that Mr. Grap- 
No, says he, ’tis only a part of Mr. GLapsTHOoNE’s 
He says peace now, begor, just as if he was born 
Thin, says I, winkin’ at his wife 


STHONE, says I. 

message av peace. 
and bred in Little Pulteney-street. 
as slyly as when first I met Brppy atthe pattern, ’tis a message av 


! p lice ye mane as the Nashunal Organs say, for be the powers ye can 


+ 2 ee ccemen, 


Th 


naythur go to dhrive home the cows nor walk half a mile whin yere 
goin’ to a fair before ye meet a brace av peelers that ud sware next 
mornin’ that your sthick was a pike an your caubeen was a green 
cockade. A couple av naybors kum in an they begin talkin’ abeut 
what the Govirmint was goin’ to do. Oh, says Par CALLAGHAN, 
they’re goin’ to muzzle the Nashunal Organs an ye dinno how they’re 
gein’ to doit. They’re goin’ tosayze the plant as they call it. What 
the divil is the plant, says I, an why do they give ordhurs to sayze 
the plant for prachin’ high ¢treeson. I sware I didn’t mane a joke, but 
upon me sowl if ye heard ’um laughin’ ye’d think every man jack av 
"um had kum back from a christenin’. But, says [, whin they sayze 
the Irish papurs, they might do something to put a stop on the Lon- 
don scribblurs thats always prachin’ that the Irish is only fit to 
imigrate or be shot. An thin thare’s thim komick payriodicals that I 
suppose yer honer never has time to look at, that dhraws thim pecturs 
av the Fanyians, that I hear are taken from the fisionomies av the 
men that write agin the poor Irish. ’Tis wandhurful agricultural the 
Govirmint is becomin’ all at wansth, for a couple av months ago they 
wor sayin’ they'd root us im the sile an didn’t, an now they’re goin’ to 
desthruy the plants av the noosepapurs whatever the divil that part av 
"um is. I suppose the plant isa flowery article. Well, says I, afthur 
I kum over to Lundun, [ thonght the Fainyans wor wrong, but upon 
me sowl after me own observation I believe they’re not right enuff. 
The Govirmint got poor O'Donovan Rossa’s letter transhlated into 
Dutch ; they promised to root us in the sile, an now they say that the 


Sassenach and the Celt were both descinded from the kings av Ire- | 
land. Oh, meala-murther, just. think av havin’ a sisthur av Crv™- | 
WELL’s for yure granmuthur. But, be jabers, we have our rivinge. | 
There was that poor fire-aythur over in Spain that wus killed | 


the uther day be wan av his relashuns. {[ suppose he’d never 
know what the JInglish fur an Irishman was, if Manrsuvt 
ODonnett, and sum av thim other Brigade boys wusn’t 
out in forin parts to tell every wan in particklar that there wusn’t 
anny wan like the Paddies, and who dare say black wus the 
white av their eye. I suppose he thought the Juxge pz Munrgncree 
was a frind av sum av the Irishmin, and so, says he, pyntin’ to the 





FUN. 


— 


a 


dasint gintlemun, “Pat is here,’ fur he couldn't spake English no 
more than Mick Gitooty that kept the private sthill in Ballingarry 
whin I was a gorsoon. But be all the goats in Kerry, if ye see the 
way they put it in the papurs ye'd say that the people that printed um 
could no more write than the parish clark could ane a komick song. 
They spell it pdtissier, though what the divil that hieroglyfic manes 
over the pat I can't make out except ’tis the triangle that the Nashunal 
organs say they hung up O'Donovan Rossa on, whin they flogged 
him for not aytin’ his sthurabout on his marrow bones wid his head in 
the saucepan. 
If the Bill for peace preservin’ be carried, as they gay, 
How many Irish will be kilt before the Ist of May ? 
I can’t answer that till they sayze the noosepapurs. 
Yours most obadyently, 
THapy Dgrany. 





$e 


MY WARRIOR. 


By A BrRoke&N-HEARTED ONP. 


I Loven him well, my warrior fine, 

His figure tall, his height divine, 
Moustache and whiskers black. 

His boots, they had a warlike creak, 

His voice, it had a martial squeak. 
But all is o’er, alack! 


I never saw his sword— but then, 
I dreamt how it had slaughtered men 
In battle’s gory van. 
His spurs—well, I have seen them. Yes! 
For frequently they tore my dress, 
When we to dance began. 


He was a little bald a-top, 
(Though he of whiskers had acrep) 
But that I thought was due 
To wearing his majestic casque. 
I did not happen, though, to ask 
If my surmise was true! 


He was my bosom’s only lord, 

My captain, and my own adored, 
My valiant son of Mars. 

He vowed to wed me— but, alas, 

Our wedding never came to pass! 
(For which I thank my stars) ! 


Alas, that man is given to fib 

With shameless cheek and accents glib ! 
For in the end I found 

My warrior, rather bald a-top, 

Assisted in a draper’s shop, 
And earned a weekly pound! 


My brother to the captain went 
Clearly to him to represent, 
That, though a man of peace, 
He meant to punch his head! The man 
Of war turned pale, and shook, and ran, 
And called for the police! 








Stupid Statistics. 

Here is a paragraph “going the rounds” which we don’t think 
quite “* on the square ”’:— 

Mr. Elihu Barritt bas made a eurious caleulation as to the waste of time and 
money by the use of the single Jetter ‘*u ’? in words from the Latin, where it is not 
required, such as ‘labor, honor, vigor, favor,”’ &c. He estimates the waste of 
pens, ink, paper, type-setting and printing over the world at £10,000 a year. 

As we have not yet “ Americanized our institution”’ of spelling— 
and we trust we never shall!— Mr. Burgirr might as well have taken 
the “a’”’ or “h” as the basis of his calculation ; and his conclusion as 
to the waste of time and money, if it means anything at all, is sim ply 
an argument against writing and printing! Well, we won't deny 
that the writing and printing of such a paragraph as we have quoted 
may fairly be set down as waste of time and money. — ie 

Now that Mr. Exruv Buruurt has finished one ‘curious calculation, 
perhaps he will undertake another, and give us the result—“ How 
much time has an intelligent human being wasted in finding out at 
what expenditure of time and money the letter “u' 1s used 7 





From the Ring. 
Ir a gentleman leases out his shooting, why does he. resemble a 
prize-fighter following up a left-hander? Because he lets out his 


right. 
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ON THE TOWPATH. 


Putney. 

Srr,—During the week both the Oxford and the Cambridge crews 
have been out rowing, and I have lost no opportunity of observing 
their movements. I have been very much disappointed in discovering 
that after all I had heard of the difference in their styles, that both 
sit with their backs the way they want to go, and that they both 
allow themselves to be ordered about by little bits of chaps who do 
little but bob backwards and forwards, and shout out. A man I met 
on the path told me the other day that the Oxfords were only pad- 
dling, but as I had the pleasure of seeing the Ros Roy Macerecor in 
his own canoe at the Crystal Palace, I knew better, and treated him to 
the contempt he deserved. Besides, I am cautious of the folks on the 
to as for the first two nights I was down here they made me 
expect a midnight trial, and I sat in a ditch by the soapworks with some 
matches and a dark lantern, but the only thing I saw was a policeman 
on the second night, who has promised, for a consideration, to let me 
know when the private spin is to come off. I bought two beautiful 


men who live at the waterside, but the man who is going to tell me 
the winner positively to-night, has taken the dark blue and the only 
clean shirt I had, so as to pay a visit to the crews. I will let you 
know directly he returns, and shall expect you to put a bit on for me. 
By Sprciuat Tge.ecraM. 

My messenger has not returned, and I have just been informed that 
he is a well known * Ihave therefore determined to sum 
up for myself, and elect to be represented by 


Oxrorp, 

to whom I shall look to furnish the absolute winner, and I see no reason 
to doubt that the representatives of the Cam will out my pre- 
diction by securing a place for themselves; indeed, so much do I like 
the elegant manner in which the Light Blue have been rowing that 
should an g hap to prevent my first choice winning, I have 
every confidence in bridge, in which case, however, I think the 
Oxonians will be sure to be a good second. Avospur. 


P.S.—I have just received news which has caused an alteration in 


position. 


nninaiipliaiaticliiepain cteeaigten ne i 
*I don’t know what that means; but it won’t do to ask, as I am in an official | Virtues may be summed up in a single line.” “Certainly,” replied 
| Jonzs, ‘if there is a noose at the free end!” 


{Arrit 9, 1870, 


my opinions. Both crews have rowed a minute in 35 strokes. There- 
fore, I shall no longer hesitate, but give my decision in favour of a 
dead heat, which will most probably commence opposite the Star and 
Garter, but where it will end is at present impossible to say. 

P.S. No. 2.—Sir, I little thought when I came here as your 
representative, that I should be subjected to the indignity from whieh 
I am now suffering. Was it not enough that I should spend three 
nights in a ditch, and lose my shirt and necktie, without being dragged 
like a felon to Wandsworth police station? The gentleman who 
availed himself of my good nature and my elothes has been arrested 
for picking pockets, and the policeman mentioned above has seized me 
as an accomplice; and, horror! informed the bystanders that he had 
watched me changing my disguises several times in a ditch! Here [ 
am in a cell, and in a few moments shall be placed in the felon’s dock. 
I, who never had the nerve to steal even a piece of sugar! But they 
little know I represent the press, and—but here they are who have 

| brought me to this. 


(To be Continued.) 


blue ties before I came down, one light and the other dark, and I used | 
to change them accordingly as I heard the opinions expressed by the | 


APRIL. 


Apri, child of sun and shower, 
Mother of the daffydilly ; 

Listen, while I sing thy power— 
Pardon me if I seem silly ! 


Thou’rt the season for creating 
| 


a 


Fools of men of decent reason. 
Thou’rt the time for renovating 
Wardrobes for the coming season. 


Thou’rt a period fitted rarely 
For composing ritornellas :-—— 

Thou'’rt the month when one may fairly 
Borrow all one’s friends’ umbrellas. 


Suspending his Judgment. 
Browne speaking of Rosinson to Jonzs the other day, said “ his 


| 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I6l. 


Ir’s pleasant to know, if you put on your tin, 

That the best men in this case are certain to win; 
Your betting man’s nose with contempt is up-curl'd 
To think that such honesty’s still in the world. 


1. A good knight bore it fair upon his shield, 
A traveller saw it, paid to make it yield ; 
A nation, too, saw it possessed a host 
Of men whose tongues and noses were their boast ; 
A young man saw if, and it slaked his thirst ; 
It burnt a baby, carelessly ’twas nursed. 


bo 


. A poetess tells us ‘‘ her mother is calling, 
She sits at the lattice and hears the dew falling 
Drop after drop from the sycamores laden 
With dew as with blossom, and calls home the maiden.”’ 
Say, who is that maiden who, cover’d with shame, 
Kept tryst in the greenwood ?—this angwer’s her name. 


3. A genial giant 
Who went out to fight, 
With aspect defiant, 
To war for the Right. 
He fought for a maiden, 
His sister; with long 
Bright sword was he laden, 
"His blow was so strong, 
He struck down a “ party,” 
. ns rear-ward was carxied ; 
o him, when quite hearty, 
The sister sclasseriod. 


4. The brave knights in the misty, early days 
Of ancient Britain did deeds worthy praise: 
We read, too, in the chronicles of yore, 
That curious ehains of gold they oft-times wore. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 169.—Stocke, Ladies: Stencil, Taran- 
tella, Oyster-bed, Cenci, Kale, Synthesis. 


Sozvrrome er Acrosmic No. 159, necerveRp Marcu 30th, 1870.—None correct. 





A Bar Claim Barred. 


Tux following case is rather a peculiar one:— 


A Barrister, practising in the Court of Chancery, on Monday applied to Lord 
Justice Giffa: d in support of a claim for £700 against the executors of the late Lord 
Mostyn. The sum sought to be recovered represented fees in respect of convey- 
ancing, and other pro‘essional work which he had done for the late peer. The 
Lord Justice held that a barrister could not recover his fees, and dismissed the 
application, with costs. 

It would seem therefore that the barrister who does not demand 
money down can only claim the fee-simple—the very simple fee, in 
fact, of no-pounds, and no-shillings, no-pence--nothing! Henceforth a 
barrister can present a stvong claim for ready money as he cannot pre- 


sent a fee-bill. 


By Telegraph. 

WE see it reported that Mr. F. J. Scupamore, of the Post Office, is 
to have a knighthood. Few men deserve the honour more—and he 
deserves more than the honour in question. But we cannot but think 
the time for conferring it is ill-chosen, considering the break-down of 
the Post Office Telegraphs. Ill-natured people will say that Sir F. J. 
ScupAMoRE was made a knight because he could not keep pace with the 
requirements of the day. 





What the Dickens next? 
Reatty—really, Mgssxs. Quarpman AND Hau! Please revise your 
announcement of Dicxzns’s last work! 
Tue Mysrery or Epwm Droop! 
Of course it did, a work from the pen of Boz is always sure to draw. 
Please alter :—-“ The :nystery of Edwin’? drew—you may add, if you 
like, immensely 





Ought to be Re-named. 
We learn from a contemporary that an inhabitant of Grave, in 
Holland, has recently registered the birth of his thirty-second child. 
So prolific a locality should be christened Cradle rather Grave. 





The Evidence of the Senses. 
Ws should like to have itexplained to us, how it is that a positive 
colour can be produced from twa negatives. Weu don’t believe it? 
Why, when once a thing is done in black and white, it becomes read. 


ese 
w 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Mr. F’. W. Roxryson’s new novel True to Herself (Sampson Low 
AND Co.) assuredly shows that the author has been true to Aimse/f, 
masmuch as he has given us one of his brightest and most original 
stories in these attractive-looking three volumes. There are hundreds, 
nay thousands of novels published nowadays, but the majority of them 
are a weariness to the soul, and we execrate our Mupre for sending 
them to us. If we are compelled to review them we ervy the paper- 
knife that can pass through the dreary pages without readimg any- 
thing, and we feel muxdexous towards the py aathors. But Mu. 
ROBINSON is always weloome. He gives us thoroughly aztistic etonies, 
written in excellent English, charmin potas of scenery, clover and 
telling sketches of character, and alt is hooks (as a great poetess 
wrote of hee poet husband) show :— 


A heart within blood-tinctured, of @ veined humanity. 
Have we said enough to make every sensible man—i.e, every reader 
of Fun, devote @ day to this admirable novel? We hope so, and that 
True to Herself may have all the success it deserves. 


Ir ig a little difficult to understand what could have induced A. F. 
G. to publish a little dnechure entitled Bpigrqma and Jeux a’ Eaprit, oxen 
in. Edinburgh, where, if Sypnex Smure spoke truth, a bad joke might 
- a8 a good one, asaccending to the Spanish proverb, “in the king- 

of the blind the one-eyed is king!” Wegive a few examples :— 
It ip. @ ouetom worthy of a 
Te nickname him who wajts om you ¢ flunkey. 
When our readers have digested that morsel, let them try thia:— 
OYSTBRA, 


A surgical operation would be as exeusably as necessaxily demanded 
hy aap one aan apenas S this kind, even though he 
were but a Southzem loom. But we have kept the best till last. 

LUNATIC ASXLUMAS, 


Lunatic Asyl ave built for the mad, 
This shows aberration of oe 

Sure, it would not be re ao bad 
If the Sane alone were confined. 


But, we would add, in that case what is to be done with the idiots ? 
Perhaps A. F. G. can tell us. 


- —_——_—_——_ 


Down Again! Even Money Taken. 


A very condescending announcement on the part of our baker. 
Even money taken! Diamonds, plate, and jewellery taken in exchange 
—we expect to see next—what a consolation for the penniless poor— 
but perhaps after all it is only a curious form of moneymania. 





Guskoers to Correspondents, 


[ We camnot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are accom- 
panied by @ stamped and directed enwelope ; and we do not held ourselves 
responsible for loss.1 

Mun E. C Kern.—A mild imitation of Orpheus C, Kerr—many miled 
in the distance. 

Possit.—That joke was in Fun three years ago! 

VIRGINIA-8TREET.— Lhe subject is threadbare. 

MaTapor.—You may urderstand Spanish politics, we know no more 
about them than A-dor-mat. 

BarD.—Any relation to the celebrated Ethiopean poet, known as “ de- 
bar'd ob reason ?’’ 

ELmM.— Witch elm oes come ome ett Of course, we were not 

ing to insert your “‘ original’’ pun upon (h)oaks* 

“; ‘buss al is not pay S te treatment '’—it is a pity he is not 


a- cuss-tombed to it! 
PATERFAMILLIAS.—“ That’s why!’ We wish we could return the 





‘compliment, and say, “that’s wise ;’’ you old goose - why two “1’’s in 


name ? 
ey RANIE (Primrose-hill).— Sorry to have to decline your MS. If we 
were but a poet instead of an editor, “ Jeanie of Primrose Hill’’ would 
suggest something prettier than waste-paper basket. 

G. L. B. (Giaggow) > ee had better stop it there. 

G. (Leominster) will see. 

Destined with Paco W., Ox: and Camb: Club ; Cc. W. M. 
Noddy; E.O, Aberys th: F. W. T.; E. L, Liverpool; J. A. R 
Tinnywik; F. W. P,; H. M, Birminghas j F. G. W., Bromptom; 
Myops; One Who Heard It; Blue Pill; J. J., Chancery-lane; N. or M. 
Pharmakos ; Shrew; F. T., Stoke-on-Trent ; Tummy ; A. a., Greenwich ; 
C. W., Sudbury; W. O. Bowdon ; D.N., Edinburgh ; R. D., eee 
B. B.; C. B., Brompton; J. G.; Wilkie ; ) , Warrington Terrace ; T i 
Novus Homo; B. W., Dalston; T. S. L.; F., Liverpool ; J. - Liverpees ; 
Nem. Con. ; The Old Hoss; V. ; K. K. K., Kingsland ; Nobody's Aunt ; 
W. J. ; Cookie; B., Leeds ; G. S. W.; R. T., Manchester. 
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to move the piano ! 


other contents are much the same as usual, but we cannot say we care 
for the verse, which scarcely rises above “ words for music” standard. 

London Society is full of pictures, the best being Mr. MAuwoner's 
“Drawing Room.” The literature, perhaps in consideration of the 
boat-race, is of the University University-ish. Mu. Sawyer’s verses 
are the gem of the number. 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


ARRIL. 


Iw the aS Mr. Cuanies Reape proves himself the master of 
“ sensation.” =r u think it impossible for him to increase the 
interest, he ple up agony with unex ease, until you are 
wish April over in order to get his next instalment. 
‘At Rome” is so good that it is a pity it is defaced by slovenliness. 
The other articles are and “ ” increases in power. 
But how could its author be : i. cow of the blunder of describing the 
gillies as “‘prone on their backs 

In Tinsley’s the story of “ George Canterbury’s Will’’ seems draw- 
ing toa close. “ What was it?’’ is # thriller, not to be read after 
dusk. The other contents are varied and readable, and the magazine 
is much improved by not being overloaded with serial novels. 

Belgravia opens with the first cha of Miss Brappon’s new 
ectively illustrated. There is 


SPRING. 


By A Lover or WINTER. 


Snowprops, hyacinths, and such, 
May be very well, in reason. 
Here’s a thing afflicts me much— 

Oranges are out of season ! 


NOT MUCH OF A CATCH. 
| Well, you see they were playing Biindman’s Buff, the night after the party, and Juuia a boing blindfolded did not know it was the man coming 


Roses may be coming in— 
Lots of other flowers, no doubt ! 


some very nice verse, “ Barren Vows,” by Mz. Mew, whose name is Why about them make a din— 

new, if we may be the rhyme. Mx. Saxa is amusing in his y 

ot about “ ew Cut,” but we fear he is out in his eee of Are not chestauts going out? 

“Ned Wright.” A very curious paper is “Russia and Nicholas the Talk of rei gay and bri 

Diab ee Long, ong days in fields of oe 
Temple Bar a new novel by Me. Giga, which promises We've ne night when it’s so light— 

well, “A First Love” is a strange, but very readable story. The And, hang it, all the fires are over ! 






GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND . BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 


wns hate DE, GA and CO. seassilod Sikh to state peving Bed. numerous applications fen fous _Comtemness _ and, the Pubs general for * Catalo ." ov Price 
and supervision, a Series or the ° an 

FOURTEEN-ROOMED ALP publishing an an crater Cotalogee), thereby shouts the cost-of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 

whole house. pend canting to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


POST-FREE OR 
122, 


UPON APPLICATION. 


THIS ESTIMATE BOO 
119, 120, 121, 123; BOROUGH, 8.E. 
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THE LADY’S WHISPER. 


THE race was o’er, the day was done, 
And Cambridge had borne off the bell ; 
There came along a lonely one, 
An unmistakeable young swell, 
Who sadly wandered on down Piccadilly, 
To call upon his own affianced, Lity. 


Upon his breast a badge he wore, 
A ribbon of the darkest blue. 
I should perhaps have said before 
He went in for the Oxford crew. 
Being a member of that University, 
But Liry lived in London, which is her city, 


Though she a brother has, called Sam, 
On whom she with affection doats, 
Who had been nurtured by the Cam, 
And sent her tips about the boats. 
He had gone into residence at Trinity, 
A scholar and a student of divinity. 


And thus she made it right with one and t’other, 
Her dark-blue lover and her light-blue brother. 


And now ’tis night, and all is dark— 
The stars are trembling in the shade, 
And under Lity’s lattice, hark! 
Her lover comes to serenade. 
But Lity whispers to him as he lingers — 
“Six and a quarter, dearest, and long fingers.”’ 


To Materfamilias. 


Are you desirous that your charming daughters should 
not give themselves airs? Then let a pianoforte 
“‘Caprice’’ form no part of their musical studies. 


A Good Turn Appreciated. 
Bestow a glass of sherry on a bottle of seltzer, and it 


So Lity scarce knew what to do— 
Between the claims of Cam and Isis, ee 
And so she backed at last the two WON, 
(Which a most singular device is). 


THINKING ALOUD. 





at once becomes a “ grateful” beverage. Little Fitch :——“ Tuts, stn, 18 MY PICTURE THAT WAS IN THE ACADEMY 
——_— LAST YEAR!” 
Self Evident. Possible Patron (with bad habit of thinking audibly) :—“ Au, INDEED. (To 


THERE is one good feature even in a dear-garden—it 
cannot contain the apple of discord. 





SPECIAL POLITICAL INFORMATION. 


JusT as we were going to press we received exclusive information of 
a pending political revolution of a grave character. The little band 
ot patriots who since the opening of Parliament have been wisely, 
nobly, and disinterestedly endeavouring to frustrate the efforts of the 
Government to give peace and prosperity to Ireland, have arrived at 
the decision that the time for half-measures is past, and that the 
hour has struck when England shall assume her proper position in 
relation to Ireland. “Too long has the proud Saxon”’—but we antici- 
pate. A little difficulty has arisen as to the precise wording of the 
proclamation, and we may not at present quote from its spirit-stirring 
sentences. Suffice it to say that matters have so far progressed that 
the present Ministry will immediately be called upon to resign, and 
that the New Cabinet has already been formed. We have reason to 
believe that the following gentlemen have accepted office :— 


First Lord of the Treasury . . . . . Mr. Bacwe tt. 
Chancellor of the Exchequer . . . . THE O'Connor Don. 
Secretary of State for Home Department Mr. Caran. 
* - Foreign - Sir Joun Gray. 
= i. Colonial ae Mr. WHALLEY. 
Mem. Scotland, the Isle of Man, and England, will henceforth come 
within the jurisdiction of this office. 
Secretary of State for India. . . . . Mr. Macuire. 
a aa War... . , Coroner Waite. 
Chief Secretary for Ireland. . . . . Mr. Sgymovr. 
First Lord of the Admiralty. . . . . Sie Parrickx O’Briey. 
Attorney General for Ireland . . .. Mr. McCarruy 


Downina. 
Solicitor - i . « « « Mr. Cuartey. 
President of the Board of Trade .. . Mr. G. H. Moore. 
Postmaster General . . . . Sm J. Esmonp. 


President of the Poor Law Board . « Mr. Bryan. 


VOL. XI. 


himself, aloud). WHAT COULD MAKE THE HANGERS PUT 8UCH A THING AS THAT 
ON THE WALLS? HE MUST HAVE OFFENDED THEM IN SOME WAY.” 





It may be objected to this Cabinet that the holders of the various 
offices possess no special qualification for the special appointments. 
We don’t know that that matters much, but as the explanation is at 
hand, we may just say that as the only means of settling a storm which 
arose upon the distribution of the offices, it was decided that they 
should be drawn out of a hat. The exception was made in favour of 
Mr. Wua.tey, who stipulated for the Irish secretaryship as the only 
price of his adhesion. This was conceded ; but yesterday it transpired 
that the right honourable gentleman had made arrangements for sig- 
nalising his advent to power by dispatching throughout Ireland a 
band of lecturers, with the mission to make known to the peasantry the 
evils of Popery, and there being a difference of opinion in the Cabinet 
as to the efficiency of these means of restoring pao, Mr. WHALLEY 
was induced to exchange places with the Colonial Secretary. At first 
he declined, except upon the condition that he might have Mr. Murrur 
as Under Secretary, but ultimately his objections were overcome by 
the prospect of the opportunity which the appointment afforded of 
getting to the bottom of that correspondence with Sim ALEXANDER 
Gat, which the outgoing Government refused to show him. 

It is needless to say that several important reforms will be brought 
forward by the new ministry, but at present we cannot do more than 
give the indication afforded by the note attached to the Colonial 
Secretary’s appointment. 





W.or V. 
We have received a protest from a cockney subscriber a-propos 
of this: — 
In May next, Sir William Vite will retire from the presidency of the Royal 
Institute of British Architects. The Council has nominated as his successor 
Mr. T. H. Wyatt. 


Our cockney friend wants to know how people will be able to dis- 
tinguish between Vite and Vyarrt. 
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He egg, in the form of a budgbt, which he has just laid on the table. 
Hi | ing influence of public opinion, and the chick will doubtless soon run 
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During the brief Easter recess it will be hatched out under the vivify- : . 
“THORSTEIN,” says this 


bard, says he, 


ice ee Sapo aaaaaae —- = 
A NORSE LEGEND. | 
With a Plain Commentary. 
X frm ememmemns HORSTEIN was a sea- | 
1 | | — king bold— | 
I | > iy What they call a ! 
| oo ae. Viking : | 
| | re ‘ AN le (Chaps who suited tastes © 
| AX FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 13th, 1870. ae { yi te My of old 
W OW that the Oxford and Cambridge Boat Race is over people i aN. x More than modern 
| : N! —— ime oom apirg yor: ae _— 2 oe positical a ( ZA liking.) 

ey? 1 weg) ultry , @nd see what 1s beng cne A . n re a aN i ‘ ° 
ti! eu Swain . fair amount ef cackle to be heard going on in the; j_ mt NY RaGanok, the ancient | 
Mii palatial roost at Westminster. but just mow there is a more than | — AVY . Scald, : ; 
if) ordinary cry of triumph; 'the “kuk-kuk-kak-a-larkuk! which Thus his history | 
Hi always announces the maternal pride and joy of a proper-minded hen| ~ i < chanted. 
a _ who has just laid an egg ! ‘ piste (Racanok, the bard was | 
Bt It must be with this kind of pardonable vanity and justifiable | _ 5 bald, | 
. gratification that the Chancellor of the Exchequer regards the Easter | = That bas took for | 
a granted !) 
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alone. Mr, Guapstone may fairly crow over the echievement of the 
“On his ship, the 


Hi) Chancellor, who has converted in so short a time—even though we 
l) grumbled about his taxation schemes-a deficiency into a surplus. Thunder, 
bi) How he intends to distribute that surplus, what burdens he will Hoisted sail, and put to 
5) remove, and what gifts he.will confer, we refrain from stating, ehiefly sea, 
3) because, at the time of our guing to press, we don’t know amything ee on war and 
plunder. 


about the budget, as Mx. Lowe has not yet produced it! 


We learn that F. o« Fromis to be introduced in an English form. to 
the British public at the Olympic Theatre this week. The cast isa 
strong one, and the way in whieh it will be put on the stage will be 
worthy of the management, which has produced Little £m’ly and The 
Princess, and which is a sufficient guarantee, moreover, that anything 


grand, 
At the prow a dragon, 
On the deck—and close at 
hand— 
Stood a well- filled 





Se en et ee la neti nah 


Sn ag. 


objectionable in the French piece will be eliminated. ; 

| At the St. James’s Mrs. Joun Woop has retired fora time,and given flagon. 
place to Miss Emtry TrHoxne, who made her debit with great success ‘“‘Tuorsrer drank and shouted ‘ Skoal!’ 
as Pocahontas, on Tuesday, the 4th instant. ‘Skoal!’ with martial hiccup ! 


Seldom have you, on the whole, 
Known a wilder kick-up! 


“‘ He was took with Berserk bad 
Sailing o’er the water, | 


f 
| 
{ 
| 
“At the top a pennon | 
| 
| 
| 
| 





As in Presenti. 
Braptaveu, the person who describes himself as Iconoclast, has 


been discoursing in his intellectual and refined manner on the story of taki h 
Balaam. He is reported to have argued thus— “With ee np. Sl = 
The ‘stupid donkey’”’ saw an angel when a prophet did not, and the conclusion 8 ; 
Was arrived at that .a prophet could notsee what was patent ton ass, and therefore, “Of the Nisses or the Necks ”— 
we shou'd not telieve anything a prophet ever said. RaGaNoxk was muddled 
If that particular “stupid donkey,” however, displayed a ready Which it was. Such words perplex | 
appreciation of celestial things, his clearness of vision has been made- Bards who are befuddled. | 
up by- the blindness of a lot of donkeys since then, who won't believe ; 
anything beyond the ends of their noses, and keep braying to prove it. . Pe eenaoms, - ed 
eh MIRREN aalter fe te And with him, as you'll suppose | 
Gratitude. Quickly grew enamoured. | 
ripe sna paper records the following touching incident :— { “Such sweet songs to him sang she, | 
rominent citizen at Adrian, Michigan, lost his t-boo ining 8,000 ied — 
ani” When the finder, a wenes ea saieakemas to _— the eam conieae 6 out S He no nyse Lorem | 
of the depths of his gratitude, offered the young man a.cigar for his trouble! Such prams St once it Rupe sca. 
acts relieve human nature of any charge involving sordidness or meanness. And that, mermaid married!’ 
Well, all we can say is that we have generally found gratitude end Mi 3 acconn , 
insmoke. But we are bound to add, in justice to the prominent eomentusauenia 0 ; 
eitizen of Adrian, that we should not have complained if the smoke (For to that ~ pe on eed 
had been anything as good as cigar emoke. Tuonsrein’s disappearance) — 
The Kettle begins to Sing. Tuoneran’s death the: hen hes drest 
TueRe gre testimonials—and testimonials. ‘The. following has the at tir thase een like 3 
right ring about it. A silver tea and coffe service, kettlo and salver. as a are weet ae She Diane 
with a purse of sovereigns (we hope a heavy one), has been presented ee ec 
to a Gloucester surgeon. e salver bears the following inseription :— Here the truth then I record 
“Presented to Tuomas Hicxnrs, Ese., Surgeon, by the inhabitants Whereon that. was founded— 
of Gloucester, as a token of their appreciation of his benevolence to Tuorstrew tumbled overboard 
the poor during a long series of years.— March 17th 1870.” Tipsy, and was drownded! 


To this we only add—Bravo! Hickes! 











Serve him Right. 
We hear with unmitigated satisfaction that:the person who went to» 
see “Twizt Axe and Crown, in expectation of finding a “header” in | 


Furniture Removed. 
Nor without good reason does the above advertisement meet the eye 
atevery turn. The greater portion of modern furniture is undoubtedly 


a long way removed—from good taste.* the piece, left disappginted. ! 
ee a te aera 
* Yes! And as to cheep furniture, you had better let i ; ee ss. ‘ ; 
to do so, for if you don’t, iter a very little wear the hie rier ae me “Ir’s a.poor heart that never rejoices; ’’ but it’s hard lincs for those 
and the castors of the tables and sofas, are-sureto take themselves off | who have to look pleasant over skilliy’ /ee. j 
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AUGSPUR AT THE BOATRACE. 
(Conclud:d from p. 52.) 

Just after sending you my last despatch from Wandsworth, I was 
requested to attend on the magistrate, and as [ had no option but to 
comply, in a few minutes [ found myself ina little square box in com- 
pany with the man who had so cruelly misled my unsuspecting self. 
A policeman stood by holding the shirt and dark bluc tie which were 
supposed to criminate me; and when [I entered, the magistrate 
expressed his sorrow that so respectable-looking an individual as your 
special commissioner should be in such a degrading position. “ Sir,— 
Believe me, you are mistaken,” said I, and at once informed him how 
you, dear l'un, had sent me down, and how, with that genuine honesty 
of purpose which has always characterised me, I had been led to con- 
fide in one who had betrayed my confidence. At the conclusion of my 
story, the court was deeply affected, a tear trickled down the venerable 
nose of the president, while the clerk and several stalwart policemen 
sobbed audibly. ‘“‘ And thus,” said the “ beak’’ (so called in the lan- 
guage of Wandsworth and vicinity), ‘‘is confiding human nature ever 
blighted. Go, sir, to those duties which are at once the flower and the 
ornament of the London press (I subscribe to Fun); your pardon, as 
you have committed no offence, is freely accoided ; but remember, 
should you again come here, a different view may be taken of the 
question. Youare free!” I leaped from the dock lightly, and bow- 
ing gracefully, was about to depart, when my old friend the constable 
stopped me and presented my shirt and necktie. What shall I do 
with these? thought I. It will not doto wear them after that man. 
Why should I not be charitable? “Take them,” with a majestic 
wave of the hand, “ I present them to the poor box; ’’ and amid the cheers 
of those who thronged the court and its approaches, I marched out. 
How to get to Putney in time for the start, was my next thought— 
also how to escape from the congratulations of a lot of men whom I 
had never scen before and never wish to behold again, unless it be to 
recover my pocket-handkerchief, which it is unpleasant to lose when one 
suffers from chronic cold in the head. Seeing my difficulty, a sharp 
dark man, who I afterwards heard was named Bright-eyed Litt the 
Kentish Town bookmaker, asked me to jump into his trap, and behind 
a fast mare we trotied off to the place where press boats on these aus- 
picious occasions do resort.  Biti’’ told me that he had watched me 
in the court, where he had been to bail a “ pal,’’ who the night before 
had suddenly imagined himself the stroke of Cambridge, and had 
insisted on fighting the rest of the crew. Why the stroke should do 
this did not eventuate. When we reached The Bells, the crowd was so 
intense that I had to fight my way to the water's edge, and though I 
was called stupid by several people, notably by one fat old lady who 
threw a large piece of fat from a gigantic meat pic at me, I treated 
them with the dignity becoming your ‘representative. Hailing a 
wherry, I requested to be put on board a steamer, and was soon taken 
to one on which I recognised my old friend Mx. Wags, who together 
with his chum Herr Teck was leaning over the bows. ‘* Where are 
you a-comin’ to? ’’ asked a rough fellow at the gangway. “ On board,” 
replied I, in a dignified manner. ‘Not if I knows it,’’ said Cerberus, 
‘nothing but dooks, markivisses, and ryle blood to day. Who are 
you?”’ Steadily I gazed upon him, and scornfully replied with but 
one word—“ Fun.’’ “ Oh, Brit, here’s a lark. Here's a bloke wants 
to come aboard for fun. Why, you couldn’t come here for money.”’ 
‘But I’m for the press.’’ ‘ Well, then, just press off, over the way 
for writers’ telegrams.’’ Accordingly we stecred for the other boat, 
and after some little difficulty I was admitted on board by a gentle- 
manly man with iron-grey hair. I had hardly settled down when a 
tall, rawboned man asked me if I smoked, and when I replied in the 
affirmative, assured me that he had the very best tobacco in the world, 
and offered me some. ‘“ You know,” said he, ‘I deal in it, and there- 
fore I know what’s what.” ‘“ Well, arn’t you a pressman?”’ asked I. 
“No, butif I had the opportunity I could write the best boat-race in 
the papers, and I got the ticket, thinking somebody here might want 
one done.” ‘The very thing,” thought J. “Do me a report and 
let me have it by the time we get back to London.” ‘ Agreed on,”’ 
and immediately he began to work. I strolled away, and soon found 
that alittle washed-out looking man, with flaxen whiskers and watery 
eyes, was following me. I stopped, and he came up, and in a voice 
strongly suggestive of his native Edinburgh, asked me if he might try 
a report for me. ‘It is the greatest ambition of my life to be regarded 
as a lit’ry man,” said he, “but I can’t get the opportunity of show- 
ing my ability ; will you give me atrial?’’ I said I would, and away 
he also went to work. Well, I saw the race, and when we got near 
the Temple on our way home, I was presented with the manuscripts of 
my tall friend and the little flaxen Scotchman, who, I have since 
heard, keeps a paper alive for his own amusement, but can’t get anyone 
to buy copies of it. So greatis his desire for journalistic fame, that he 
pays aman a pound a week for ideas! JustasI was stepping off the boat, 
an elderly man ina most remarkable coat, evidently made for a stage 
coachman, slipped a packet into my hand and disappeared. Carefully 
sorting my MSS. I got home as fast as I could, and sat down to select 


my copy. 











Commencing with the Scotchman’s, I found it opened thus: | adays, for fear of the police! 





FUN. 57 


erecta 


i Cambridge. When 
four seen like it as 


_It were a fin raice. It were between Oxford and betwe 
they wear started they went away, and a raice began never b 
they rowed all the way -— 


[ couldn't go any further with this, so I turned to the account of my 
tall friend, and read :— 


Little, perhaps, does the waters of the mighty River Thames, rising under the 
name of the Isis, about 2 miles S. of Cirencester, and near Lechlade, about 134 
miles from London, becoming navigable for barges, and after receiving various 
tributaries, including the Thame, is ealled the Thames—little, I say. do the waters 
of that mighty river which goes down to the sea under innumerable shipping reck 
of the gtorious and never-to-be-forgotten—for it was the best that ever took place 
—struggle of to-day, for there they both raced all alomg the course — 


In despair I closed this up, but still hoping for the best, turned to my 
mysterious contribution from the watchbox-coated individual, and 
having opened it beheld the following :— 


The strains of blood which course through the veins of the antagonistical oppo- 
nents of to-day havea marked effvet upon their peculiar and personal appearance. 
Tiat the sanguineous and life--ustaining element is blue in both, and tuerefore of 
the finest quality, is betokened by the colours of the coxswains, the best represen- 
tatives of the breed, and as dark blue is a much faster colour, and also stays 
better than light, I don’t for a moment see why people should wonder how it is 
Oxford has won nine times running. To-day’s race is easily se tled. Cambridge 
went in front and kept there, and that’s all. But as for the blood, I'll prove how 
Oxford ought to have won anyhow—— 

Dropping the paper I was about to give up altogether, when a 
sudden thought struck me. Why shouldn't I do the account myself ? 

Yr . . ‘ . * . . . + 
Why not indeed? Calling for various pens and inks, I[ fortitied my 
frame and commenced, and this is the result :— 


It would be hard to imagine a finer day or a more animated scene than when, ss 
Putney clock was striking five, the dark blue boat was seen to dart out from the 
boathouse. Cheer after cheer rang out to greet them as they rested on their oars 
and waited for their opponents, who were some eight minutes behind time. When, 
however, the Cantabs did show, it was easy to discover who were the favourites in 
the public mind, the light blue being received with an enthusiasm never betore 
witnessed on the banks of the river. In another minute each ship is at its post, 
Oxford outside, and when the signal is given the dip is simultaneous. Goldie, the 
Cambridge stroke, is the more lively, and by the time the boathouses are reachod 
has drawn a quarter of a length ahead, and if delight is to be manifested by frantic 
yells and extraordinary gesticulations, the majority of the vast concourse must be 
indeed enraptured. By the time half a mile has been covered the Cambridge boat 
s half a length first, and at Craven Point this has been increased to three-quarters. 
Here Oxford steer out to get the benefit of the tide, but what they gain one way 
is lost another. Durbishire calls on his men, and they answer so well that at Rose- 
bank the Cambridge crew have hard work to hold their advantage. Ia the shoot 
over to the Soapworks the pale blue again go away a little, and by the time this 
point is reached, the representatives of the Isis, amid an uproar the like of which 
we have never before heard, are decided to be just a length behind. Time 6 min. 
40 sec. Seeing his desperate position, Darbishire makes a most wonderful burst, 
and his coxswain steering with great judgment, the dark blue begin inch by inch 
to pick up, and at Hammersmith have got back half a length of their opponents’ 
lead. ‘Time, 8 min. 14 see. For the next qu:rter of a mile does Darbishire continue 
to gain, and as this is the spot where Oxford have so often cut down their rivals, the 
friends of the dark blue sre sanguine, but nearing Chiswick it is apparent that the 
winners of former years are doomed to defeat on the present oecasion, as Goldie 
tries them with an unanswered spurt, and again leads by alengta. Satisticd that 
he can go away when he likes, the Cantab stroke holds them only till Parnes 1s 
reached, and opposite the Bull's Head suddenly dashes away, and the race is 
virtually over, for though the Oxonians try to spurt they are all to pieces, and 
light blue paddles in to Mortlake the winner cf one of the finest races ‘ior three 
miles) ever secn in 22 min. 7 sce. 


——= 


IMAGE OF DESPAIR. 


IDYLL. 





THE 
A STR‘ET 


I FELL across a squalling brat 
The other day as | was strolling ; 
And marvelled much what she was it, 
Within the miry kennel rolling. 
Her cap was off— her tresses torn, 
Her eyes were red and swoln with weeping ; 
I pondered on her gaze forlorn, 
And analytic mode of peeping. 


And soon my philanthropic breast 
Was heaving with intense emotion ; 
She seemed so eager in her quest — 
I asked the cause of such devotion. 
She answered, 'twixt a sob and cry, 
“My mother sent me for some butter ; 
Please, sir, it worn’t my fault—oh! my— 
I've dropped the tanner down the gutter!’ 


Old Saws with New Handles. 

“A prrp in the hand”’— should be held carefully, or it may injure 
itself in its struggles. . 

“A cat may look’’—the picture of innocence, but don’t leave it 
alone with the canary. 

‘¢ The cobbler’s wife is '’—in the habit of describing her husband as 
a shoemaker. 

“A nod isas good as’’—~a bid, with most auctioneers. 

‘“‘ Those who play at bowls’’—mustn t do it for beer or money now- 
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THE CONSCIENTIOUS CABBY, 


Who rashly attempted to understand the New Cab Regulations. He is now in Colney Hatch. 
[Don’t tell Mn. Bruce. 











Add Nauseam. 


Ir we may credit the Hereford Times, Newport, in Monmouthshire, ought to have a special 
clause of its own in the Education Bill, enforcing the teaching of Addition not only at the 
schools but at the Boards of Guardians in that locality. A collector of rates applied for an 
annuity on retirement, and a guardian asked what his salary had been. 

Mr. Brown asked what were the exact figures. 
The Clerk : His salary as collector was £30, and as assistant overseer £30—making altogether £120. 

We should have thought 80 and 30 were not figures exactly calculated to make 120. 
= —— guardians supply their own figures perhaps, and a pretty set of figures they 


Tae ConsitEr’s Dream or Buiss.—“I'd welt in marble halls.” 
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Thank you for—Nothing! 


Tue Sultan offered to grant to his Ministers 
of War and Finance twenty-four thousand 
pounds asa reward for their services. Their 
refusal to accept that sum is spoken of in the 

ress as an example of disinterestedness. Was 
it dictated by an absence of interest, or by a 
lack of capital? The grounds for the refusal 
are that “the present state of the Ottoman 
finances’’ imposes limits on the Sultan’s 
generosity. Might not this mean that the 
ministers are saying, “Thank you for nothing 
—but we don’t care to take it.” 


Bark-is Willin’. 

WE have received a sample of Sprart’s 
Fibrine Dog Cakes, which, as they contain 
meat as well as meal, cannot be noticed 
with the cereals in “Chats about Mags.” 
But in the interest of our four-footed friends, 
we find space to bear testimony to their 
excellence as food for degs. ‘They supersede 
in a handy form the old-fashioned greaves, 

unches, and barley meal, and are far more 
wholesome, and nutritious. 





Not Enough. 
Here be startling statistics :— 


Of the four million of persons of African descent in 
the United States, it is estimated that fully 600,(00 
are professors of religion. 

Out of four millions only six hundred thou- 
sand professing tobe religious! They don’t 
mean to say they have three million four 
hundred thousand who practise, instead of 
professing religion? If they have—happy 


country ! 


Sudden Poverty. 

Tue Epoca, of Madrid, relates that during a 
recent performance at the Zarzuela Theatre 
the ante-chamber of a box was robbed of all 
the cloaks belonging to its occupants. It is 
clear that, however wealthy they might have 
been on entering the house, they left it with- 
out a (w)rap! 


Sprinkling and Inkling. 

He who would lift his hand against a 
woman save in the way of kindness—no, that 
is not it, though we have heard something 
like it before. What we mean, is that no gen- 
tleman would cast an aspersion on a lady— 
unless, indeed, it were of lavender water, 
sprinkled from one of Lewis's Aspersors, in 
which case she would not object to the deli- 
cate insinuations. 





Lune-ah, see. 
Yzs—here itis :— 


The Lancaster Lune Shipbuilding Company is to be 
wound up voluntarily. A resolution to this effect was- 
adopted at a special meeting of the shareholders. 


Ah! notthe only “lune” that has come to 
grief of late years ! 


Geneological. 
“Uncitz Dick's Darling’’—well, if he’s 
Darling and he is his niece’s paternal uncle, 
she should be a Darling, too. 


A Postinc Hovst.—Tattersall's, 


Get Sorrty.—“Children of a Léger 
growth.’’— Bavarian brewers. ° 


Tue Perrecrion or Poxireness.— Offering 
a standing joke a seat. 

Tue Best Prererence Suarz.— One's 
better half. 
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rs. Brawn on Things in General, | +9 laa as won't ‘ear, as the sayin’ is, but wanted to spin out 


a 


MRS. BROWN AND THE CABMAN. 


ON'T tell me about new cab laws for I’m sure'they was bad 


enough afore, but now what they’ve come to goodness gracious | 


(Flo only knows where they'll stop, as is what they never will do 

_ when a-goin’ ’ome to their teas, as’ll take and look down that 
contempshall at you a-’ailin’ one, and as to a-stoppin’ when they’ve 
knocked any one down they’ll lash the ’orse to furies 10 get round the 
corner without their numbers bein’ took, the same as they did that 
time as they knocked poor Mrs. Acocx off the top of a family’s linen 
in ’er own cart a-turnin’ the corner of Bryanstone-square, as 
always went a-collectin’ of a Monday, and come for ’erself through 
a-likin’ the ride, and as to Acocx’s bein’ in liquor on his wrong side, 
why it wasn’t likely with ’er along with lim as had a eye like a ’awk 
agin drinkin’ and never more than tuppence in ’is pocket. 

But as.1 were a-sayin’ them cabs always was nuisances and always 
will be. “What with ’avin’ their winders broke and swarin’ as you'd 
done it ‘in pullin’ ’em up, and that dirty as spilte my clean musling 
last summer, the first time of puttin’ it on, through a-settin’ down 
unawares on three black ’art cherries as some one ’ad left on the seat, 
and is no doubt the way as young Cuemsroor caught the measles that 
Christmas eve, as others had done afore ’im, and will agin no doubt 
through being a thing as is very ketchin’, cabs or no cabs. ‘They do 
say as ’ansoms is safer but then there’s the wheel to be thought on in 
gettin’ in and out, let alone that shelter bein’ let down sudden on the 
bridge of your nose unawares and the whip nearly cuttin’ of your eye 
out; as I know’d a gent myself as it ’appened to a-goin’ out for the 
day tothe Darby, with a flower in ’is coat, dressed that lovely in shiny 
boots, and got such a flick in the heye asspilte ‘is beauty and: his 
pleasure te, witha deep blue wail across the face as nearly tore ’is 
whiskers out by the roots, and I ’ave ’eard tell of a real live lord as 
never wouldn’t get into a ’ansom cab for fear of ketchin’ the glanders 
through inalin’ of the ’orse’s breath as will toss up their ’eads a 
snortin’, but then he was a idjot as didn’t ought to ’ave been let go 
—* alone, as is what a many of them harristocracy runs to 
in cabs. 

Not as I am one for gettin’ into none on’em myself in a ’urry 
without makin’ a bargain fust, through well a-knowin the hawful 
abuse as cabs is give to, as ain’t pleasant at your own door step, 
bringin’ a crowd round with the neighbours’ ’eads out of the winder 
both sides, as p’raps you ain’t friends with and shouldn't ’ave done it 
only through bein’ in a-’urry for to get there with every buss full as 
a tick, as the sayin’ is; and wantin’ to see poor Mrs. AmB.in’ afore 
she died, as was out by the Kilburn-road with the bronchitus. So I 
’ails a cab in the Strand, where the ’bus put me down, as ’ad a flag 
a-flyin’ with two shbillin’s a ’our on it, and I says to the cabman, 
‘Now mind, I takes you by the ’our as it’s two shillin’s.”’ 

‘Yes, marm,’’ says he. I says, “Now drive on to the Edgware- 
road, and keep on till I stops you when I wants you to pull up.” But 
of all the crawlers as ever T did see that ’orse were the slowest as 
didn’t seem ‘to ’ave no ‘life in’im and ’ad growed quite grey through 
hage, not as grey ’airs is always hold hage for I was a-turnin’ grey 
myself afore thirty and know'd a party once as’ad a grey lock in the 
front from hinfancy. 

So I puts my ’ead out of the winder and says, ‘‘Do get on, my good 


man.” He says, “ You. get in will you, and don’t be ’angin’ out of the | 


winder with your weight as is enuff to upset the cab as'll crack your 
nut like that ’ere Fenjan kernel besides a-tearin’ of the door off the 
"inges as you'll have to pay for.”’ 

I says, ‘‘ Upset your grandmother.” ‘ Ah,” he says, “that’s what 
I don’t want to do,” and took and turned that sharp agin the kerb 


stone that I were shot back on to the seat for all the world as if I'd | 


been blasted with gunpowder like a rock ; and made the doors of that 
cab fly open with the shock. If you’d ’eard the remarks of that cab- 
man as he got down for to shet ’em you'd have stared agin, as he says 
to me, “I’m blessed if you won’t ’ave the bottom of the cab out if you 
goes on a-prancin’ about like that.”’ 

I says, ‘‘ Who's a-prang¢in’? ’’ I says, “Don’t you go a-talkin’ to a 


|_ There wasn't much a-passin’ jest then, but at last I ketched a 
butcher boy's heye on a pony as come ridin’ by and he tells that cab- 
man as says, “‘ Whatever does the old lunitic want now ?”’ 

| I says, ‘*No morea lunitic than you are, but,”’ I says, “if you've 

| been and shet me in your door and I can’t move though a-wantin’ to 

| Stop ever so long.”” So he gets down a-grumblin’ and a-growlin’ and 
| opens the door, and says, ‘“*‘ Now then, what next ?”’ 

| “Why,” I says, “let me out,” for I gees as the ‘our were pretty 
nigh up, “but,” I says, ‘‘ draw up to the kerb stone for I can’t get out 
sich a way from the ground.’’ “ Ah,” he says, “ you wants steps for 
to get out by and did ought for to travel in a carrywan with the 
rest.”’ 

So in course I didn’t make no answer but out I gets and gives ‘im 
=o two shillin’s, although it wanted werry nigh five minutes to the 
10ur. 

“ Wot’s this?*’ he says. ‘Your fare,”’ says I, “as is two shillin’s 
by the hour as I took you by.” ‘“ Why,’ he says, “ you've come over 
six miles of ground.” I says, ‘“‘ That's my business and not your’n, as 
distance ain't time as I took you by, so take your fare and go.” 

He says, ‘‘ My fare’s seven shillin’s through bein’ got beyond the 
radyus as is Cherrin’ Cross.”’ I says, “Go along with you, why you 
never went near Cherrin’ Cross through ‘avin turned up by the 
Cherrin’ Cross ’Ospital as leads to Lester-aquare through Emmin’s 
Row, as is where my dear mother is.’’ He says, *‘Oh, dry up with 
your rubbish, bother your mother, and pay me my fere, or else I'll ’ave 

ou up.”’ 

’ I nl “My dear mother’s far beyond bein’ bothered by no cabs, 
nor nothink else in this world,’ but. 1 says, ‘law is kaw,and you shall 
’ave it, so take your money, if you dare, and I'll takeyyour number,’’ 
and ’olds out a ’andful of silver, and so I did a-puttin’ en it down on 
the back of a old envelope as I'd got in my pocket with a pencil, as 
always was a good ’and at figgers and considered clever at my slate 
when a gal. 

The number as that cab run to was wonderful. ‘\Why ever they 
can’t number them in reasen, I should like to know, and not let ‘em 
run into such figgers as that man’s was, as can't: mean as:there’s tha: 
let-of ’em about the street or there'd be more cabs: then people as must 


run over ’undreds of thousands every day. 


So he took ’is money out of my ‘and, seven shillin’s amd drives off 


all of a’urry and then I found as I ’ad a full mile to go afore gettin’ to 
where poor Mrs. AMBLIN’ was a-stoppin’ leastways wasn’t a-stoppin 
for she’d been dead and berried over a week, the woman of the ‘ous: 
told me as was a dreadful shock for I'd brought ‘er a pound cake and a 
drop of real French brandy as is a fine thing in illness. Certingly th: 
good woman were that civil as made me a cup of tea and see me a bit 
of the way along the road as led to the railway as took me to werry 
nigh Blackfriars-bridge as is the end of the street where the Bow 
‘busses passes by, but for all that it was ’ard on nine when I got ‘eme 
dead beat, butin course shall summons that cabman and teach ‘im ‘ow 
to impose on anybody like that, with a-pretendin’ to go by the ‘our 
as every one knows time ain't distance all the world over. 

As to cabs doin’ wot’s lawful why you might as well expect it of 
drovers; as is a wild lot but in course ’as a deal to put up with and 
| often ‘ard drove to make up their money, but ain’t no reason as they 

should impose on them as will pay as is the willin’ ‘orse all over bein 
| drove to death, as the sayin’ is, not as cab ‘orses is ever werry willin’, 
_in my opinion, and no wonder, though drove to death frequent for all 
| that, as is their destinations no doubt as there ain't no fightin agin we 
all knows. 

Brown he come in that late through a-suppin’ with 'is club as I 
were in bed, but couldn’t rest without a-tellin’ on ‘im how that cabman 
‘ad served me, as is no better than Jack Suerpgep, I says, as did 
used to live out Kilburn way, as always were a bad neighbourhood, 
| leastways, ’is mother lays berried at Willesden as is where he was took 
|up through Jowaruan WiLp a-betrayin’ on ‘im as were @ wile 

deceiver from the fust, as I've read all about, leastways, ‘Tommy Maw- 
pERS did used to read it to me werry beautiful though he ‘ad a 
dreadful stammer and ’ad to spell so many words and Miss Pitkinc- 
| ton she did put me out a-comin’ in one day and a-sayin’ as it were all 





lady as if a orse—asain’t manners; but,’ I says, “you goon,” for I | a pack of rubbish and as Jack Suerrexp were took up in Drury Lane 
was timein’ on 'im by my aunt Pgppgr’s watch as she left me, as | while ’is old mother was gone for some gin and left the doer a-jar 


weighs over a quarter of a pound and you could ’ear tick, though 
under my shawl and gownd and wound up with a noise like the bottle 
jack, as I never could sleep through it under my piller nor yet at my 
bed ’ead, so always ’as to wrop in a pair of worsted stockin’s at the 
werry back of my corner drawer of a night, or shouldn't never get a 
wink of sleep all night with them ticks a worretin’ me in my ear. 





| Brown, “Tell me your tale fust.” Well, to pacify him I did, for he’s 
| always a little out of sorts arter them club suppers, though a sober 


behind ’er, and died ’erself in a garret a reg'lar old reprobate. 5o 
Brown says, “Do you mean to say, Mrs. Brown, as Jack SHBPPERI 
’ave stopped you on the king's ’ighway?”’ oe 

I says, “Go to sleep, Buows, and don’t talk foolishness. Says 


Well, when he'd been and got up on his box agin, I felt as he been and | man in the main and not to say in liquor then. 


shet me in the cab door by the gownd that tigbt as I couldn’t get up | 


| 
er ccc i 7 | Te i a. sasesidasiacinietonieigabdcniunapamenieenmnmlmamnmeciiirammnnmmanes 


off the seat, so I taps at the winder with my umbreller and ’ollers to 
‘im. But bless you he wouldn’t take no more notice than the dead, and 
on he goes down that road ever so much further than I wanted for to 
go with me a-callin’ to 'im, as in course ’eard fast enuff for no one’s so 


When I'd told ’im all he only says, “ No case, my dear, no case.” 
(Zo.be Continwed.) 
eeeeee—e—e—eeeeoeooeooeoooooooooo= 
A Soxe ror Sims Regsves.—The encore’s wai(v)ed. 
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HARD ON THE MAJOR. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


THERE is a deal of amusement to be found in Wallett, the 

Queen’s Jester (Bamnosz, Paternoster Row). It is the autobiography 
of a well known Circus Clown, self-styled “The Shaksperian,” who 
seems to have been active, energetic, adventurous, and full of shrewd 
expedients. As the mere record of the life of such a man it would be 
readable, without the spice which unconscious vanity continually gives 
it. This self-esteem, however, seems to have s its owner in good 
stead, keeping him from many unworthy actions, and supporting him 
in many trials. His artless complaint of the obtuseness of the press in 
not ene in him SHaxksPgzare’s ideal jester is intensely funny. 
Th is well written, moreover, with fewer faults than we find at 
times in the writings of professed scribes, and as an example of pluck 
and principle deserves warm praise. 
Easter (Cremer, Regent-street) is a seasonable pamphlet, giving 
a brief history of the custom—less observed in Britain than on the 
continent—of celebrating the Paschal week by the presentation or 
exhibition of eggs. We suppose Messrs. Cremer desire to revive the 
old observance, or graft some of the prettier foreign fashions on it, in 
which case we wish them success. Such customs, like the Santa 
Klaus, are not only amusing for children, but may be made the means 
of encouraging taste and fancy in them. 





At his own Valuation. 
Every gemeenee considers himself a bobby. Does he consider 
a. b, eh? ‘Well, the lower classes look upon him as a “ cop- 
per” y! 


Horticultural. 


Wuy is the chap who comes off at the first fence in the run like 
Canrszr’s Prolific Pea ? Because he's an early cropper. 


1} 





Jane :—“ Prease 'm, Mason PoonanH I8 BELOW, AND ——”’ 
Mistress :—“ Let HIM STOP THERE THEN, THE OLD BORE. I’M NOT AT HOME!” 


[ Bliss of Poonau, who has followed JANE upstairs. 








What’s o’Clock? 


Hers is a tale so circumstantially related that we feel certain it is a 
li—no, an unli—kely story :— ; 

On the field ofSolferino, where the remains of the dead are being collected to bs 
placed beneath one grand monument, the body of a Zouave was lately disinterred. 
A watch in his pocket marked 33 minutes pont 4, the precise hour at which the fight 
ended in the where he lay. A ball had struck a mortal wound in bis chest, 
and a rush of blood had entered the watch and stopped the movement. 


In the few brief years which have passed since the battle of Sol- 
ferino the watch has resisted the effects of its interment with an 
“unmannerly corpse,” and on its untarnished face registers precisely 
“ Four thirty-three! ”’ We only wonder that when it was dug up it was 
not going! In fact, if it had been going, it would scarcely be a 
greater wonder than that it wasn’t gone. The usual harpies who 

lunder the dead on battle-fields evidently did not “ know the time o’ 

y”’ at Solferino. 


A Word to the Wise. 
Tue following is an exact translation of a curious old inscription 
brought to light in the course of excavations near the Guildhall :— 
‘When in the plural, Magog makes Magi, 
Then shall that wretched ‘ block,’ The Poultry, fly.’”’ 


Archszological Note. 


Curs’-ITER-sTREET derived its name from the circumstance that 
most men who were lodged there were on their way to the dogs. 


Crearty Our or Piace at THe Sociat Boarp.—Tiffin’. 

A Wing Buiinp.— Official promises of telegraphic despatch. 

Waar must the toper most frequently perpend?—That he is out of 
the perpend-icular. iS 
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BEZIQUE. 


O nest game of all that the card-tables know 

For thee shall my verses most musical flow, 
For thee shall my praises sound clearly to-day, 
While I gladly acknowledge your powerful sway. 
For thee will I argue while Life’s race is run, 
And sing of your great fascinations in Fen. 

That game, trust me, reader, is ever to seck 

That rivals in beauty—the game of Rézique. 


Men may boast of their whist, long or short, as they please ; 


I hate your grave rubbers and counters that tease. 
Don’t tell me of cribbage, no lunatic begs 

A pastime more foolish than marking with pegs. 
Don’t talk of Ecarté, or Loo, or “ Van John .* 

In each you'll find quickly your money’s all gone. 

In fact, I must beg that you won't dare to speak 

Of a game in the same breath with charming Bézique. 


Just think of the joy “ Royal Marriage” can bring, 
With a few more snug trumps in a neat little ring ; 
They'll lead to the “Sequence,” for which you may scove 
Two hundred and fifty to forty before. 

Four “ aces”’ count simply one hundred, no less,— 

And four kings are eighty, you'll easily guess. 

Then a flush of great joy rises up on your cheek 

As you mark your five hundred for “ Double Bézique.”’ 


You may play ’gainst one person, or two against two, 
As old fogies in whist very properly do; 

But Bézique— (mind you, Printer, a capital B)— 

Is, of all games at cards, the best suited for three. 
The fun becomes threefold, the scores rise apace, 

And a triple Bézique your displayed cards may grace ; 
Oh, that gentleman’s nose I would willingly tweak, 
(For the sake of the rhyme) who despises Bézique. 


Then hurrah for the game, ’tis the finest, I ween, 
When the fair knave succeeds to the sombre ace queen ; 
There’s not a game like it, go search where you will, 
From the Mexican Monté to ancient Spadille ; 

’Tis a game fit for all, even curates will find 

The exertion’s not great for an average mind. 

For myself, I could play every hour of the week, 

By gaslight, or daylight, I dote on Bézique! 
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Second Ditto :—“ Sw 


A SAVING. 


First Coster :-—“’Uti0, Birt! Wor ver vone wr’ THE MOKE #” 


EQUAL AS FARST!”’ 
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WHAT'S ON THE WALLS. 


Tue Society of British Artists has opened its annual exhibition, 


which is 


,» on the whole, an improvement on many of its predecessors. 


It it especially gratifying to find that the names of several Academi- 
clans appear in the catalogue ; for it shows promise of a more liberal 
policy on the part of the Academy, which, in the interests of Art, 


| Should be above any small jealousy of honourable rivals. 


Messrs. 


| Lricuton, Friru, Repcxave, and Macttse are a welcome deputation 





| from Burlington House. 
Our space will not permit us to enlarge on the pictures, but we may 
| draw attention to some of the best works. 


Mr. Hayes exhibits a fin: 


sea-plece ; Mx. Barnes several paintings, all charming, most especially 
‘“‘A Norman peasant girl.” Mr. Downaxn has a very poetical evening 
effect, and Mr. H. Moore some of his wonderful seas, and a landscape 


with ploughs at work that is full of truth. Some pictures by the late 


Mr. Hunristong, the president of the society, will be viewed with 


| interest. 
of great 


There is also a good display of water colours, for which the 


| Suffolk-street Gallery is one of the few open galleries that make any 
adequate provision. 


The result is an admirable collection of drawings 
general merit. 


Mr. Wattis's Exhibition at the French Gallery is excellent, as 


usual. 


It should be remembered in fairness to other exhibitions with 


which it is often contrasted, that it is the pick of many exhibitions 
carefully selected, and not a collection sent in by the various artists. 
Me. Watuis has secured some fine works of art, the gems of the 
foreign schools, and it is difficult to find any that do not possess great 


charm. 
SONIER, 


“The Moon is Up,”’ by Waunexc, “ Qui va la?” by Mete- 
“The Burgomaster’s Daughter,” by Basemorr, “Chess at 


Cairo” by Grrome, and a host of other pictures may be noted as 
specially deserving study. 
For the same reason which makes the Fremch Gallery so good, Mr. 


Toornu’s 


exhibition at No. 5, Haymarket, is well worthy of a visit. 


Such a selection of water-colours by our first artists it is rarely one’s 
good fortune to see. Those of our readers who desire a treat shoul 
go to the exhibition, where all the works are of such high excellenc: 


that we 
the rest. 


cannot select any for mention without doimg injustice to 
—————L— EE 


Ornaments at Present Blocked. 


Srrsp the day when fresh Austealian mutton may be found in every 


butcher’s shop. 


an) 


OPT "IM FOR THISH YER. Don’T CORST NOTHINK FOR KEEP, 


eae 





See 


At present we only see it on the tenter-hooxs—ot 








expectation. 
| . / A Long Shot. 
| [ ii { fl This is, of course, from an American 
PPaitat ita It | paper :— 
i rs v \> | .« | A projectile has been invented at Monroe, :n the 
YON) a ys bi GSS United States, which consist: of a bali of 200 pounds ; 
ty By ;F inside this ball is a species of cannon, which contains 
| Ref } a ball, and when the first ball has gone five miles the 
iia & | \ canvon fires off an interior ball, which goes another 
/s ,f (i | five milcs. 
RIITON MOW DE | | | More extraordinary still! When the in- 
me oe oe NY terior ball has covered its five miles, there is 
Yn cre ee ‘ . . . . 9 a . ; 
ViES [he found in its inside a “long bow” which 


| carries even further ! 
The only objection we can see to the 
scheme is that the original ball of 200 pounds 
| might 80 alight as to turn the ** Spi cles Ol 
cannon’’ in the direction whence It came. 
That might be awkward. 
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Sporting in Ireland. 

Tur latest sporting news from Ireland is 
> ~~  this:— j 

| The Rev. Mr. Crofton, who was shot at near Kil- 
' beggan, in Westmeath, has intimated his intention of 


increasing Lis rents. 

'  Qnite right! He should make them “* pay 
their shot.” We don't see why he should be 
killed for nothing, and he’s wise to make his 
friends take out a shooting license in this 
way. 


; =_ 


An Honourable Role. 

Lavy Rowtz laid the foundation stone of « 
new church the other diy at Otterton, in 
| Devon; and her ladysbip, it 1s added, has 

| paid the whole cost of the buildings. The 

| church founded on such Rolle-ing stones will 

AnD Goes | never gather moss, but prosper like a green 
bay tree. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 162. 


A sacreED holiday to-day— 

The long long fast is past away. 

How brilliantly in distant Rome 

Illumined stands St. Peter’s dome. 

Adieu to Lenten fare, to herbs and fishes, 
And welcome once again, ye well-drest dishes! 


= - 
: 
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1. Here twittering swallows cling 
While bright the sunbeams pour, 
Here strings of diamonds swing 
When the fresh shower is o’er. 


2. Doubtful in Paris what theatre we, 
Our first night in France, ought to visit— 
We inquired of the garcon, and speedily he 
Named this, though most doubtful too is it! 


3. Pomp hit Samso on the head. 
Samso laughed but nothing said, 
Laughing till his eyes grew red— 
‘“‘ Yah, yah, yah, yah, yah!” 
Pomp hit Samo on the leg— 
Guess that fetched him down a peg, 
| “Don't do dat again I beg— 
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!” 


4. Roundly not a cannon-ball— 
That, you know, is rounder. 
This thing is a what-you- call, 
Eight-and-twenty pounder. 


5. Howe’er well edited a work may be, 
’Tis odd if these you do not in it see. 


6. This lover of ills, 
He dwells on the hills 
Where the snipe o’er the lone moorland whistles; 
That this vilest of men 
Is no hand with a pen 
May be proved from his mis-spelt epistles. 


Sotution oF Acrostic No. 160.— Eights, Winner: 
Elbow, Iambi, Glean, Heathen, Tolerance, Saker. 


Corexct So.turions or A: RosTic No. 160, RECEIVED APRIL 6th. 


EASTER DECORATIONS, —Idfi; Nestor; B. G. H. 
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Pet Curate :—“ Wuat po you wisH FOR Now, Miss Bryrizs ?”’ Wuart two English counties bear kindred names ?— 
Miss B. :—“ Yew—1r you pease!” Beds and Doss-etshire. 
CHATS ON THE MAGS. Aushers to Correspondents, 
APRIL. 

Tur Argosy, besides “‘ Johnny Ludlow’s story,” founded on a case, [ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
that recently a in the papers, of the death of a farm-lad from | panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
a a oe ee contains a smashing article on Mrs. | responsible for loss.] 

” aaa yo W. J. M.—or W. J. W.—or W. something or other whe Sow’ you give 
1 appearance 


Our Young Folks is a number, but Mr. L i i : ‘ arte 
usual mark. I sup a fair that eaaeee “The Bad Boy,’ > badig o hae signature? Because your initials will be your 
nicu, there should come a girl’s story—but “as when a well- sl 
actor,” &c. The fault of American draughtsmen would seem to be he | a a O° SR BAe Wanye epee hn eles of 8 
neglect of drawing from the model. = =§«_— O.—We wish our currespondents would address contributions to “ The 
Good Words for the Young maintains its high standard of excellence. | Editor,’’ instead of addressing them privately. 

The only improvement we could suggest is that Mr. A. Hucues| ARTFUL DopGEeR.—Be patient. 

should be superseded by some one who can draw. He is acolourist of | 7.0. M.(Glasgow).—It is as you say, “a leetle objectionable from a 
a high order, but no draughtsman. “At the Back of the North | Tefined point of view ’’—so we decline it. 


Wind” ws in fresh interest, and “The Sto ” 3 Declined with tharks : — Bartholomew Briggs; Mens ; Corkscrew ; Finny ; 
: | gro t, e Stone-cutter” is very X Y. Z., York; W. S., Norwood: F. W., Liverpool ; Toddles;M., Kings- 


ingenious. 
Good i i : drag land; A. G.; Simo; Education Bill; Dalli; T. C. H , Cornhill; P., Leeds ; 
IncELOw ‘eubtteahie o gout, ve ‘ai also At Senceat i oak Kiiebetnaes Tok, nae ans W. BL. e ‘ome = am? 
; . - ; W.L.;N.B., ow; T.S. H.; E. K.; Paterfamilias, 
eres on : peed mage BD i Bs Cuartes Kinusiey together an | Camden Town; Jake; M., Dalston. Nem: Con:; The Old Un; B. T.; 
to“ Carling” by Ma are en wee ane aimizablo, cpemesy tices F., Liverpool; A Cuss; The other chap; Milly; J. M. T.;S. F.; Liver- 
aE y gaNcis Walker, who may fairly take rank | pud; S.0.; J. W. B.; Barney’s See; Tod; Dramatic; N. S, Dundee; 
beside his namesake. . H. (J.) Grove-road ; Bumptious. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & ©CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
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various Rooms, enabling intending Purchasers y showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, cla e 
whole house — to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the teta.cot  Vurnishing the 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 163 


Once again, 

On hill and plain, 

Kissed by sunshine, washed in rain, 
Blossom stars of earth. 

Sweet birds sing 

Till woodlands ring, 

Joy comes back to everything, 
Happiness and mirth! 


tt eee 
Tt 


1 Here’s a bone of old CHarLEMAGNE’s too, 
There’s the string that bent Ronin Hoon’s bow, 
Here’s the sword that come down 
| On A-BecketTtT's poor crown, 
| What a lot ef queer things in a row. 
| 


2. Str Rocer crossed the stormy brine, 
A palmer grey from Palestine, 
His family since then, I wis, 
Have borne in their escutcheon this. 


j 3. For Harvarp loud the Yankees cheered, 
To rouse them as the goal they neared ; 
And though they saw she could not win, 

They threw a shout of this kind in. 


| 4. This tribe, it is very well known, 
Resided of old near Cologne, 
Their dress was eccentric, | own, 
Bare legs and short tunics of calico. 

I had better refer you to Cmsav, 
If you're anxious to find out who these are ; 
Just look in his De Bel/o Gallico. 
} 


5. This is the way 
That Broapueap, of unpleasant notoriety, 
Maintained the sway 
Of his dark midnight-scheming Trade Society. 


6. Canary papa, 
And canary mama, 
Are as proud as can be 
Of their chick so wee! 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 161.—Boat Race: Bar, 
Onora, Arac, Torque. 


Correct SonutTim Ns or Acrostic No. 161, recEIveD 13th Apri. 
—Lendis; Piggie. 


Strep Kwnors.—Lovers’ ties. | 


AN ISTHMUS TO CUT. 


Tue mania for cutting isthmuses, of which we spoke lately, has 
developed itself in London. Certain West-Enders have waited as a 
deputation on the Secretary of State for War, and suggested the cutting 
of what Mr. Lowe calls the “isthmus of barbarism,”’ which connects the 
peninsula of Kensington with the mainland of Pall Mall and Piccadilly, 
that isthmus being the Knightsbridge Barracks and their immediate 
surroundings ; and really considering what a mean pig. sty the former 
place is, and what swinish wallowing-grounds the latter are, it might 
well be called the Isthmus of Sues. 

The deputation wished “the eyesore removed.’ We contend that 
the sore should be healed. ’Tis useless merely to “skin and film the 
ulcerous place.” If that be all, the “influential deputation’? may 
close their eyes as they pass the plague spot, and consider it remedied. 
It would be well if they looked a little deeper, and asked why sol- 
diers’ barracks must necessarily be centres of all sorts of vileness. 


treatment of our soldiers. From the time when the man is inveigled 
into a pothouse and recruited while he is drunk, he ceases to become a 
free citizen, and is treated like a brute. He has no appeal against 
harsh treatment, he has no control over his clothes or his body. He 





A DESIRABLE CHANGE. 


Ragged Pulitician : —‘*Wuy, AS FOR YOU, YOU CHANGB YOUR POLITICS 
EVERY TIME YOU CHANGE YOUR SHIRT.”’ 

Stout Politician :—“ UNDER SIMILAR CONDITIONS, SIR, IT’S TIME TO HAVE 
AN ALTERATION IN YOUR POLITICS!”’ 


. An Important Importation. 

Ir seems that the blessings of free trade are not to be confined to 
articles of manufacture only. A short time since the Customs Bill of 
“entry reported the arrival of “ 1660 bundles, Penang lawyers." ‘The 
British profession must be on the alert! 


An Optical Illusion. 
Our friend Guzzler, whose eyesight is failing him, was recommended 
to try glasses for its improvement. He says he went and took five or 
six directly, and the result was that his eyesight was so improved he 
could actually see double ! 


OT 





Lettre de—Cache. 


Tus is all very well :— 
The agent of the Earl of Donoughmore has received a threatening letter. 


But if we were the Earl we wo«6d know-more about the 


~ 


senders of it. 


Sentiment for the Boat-race. 
Tue light blue has met with a reverse—in the position they have 


is constrained to be idle, he is forbidden to marry. He is left unpro- | too long held at the finish. 


tected amid the temptations to drink and debauchery spread around 


him at the doors of the barracks, where he is ill-housed and ill-paid' | 
Is it to be wondered at that respectable men shun the service, and that | 


recruiting sergeants only gather the scum of the population ? 

So, gentlemen of the influential deputation, don’t “ cut ’’ the question, 
but make its acquaintance. Improve the condition of the soldier, 
recruit from better materials and by less questionable means. Treat him 
as aman not a brute, and then you will find the isthmus no dreadful 


1 
The answer is to be found in Prorrssorn Newman's remarks on the 
| place to journey in, for the wilderness will be an orderly garden. 


Tue worst medium for friendly correspondence.—A Quilp pen. 


‘6 ; ; 
grinding. 





Mag’s. Diversion. 
Tue Spectator reviews a new work—The Macys, a very proper 


subject for magyar-zine literature. 


The Miller and his Mem. 
No student who wishes to bring grist to his mill should be above 





A Ser or Rap-ropates.— Runaway knockers. 
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AS FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 20*h, 1870. 
Ny onopy will grudge the House of Commons its brief Raster 
+R Holiday, for it has done hard work and no mistake; and if on 
¢71§) no other account, deserves a little respect for backing up the 

~ exertions of bem ae nent. iidtianee athe St 

A great many are doubtless anxious now wi Pa 
do with their vacations. Very possibly they go off to Epping Forest 
ina wan! It would do them a great deal of good if did, weare 
Fancy what high jinks there would be when h 


sure. 
| waived their to play “ Kiss in the ring.” Mn. Brrowr is 
not sufficiently well ‘to in such festivities, but he might survey 


from a distance as Materfamiliis. Mr. Cave might forget Pire- 
Insurance for awhile, and Mr. Foster Eduestion. Sm Joumn 
Paxrxcton might hand-in-hand with that jolly Jack-ashore, 
Mr. Cuitpews. Mr. Garnorne Harpy might smile kindly on the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer; and Mr. Caxpwestt, Sir Srarromp 
Nortacorg, and Br. an en might look on approvingly, whilethe 
Premier and the Chief of the Opposition saluted each other peacefully 
in the midst. | 


We are glad to learn that the Chancellor of the Exchequer has-a 
“sanguine hope” that a halfpenny postage stamp for the inland 
circulation of printed matter may be adopted. immense © 
success which followed the adoption of Sm Row.iawp Hix’s scheme 
J postage is a fair omen forthe new reduction. “Small profits 
and quick returns” may be an admirable maxim, but it-wi!l always be 
—_ my “gmall profits ee will hold ian on only 
wish the Railway could be brought ‘to see it, as a8 
the Post Office authorities. —_ 

If Mr. Lowe cares for popularity, which he may do in spite of an 
assumed disregard for it, he will do much by the establishment of a 
halfpenny paper-post to obliterate the recollection of his unpopular 
scheme of tax-collection. Moreover, we venture to predict that the 
increase of the revente from this source will be so great as in a few 
years to enable the Chancellor of the Exchequer to take off an 
— tax or two. So here is all success to the “halfpenny 

ead !”’ 








How not to do it. 


Tue authorities at the Admiralty, in spite of all their lauded reforms, 
can still do stupid'things. Orders have been sent to Devonport to fit 
out the Renown, bought by the Prussian Government. Ninety ship- 
wrights and joiners are ‘to be employed on this work for three months, 
and “recently discharged workmen will have the preference.’ The 
recently discharged workmen have pensions, and by this arrangement 
= - Lg - setae. This = — — the idea that “ to those 
who have ven” rather too lit . The un i 
should have a noma a 





The Milly-’uns. 


Tue old drama of The Miller and his Men (the Lothair of which 
begs us to state that he has no connection with Mr. Disrag.i’s 
Lothair) is being superseded by the modern farce of “The Mill and 
his Women.”” The Court Jovrnal says there was a meeting in favour 
of female suffrage, at the Hanover Square Rooms, and describes it as 
consisting of —~ 

A bevy of beautiful women, including Mr. Jobn Stuait Mill. 

Can it be possible that the Inte M.P. for Westminster h 
his philoscphical oe Pee A estminster has exchanged 





The New Helmet. 


Tne police are to have a new helmet! This is considerate of the 
authorities, as it will supply our street Arabs with a new theme for 
chaff, of which there has been a dearth of late. It is described as 
Russo-Prussian in design, which would seem te mean that it will have 
a spike on the top, on which our icinerant newsboys can “ poke their 
Fun.” It should be made large to contain a receptable 
capable of holding a Supply of cold meat. We understand it will not 
be served out to the force until early in November, for obvious 
reasons. 





A Royat “ Ngeepie”’ Woman.—CLeopaTra. 





{[Aprit 23, 1870, 








@ ANY a time has Satire sung 
g 
But as much may well be told 
* Are often seen— 


OLD MONKEYS AND YOUNG. 
We Sef Of the deeds of monkeys 
Wi young. 
jx l At Of the deeds of monkeys old. 
ie 1h aA Both I ween 
aM K\\ WW) a young and monkeys 


Monkeys young are given to 
chatter : 


So are old ones, for that 
matter. 
Scarce for that we youngsters 
scold, 
Bat we don’t excuse the old. 
Experience ought 
To have brought 
Greater wisdom to the old. 


Monkeys young are fond of dress, 
Do the old ones like it less ? 
With pity we young fops behold— 
With contempt a dandy old. 

For he knows 

Dandy clothes 
Are not suited for the old. 


Monkeys young at girls will wink ; 
So do old ones, too, I think. 
Youngsters may be injudicious, 
But old apes are often vicious. 

As a rule 

Zhe lad’s a fool, 
But a rogue the ape who’s old! 


—SSS eee 


Karr-ying it too far! 
Tue best thing in Macmillan’s this month is Mr. W. J. Prowst's 
paper, “Smollett at Nice.” It contains the following anecdote :— 
***One day,’ says Alphonse Karr, ‘I happened to leave my walking-stick in the | 
mould. I came hack next week, and I found it covered with rosebuds!’ Alphouse 
is fond of his joke.” 
We wish AtPpuonse Karr were as fond of truth as he isof a joke. H® 
clearly doesn’t “stick” at a fib. Necessity may be the mother of 
Invention, but the invention of M. Karr is not the Ni(e)ce of 
Veracity. 
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Scott and Lot. 


Tue Leader of the Opposition is bidding for Scotch support 
agein :— 

Me. Dreraeti inten’s to take advantage of the opportunity afforded by the 
Raster vacation to pay a virit to Perth. where he is expected to be preser*t at the 
forthcoming banquet, to be given on the 22nd imst., to Sir William Stirling- 
Maxwell. : 

Making use of Srk Wirrram to avail himself of a hint from Sir 
‘Wa ter, our acute politician is trying to secure what they pronounce 
in those parts—“ the fairm aid o' Peerth.” 


Inn and Out. 


We learn from a provincial paper that :— 

The oldest innkeeper in Gainsberough, plaeed himself the other day before an 
express train on the Manchester, Stieffield, and Lincolnshire Railway at nven, and 
was eut to pieccs. 

Well, if he had “kept in” a little longer instead of going out, he 
would have escaped this fatal accident. ! 


To Newly Married Couples. 


Have anything for dinner rather than a fowl—if you would keep 
“the skeleton ”’ out of the cupboard. 





Well Posted Information. 


Tr is not necessary that a postman should possess a good voice, but 
it is a most essential thing that he should have a goed « delivery.” 


Tue Pace trHat Kir1s.— Running through a fortune. 
De (Aspara)-gustisus NoN EsT Dirvutanpum. — Two “heads” 
are better than one. 
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THE OUTLAW’'S LOVE. 


CuapTer I. 


Tue Lavy Fitz-Puotay was fair and young, and she was of pn 
lineage sprung, and she moved —oh, she always moved among the 
very best of society. She'd a castle in Berkshire, and lands in Kent: 
and a house in Belgravia, free of rent, with stocks at any amount per 
cent., in almost endless variety. Yet Lany Firz-Puotay was far from 
gay. She seemed to grow sadder every day, and her manner was 
more and more distrait, and her sighs were quite distressing. "T'was 
thought at times that she wept by stealth, and her friends became dis- 
tressed for her health ; and the envious asked if a lot of wealth without 
content was a blessing. 

The Lapy Firz-Puotay indulged a taste, described by some asa 
shocking waste of time; but some said it quite disgraced Her Lady- 
ship so to grovel. Well, the painful truth can no more be hid—she 
had a hobby too oft bestrid, in short, she doated ~ yes, that she did— 
on a strong sensational novel! And her head was so full of romantic 
stuff, that all of her suitors received a rebuff, because they were not 
romantic enough, compared with novelists’ heroes. Beside such 
figures as they portrayed, the best of her lovers but displayed such 
very poor figures, the heartless jade declared they were only zeros! 
And so this beautiful, well-born girl, who set men’s brains in a regular 
whirl, rejected Duke, Marquis, and Viscount and Earl—not to mention 
a thing like a Baronet! And she vowed to her lady’s maid - aye, and 
swore she wanted to marry a Troubadour, to which her lady's maid 
answered, “ Lor! ain’t that a chap with a clarronet ?”’ 





Cuapter II. 


As Lapy Firz-Pnaoiay drove out one day—’twas somewhere afar 
down Minories way, she saw a sight which seemed to repay her 
tedious longing and waiting. “T'was a biil—a poster displayed on a 
wall—a trade advertisement, that was all, with a notice in letters big 
and small— and this was the fact it was stating :—‘‘Tue Goons or 
JonEs, THE OvuTLAw, For Satg!’’ The Lapy Firz-Puotay turned 
faint and pale, but she summened a vassal, and—without fail—bade 
him bring the outlaw untoher! For she wished the outluiw towoo her. 





Cuapter III. 


Tue vassal through many a foreign strand he sought for the man at 
her demand, and he found him at length ona foreign strand—that 
strand it was Bouloyne’s! Then he chartered a ship to carry them 
o’er, and sought old England’s cliffs once more, and with him, please 
to observe, he bore—the long-sought outlaw, Jones ! 





CuapTer LV. 


“Trove you, Jonss!”’ the lady sighed, “ I love --Ilove you well! I 
fain would be an outlaw’s bride, and in the greenwood dwell. And 
we will chase the flying deer, and we will intersperse our sports with 
deeds of sword and spear, and take the traveller's purse.” “ What 
rob?” cried Jonzs, the outlaw bold; “* Ma’um, I was never known to 
rob men of their store of gold—save creditors alone! But if you're 
rich and fain would be an outlaw’s bride, why good! So please you 
then to marry me, we'll dwell in Saint John’s Wood!”’ 





CuHaprer VY. 

Bor her ladyship’s pa wouldn’t give his consent. “My marriage,” 
quoth she, “ that shall not prevent.” But Jones, the outlaw, was far 
too sage to marry a girl who was not ofage. So they registered vows 
to be faithful and true, for they'd only to wait a year or two, and as 
soon as that year or two was done, she could marry of course, being 
twenty one. So Lapy Firz-Pxotay went back once more to the read- 
ing of novels; the same as before, till the weary years of waiting 
were ©’er, 





Cuarter VI. 

Tue tedious years at length have flown. Her ladyship is twenty- 
one: and straight as a bullet from a gun, comes Jones, the outlaw, 
from Boulogne. He comes to claim his darling bride, to bear her to 
St. John’s Wood shade, where through the Eyre Arms’ sylvan glade 
those two will wander side by side. He sought her in her father’s 
halls (or hall. But one the house could boast). ‘The footman stared, 
for it was most unusual hours for morning calls. His heart was glad 
and free from doubt, he found her ladyship alone. He cried, ** My 
life, ‘ty love, my own!” She merely answered him, ‘Get out!” 
And as beneath the blow he quailed, she toll him how she dreamt of 
old that he was a frecbooter bold, and not a draper who had failed. 
“And yet I might have loved,” she said, “the name—the outlaw’s 
name although you weren’t the genuine thing you know. But now 
that consolation’s fled!’”” Jones on his knees upon the floor prayed | 
explanation more exact. Said she, “By this new Bankrupts’ Act out- 

ws, alas, exist no more!” 





THE LAST PIPE. 


Tu calamos inflare leves, ego dicere versus. 


"Twas the veice of the doctor, I heard him declare, 
“You've been smoking too much, of tobacco beware ! 
To be candid and plain you'll find it no joke, 

For you'll soon become ashes yourself if you smoke. 


So I've filled my last pipe as I sit by the fire, 
And gaze at the cloud rising higher and higher, 
And languidly watching each up-curling ring, 
A mournful adieu to tobacco I sing. 


Farewell, good cigars, I will e’en call yeu dear ! 

Yet your price were no object so you were still here : 
Good bye! Latukia, mild Turkey, good bye! 
Virginia, Cavendish, Bristol Bird's-eye, 


Returns, and Kanaster, and Russian, the pet 
Of those who rejoice in the light cigarette : 
And last, but not least, I take leave of thee too, 
My gentle, my fragrant, my soft Honeydew! 


And my pipe! my sweet pipe, with thy cool amber tip! 
No more shall that amber caress my fond lip. 

Oh! friend of my youth! must thou really go? 

My partner in joy, and my solace in woe ? 


Tis too true: nought avail me these heart-broken sighs, 
And, alas, thou art out! There are tears in my eyes, 

As I lay thee down gently. I will not complain, 

But I feel I shall never be happy again. 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
APRIL. 


Once a Week is amusing and varied. There is a new university 
story that promises well. ‘‘ How we Started our Clab”’ is funny. 
The illustrations are improved, but one of a college boat-race will be 
severely criticised just now, and people will ask how Seven gotin such 
rowing form—how One, Two, and Three find room for their arms in 
going forward—and why all the spectators a-head of the boat are 
deliberately running into the river ? 

The Atlavtic Monthly contains an amusing account of the doings at 
the Court of Siam, with several other interesting papers. ‘I'he verse is 
excellent. . 

In the Sunday Maaazine the “ Episodes in an Obscure life”’ still 
claim first mention. The illustrations are very good this month. _ 

In the st, James’s wood-engraving supersedes the process by which 
the clerical and political portraits have hitherto been produced. The 
process which is to super-ede wood-engraving has yet to be discovered. 
The likenesses are good, particularly that of Loxp Westbury. A 
new novel, “ Author and Actress,”’ commences with illustrations by the 
author, which we suppose are meant for a joke. If so, the joke won't 
bear repeating. A paper on “ Living Dust” is an able exposition of 
Proressor TYNDALL’S theory. z 

The second number of Tie Amateur is considerably enlarged. We 
doubt if this will be an advantage, since the claims of quantity may 
bring about detriment to quaity. The illustrations should be dis- 
pensed with altogether, and the verse should be unsparingly thinned 
out. With one or two exceptions it is very inferior stuff. A transla- 
tion from the Jia is about as bad as anything can be, and makes us 
fear the editor either is too lenient, or is not quite qualified to judge of 
verse. The best of the prose will be found in those articles which are 
technically styled “ British Museum work.’ The comic business is 
feebly done, with the exception of a “ modern love song, which is 
smart if rugged. ‘The reviews are too long-winded. We point out 
these faults candidly, because the magazine seems to contain germs of 
cood, and is the best of the many attempts of the kind that we have 
ret seen. 

“The diet Monthly arrives too late for us to say more than that it 
is a good average number. pa 

We have also to acknowledge the receipt of a “oat mannnee 

e Ge tl mans Journal, plenty of pictures and lots of wholesome 
= of adventure; The Y: a Ladies’ Jowrnal, Tre Food Journal, The 


Gardever’s Magazine, a capital number, The Westminster Papers, Le 


Follet, and The Best of Avery thing. 








Drop it! 

Tuts item appears in the latest naval intelligence :— . 

Tux Crocodile arrived at Portsmouth on Thursday from alexandria and Malta. 
A correspondent, evidently mach interested in our nautical pec 
possible future Nexon perhaps—wnites to ask us if we can inform 
him as to the number of the C/ ocodele s tiers. 
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THE NEWSVENDORS’ DINNER. 
By ovr Specirat Driner-ovt. 


As if people with any decent gratitude about them would not go to 
such a dinner, even if Cuaries Dickens were not in the chair! Fur- 
thermore, ladies can dine. Whereupon one insists at once upon 
going, and getting “all the world and his wife” to go too, so far as 
one’s acquaintance with the individual goes. 

Dinner at six precisely. That means, it seems, at Freemasons’ Hall, 
a quarter seven to sit down to table, and about eight to get one’s 
dinner. But after all the dinner, luckily—-and perhaps the wine too, 
luckily—are not the things one comes to a dinner of this kind for. 
Nevertheless that champagne—but no matter! The chairman is on his 
legs. A little too brief— but he would be that for most of us, if he 
talked by the hour. Music, and another brevity from the chairman. 
And then he brightens up a bit, and chaffs “The Army, Navy, and 
Volunteers "’ pleasantly. Next he commits—oh, yes, he does, I grieve 
to re commits the mistake as ex-officio host, of chaffing too 


severely the Corporation of London, when he has to propose that toast. 
It is a very excellent body, afterall. Not perfect, after the invariable 
fashion of human institutions, but it does a great deal of real goud 


work. 
Never mind, however! Alderman Corron has to respond to the 

toast, and the opponent of Corron is generally Worsted. It is a fair 

counter, and the chairman very properly recognises and respects it. 
So, after the sheriffs have had ow honour, we come to “ The Toast.’ 


PRosPERITY TO THE NEWSVENDORS’ BENEVOLENT AND PRovIDENT 
InsriTuTION. 


And now Cusrves Dickens is the Cuantes Dickens, and those of 
us who availed ourselves of the good sense of the Institution to bring 
our womankind to see Cuaries Dickens “at home,” feel that we have 
not brought them in vain. I don’t know how it reads, but I know 
how it “spoke,” and I am sure it delighted those who heard it — and 
what can as do more ? 

After this either the toastmaster or I got intoa fog. I fancied 
before that toasts had slipped out of the programme. Now, I am sure 
they did, and much of the music set down in the programme was omit- 

ted, and the arrangements got “ mixed.’’ But there were one or two 
good speeches, and— what was more satisfactory—a good list of sub- 
scriptions to an admirable institution. 


, 





| 
| 


| 
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I don’t know that I have anything to add, save my advice to the 
indefatigable secretary of the Newsvendors, Mr. WaLTER Jones, that 
next year it would be well for the sake of variety, if for no other rea- 
son, to have the dinner at some other tavern than the Freemasons 
Hall. Mr. Dickens, the President of the Institution, hints at ret:ring 










from active duty, and when the attraction of his name is wanting, the | 


very worthy cause must be well supported still. A more strict atten- 
tion to the authorised list of toasts and songs might be advisable on the 


part of the toastmaster. oad. 
But it really needs little to raise the Newsvendors’ Dinner to the 


position we should like to see it occupy, that of one of the most popular 


7? 


gatherings of the season, to which tne ladies gratefully say “ Aye 


The Right Man in the Right Place. 


WE have just come on this item of Indian news :— 

A Madras peper states that the Thayetmyo Brigade is to be abolished, and that 
Brigadier-General Macintire will be transferred to acommand in the Madras 
Presidency. 

Surely, instead of abolishing this brigade, it would be wise to send it 
to New Zealand. In case of another rising of cannibalistic Maories, it 
would be well to meet the man-eaters with their own weapons, and 
make them howl out “ They-ate-me-oh!”’ with a vengeance. 


A Desirable Importation. 

A snort time since, the Japanese petition against the promulgation 
of Christianity by missionaries in the island was given in our Englis!: 
papers:—and from the Japanese point of view it was reasonable 
enough. Here’s our latest from Japan :— 


A California paper says the Japanese ‘‘ will win universal respect by a sort of 
heathenish habit they have of minding their own business.”’ 


If the Japanese like to retort on us by sending missionaries to 
England to propagate this “heathenish habit,” we, at least, will 
receive them with open arms. 


THREE REMOVES AS BAD AS A FIRE. 
Rerraw then from picking up with your pretty third cousin as a 


“ flame,’? 
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THE APPROACH OF SPR:NG. 
By a Spa-mopic. 
Tur circumambient Winter dies! 
A lode-star languor laps the globe, 
That shimmering into warmer skies 
Reels down the depths we dare not probe. 


Seieheteenenneiee 


The glimmering glamour of the lark, 
That sun-absorbed eludes our sig }it, 

Wakes myriad pulses in the dark 
Where vernal verdures leap to light. 


wwe ewes oe. 


The swirling swallows dart and dive, 
Like evanescent sculptor-thouzhts, 
Thet grope through gloom and yet contrive 
To grasp some things wi-ich are nut noughts ! 


a er pre ow - 


Thrill, nerves, as thrills your mother earth, 
Swift veins, your purple currents roll! 
All:spring’s phenomena of birth 

Are crowded crushing on the soul. 


SR mmr we 


Oh, ‘visual orb of mortal man, 
What vernal vistas you behold: 
With. tremulous lid aloft, oh, scan 
Earth’s mystery in green and gold. 


wre ree 


Stay, briny fountains, in your beds, 
Dim not the beauties I descry. 

Around the tortuous landseape spread, 
Enjoy the prospect, Oh, My Eye! 





—_$_ 


SPORTING (WANT OF) INTELLIGENCE. 


| 

Provp of the manner in which I had carried out my mission to the 

| boat+race, I determined to enter mysclf as a regular sporting man on 
the books of a club, and selecting one in the neighbourhood of Fleet- 
street as mest suited, from its contiguity to your office, for my purpose, I 
started. off, with the intention of at once paying my subscription, and 


investigating the doings of those awful persons whom I had so fre- 


quently watched darting in and out, -ometimes carrying bags full of 

money, and sometimes, with dejected aspect, carrying nothing but the 

short stick which is for some mysterious reason the symbol of master- 

ship in the craft of betting men. Desolation, however, reigned 
| supreme in the usually busy street, and struck by the absence of the 
| well-known prominent noses, the dirty, gem-encrusted fat or knobby 
| fingers, attached to the persons of the usual loungers, I began to think 
that possibly the lenity shown to Rurrsxroxp had been compensated 
for by a descent upon the betting clubs, and knowing how conspicuous 
a'member of the racing world I have within the last couple of weeks 
become, I began to trem)'e for my safety ; and was indeed taken so 
bad with an attack of the nerves, that I was obliged to enter a public- 
house for the purpose of obtaining a glass of— nothing stronger than 
water before dinner I can assure you. Sipping my exhilarating 
beverage, and recovering from my attack of staggers, a voice, not 
wholly unfamiliar, broke upon my ear. 

“Why, (’m blowed if that ain't the cove as was buckled at 
Wan’s’orth.”’ 

And immediately Bill, the charioteer, who had helped me out of my 
difficulty on the road to Putney, came up and shook hands, his swarthy 
face beaming with pleasure, and his bright black eyes glistening. I 
told’ him why I had come down, and asked the reason of the fulling-off 
; in numbers, and his reply somewhat startled me. 

“What! Don’t yer know it’s Passiun-week ? And don’t yer know 


that’s the inter—inter—the inter what-is-it of the spring racing? We | 


always has a holiday this week.”’ 
“I suppose you mean the interregnum ?” 
“Ah, that’s it. I don’t know why interreggum, but I s’pose it’s 


called after the name of the inventor. I find most of them hard words | 


18. Well, come over and see the secretary, and I’ll introduce you.” 
We crossed the road, and entered the now deserted arch which forms 
the entrance of the Junction Club. On arriving at the wicket, the 
porter whom I had so often peeped at, and who was always so busy, 
ooked up drearily from a copy of the ‘ Calendar,” and exclaimed :— 
“Hullo, Bitx, you're the first cove these blessed eyes have seen this 
morning. I feel quite ashamed to look at the old ground with not 
@soulinit. It’s my opinion this here week was invented by some one 
a8'wanted to stop the game. Well, we can stand alittle; but p'raps 
hell try to make some more of ‘em, and then there’ll be a blow 
up. It makes me wild to think on it. A parcel of red-headed legislators, 
as they call ’em, stopping a fellow’s business. They ought to be 
ashamed of themselves.” ) 
Having been introduced to the secretary, I got my ticket of mem- 


A te a at 


bership, and departed, after gazing on the posts against which the 
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bookmakers place their price-lists, and with interest studying anv 


presence of these gigantic minds. Suddenly a piece of folded paper 
caught my eye, and thinking it might be a banknote I seized it with 
avidity, Finding it was nothing but a piece of a letter I was about to 
throw It away, when the following magic letters arrested my atten- 
tion :—**T shall therefore, all things considered, give my decision on 
the Newmarket Handicap in favour of— ; 
SABINUS, 

and shall expect Falkland and Blue Bell colt to be close up at the 
finish.”” I have invested all mv money, and should this “‘come off” 
the fortune will be made of yours truly, AUGSPUR. 


relics—chiefly in the form of orange-peel and cigar-stumps of the 











: 
| Mrs. Stowe again! 
| Tne impudence of some people! Here's a wom:n undertaking to 
; teach a thing of which she is herself ignorant :— 
_ Mrs. Beecher Store is «n+ cf the authors of a mew book intended to teach the 
| “*proprietics”? to young ladies. 
We have heard of a gentleman who undertook to be instructor of 
English to the Russian Fleet, with the sole qualitication that, though 
| he Knew no other language, he was well acquainted with English. 
| Mrs. Stowe seems to have even less ground than this for choosing her 
task. ‘To be sure, the Spurtans kept Helots, whom they made drunk 
in order to disgust their sons with the vice of mtoxication. Possibly 
the authoress of the Bykon Scandal thinks herself fitted to be the 
self-appointed Helot of Propriety. 





Caught Tripping. 

Tue Inverness Courier tells a pretty story of Scotch bigotry and 
narrow-mindedness :— 

An elder, who is also pr-centur in a Free Church not 50 miles from Invern’ss, 
la‘ely attended the marriage of vis eld-st son, aid ix the even.ng joined the young 
couple and others in a reel, by way of leadiug off the dance. This having come to 
the «ars of the other elders of te churew, they neld a conclave, to woich David 
Was suuumoned. He made a tull confession, and has been su-p nded from his office 
of precentor for three calender munths. David bas been an e.der and prec. nto: for 
20 years. 

If sacred history speaks truth, David's namesake, the King of 

| Israel, would have been hurshly dealt with by this Kirk Session. 


Capping it. 
The new police helmet is described as “ an Austro-Russo- Prusso 
Porridge Pot.’ Is the allusion to porridge a sneer at “the gruel he 
called his brains’ at the expense of the metropolitan constable ¢ 





Gustoers to Correspondents, 





[| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and dtrected envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.4 

Ix1rn’s wheel seems to be the production of a very immature calf. 

SQUALL-ON.— By all means, we don't care to try '0 stop you. 

‘OnE who can’t draw’ could hardly expect an engagement at our 
house 
O.p B.—The intention is bet:er than the execution, but we can grant it 
no reprieve. 

M. (Stoke Newington).— Ditto. 

‘HE author of “‘ My Family Names"’ will, we fear, never make himself 
anime as a writer. He should try some other line of business — say that of 
a millionaire. 

A CLE«K.—We can see nothing objectionable in the advertisements you 
forward Are they clerical errors ¢ i 
| Duncz.—You seem to have weighed your own claims ad (d)unctam . 
| J. S. (Reading).—We never notice such things. 
| C. H (Brighton).— We do not return MSS. whose senders do not take 
| the trombie to attend to our rules, _— 
| DesperaANnpuM.— Yes, if ay are not too leng hy to be admissible. 
| Banney’s St (Lichfield), has so often sent us would-be comicalities 
| that we readily in-ert his first joke, an unintentional one. He says ‘* you 
are aware memory proves treacherous, and what we believed vur own proves 

to have belonged to another at some time or other—so many | unfortunately) 
having been born before us, or’’— here’s the joke “or vice versa \ 
| don t know what it means, but we have greatly enjoyed it. | 

Vox.—Before you begin to teach gramurar in verse it would be we 

ster prosody. ’ | 
a Declined with thanks :—Derfla N; F. G W., Bromp‘on “3B B. ; 
W N..C.S.;J.0°H.; F.C. G, Jun, Camberwell; J. G H.L, Liver- 
ool. Trab; J. W. C., Rugby; Pluffy ; An Owdashus Cus tomer. Bob 5. ; 
Yiator, Waltham Abbey: C, Swansea; lip; ©. J.; Buffy Ben ; 
A. i. B. P, Lewisham; Snow Eall; K., Dalston ; F. 8 W., Leeds ; 
Amicus ; The Disinherited ; B. T., Kingsland ; Noodledum : Dramaticus ; 
J.T; M.; Cleric; Ecila; D. M.; G.C.; W.F W.~; he Party ; Tood es j 
M., Leeds; Conky, Hull; Cat-alone- ere; Gale; F. J., Manchester ; 
rr. 2.7. W.; ¥. 8. Ws 
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LIBERALITY. 


Indignant Cabby :—“ Hi! You pon’r MEAN THIS YERE SIXPENCE ——” 
Kind-hearted Old Boy :—“ For you! Ys, AND you'RE WELCOME TO IT, MY FRIEND—EVERY PENNY!” 








THE SWALLOWS. 


Il ne nous manque plus que les hirondelles pour que la métamorphose soit 
eompléte. Un journal du Havre annonce qu’elles sont arrivées 4 Agen. Quand 
| wiendront e les de notre cété ! That is the question.—Monileur du Calvados. 
I sez white gleamings in the glare— 
Another and another follows; 
There is a twittering in the air, 
They come at last, the welcome swallows,— 
Welcome as sunshine bursting after rain, 
‘When winter's o’er the swallows come again. 


I see white napkins everywhere— 
And groups of gormandising sinners ! 
What feaste are these which they prepare ? 
They come—Spring’s charitable dinners. 
As sure as weevils fasten u i 
The guests arrive! the swallows come again ! 


I see white chokers on all throate— 
Exeter Hall is full of spouters ! 
Each of the mission he promotes 
Tells stories that must silence doubters. 
May ene on folks’ faith demand a strain— 
But folks bolt all !—the swallows come again ! 


et 








A Pretty Show! 


Wuen we were at school we remember a classmate’s describing 
Birmingham as being noted for its hardware. Being asked what was 
meant by hardware, he said, “‘ Butter and cheese and eggs, and that 
sort o’thing.” We fancy our schoolfellow must have migrated to 
Stanningley or Farsley, for we think we can trace his hand in the 
prospectus of a Floral and Horticultural Show in that locality. The 
committee, we are informed, intend holding an exhibition— 

During the ensuing Summer, the object of which is to encou age the cg: owrn and 
BRERD Of FLORAL and HORTICULTURAL PRODUCTS—POULTRY, PIG8, BIRDS, Or Other 
ARTICLES OF ANIMALS of a similar charscter—especially amongst CoTTaGeRs and 
AMATEURS, by giving Pr.zes, and in any other desirable manner. 

We suppose a pig in a bed of tulips is not considered an extra- 
ordinary sight in the Stanningley district. But we should like to 
have it more clearly defined which birds and animals are floral, and 
whichhorticultural. 


A LITTLE OF IT GOERS A LONG WAY. 
Oren Hovse-KeEPiInc.—“ My lodgings are on the cold ground.” 


P Suow THIs TO your Wirg!—A never-failing cure for “sulks "’— 
ilks. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 
Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 


List of their Furniture, they have 


with considerable care aud supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 


compiled : 
FOURTEEN-RvVOMED HOUSES ae to publithing an ordinary Cata.ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 


various Rooms, and enabling in 
whole house. ° 


to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 


123, 8.E. 


BOROUGH, 





Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctor.’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Apri: 23, 187¢. 
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THE FIRST SALAD. 


Tue poets of our land have told 
Of Love, and Youth and Beauty, 
Of young adventurers so bold _~ 
To do all knightly duty. a 
They’ve sung the praise of strife and war ITIRE 
In many a stirring ballad ; 
But I’ve a theme that’s fairer far, 
I sing the first spring salad! 





| My verses are but humble—I 
Don’t boast the poet’s status, 

But in this subject I descry | 

A chance of the afflatus, - 

As wild and mystic as that given, | } i 
By Delphic groves surrounded-- | | 

I tell how lettuee leaves are riven, 
How salads are compounded. | P 


You take your lettuce, find within | ow 
| Where finest leaves lie whitest, 7 
You quite discard the outer skin, | : 


Then with a hand—the lightest— a a, 
You shred a small spring onion there, ae 
Then oil comes, while you mix it 
Pour vinegar with greatest care— 
That’s how I always fix it. 


For if you smother lettuce up 

With egg and cream, and flavour =: 

A wondrous mixture in a cup, ae 

The lettuce loses savour. ~- 

| Its delicate and airy taste és 
You'll find has straightway vanished. - 
In short, I count it shameful waste, —— 

So be such mixtures banish’d. 


Good oil and vinegar alone 
Must crown the bowl delightful, 
Strange dressings may have piquant tone, conn 
But their results are frightful. KQ)- 
So serve your salad as I say, U0 
Just vinegar and oil it, 
Eschew each queer elaborate way, 
Or, trust me, you will spoil it. 


Men wo “Acr on THE Square.’’—Glaziers. —AND PRETTY OFTEN 








The Wrong Box. 
Here's a hint for us :— 


f Maryland proposes to punish prizefighters and their trainers by imp'isonment of 
nt 000 dein on years, and spectators of a prize fight by a fine of from 100 dollars 
? ars, 


This would be making a ring (of)fence that would effectually keep out 
pugilism, for spectators once caught at a mill would be careful to 
abstain from the brutalising spectacle fur fear of becoming re-fined. 


A Side Wind. 
Tue South London Press says :— 
Mr. A. Sipe has determined to take his seat at the St. Saviour’s Guardians next 
Thursday, in order to test the validity of his election. 
We don’t see how Mr. A. Srpz will de-cide the question. Be-side! if 
he’s A-side he can’t be heard on the point at all. 





‘¢Cut your Coat,” &c. 


Ir is rumoured that Eart Spencer will resign the Lord Lieutenancy 
of Ireland, and will be succeeded by Mr. Cutcuester Fortescug, who 
isto be raised to the peerage. After Ireland has had a Spencer so 
short, she should have something more in keeping with her own pro- 
duce, so suppose Mr. F. takes the title of Duke of Frieze-land. 


M.D. Honours. 
WE are informed that an English woman, Miss MorGan by name, 


has proceeded to the degree of M.D., at Zurich. On the question of 
doct’rin’, we fancy she might have been satisfied with being a lay-D. 


Grezn Gacrs.—Young lovers’ vows. 
In what part of the ship does a sailor’s interest centre ?—In the 
Socustle. 
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Butcher :-—“‘ Do ’um BITE, Guv’NoR? 
Dog-man :—“ No, he pon’? ; BuT I SHOULD SAY YOU LOOKED AS IF you DID 
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BITING SARCASM. 


59 


MY BISCUIT. 


True, on the labouring vessel’s deck, 
While fierce tornados threaten wreck, 
And furious billows roll, 
The “captain's biscuit’ may bring balm, 
And fill with courage high and calm 
The captain's dauntless soul. 


Where sickness wrings the aching breast, 
Wears out the spirits, breaks the rest, 
And racks the weary frame, 
No doubt of strength there is a share 
In biscuits that so proudly bear 
Great ABERNETHY’sS name. 


The Reading biscuits some may prize, 

Which Hunt.ey, with his Patmer, vies 
To render superfine. 

And Presburg biscuits, too (although 

Where Presburg is, I do not know), 
May much improve one’s wine. 


His charcoal biscuits Brace may boast, 

Whose pleasant flavour turnsout most 
Unlike what you expect. 

And some Spratt’s biscuits may prefer 

To eat themselves—not give a cur, 
They’re not horse, recollect. 


All these may have their charms, I own. 
But I desire one kind alone— 
A simple, modest sort — 
The crumpled Cracknell, brown, but pale, 
Which eats (with cheese and bitter ale) 
Crisp, delicate, and short! 
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lilliam Seftray Prowse, 


Born May Gru, 1836; Diep Apri 17TH, 1870. 


On Easter Sunday, at Nice, died of disease of the lungs, 
Wittus Jerrray Prowse, in the thirty-fourth year of his 
e. It has been but too often our sad task’ to record the death 
of friends and fellow-workers on the not very numerous staff of 
this journal. It is with the deepest grief that we add this one 
more name to the list, which seems to’ make it the only con- 
solation in this world of farewells, that.every day brings us 
nearer to those we have lost. 

Until ill-health and other causes prevented him, Mn. ProwsE 
was a frequent contributor to these columns. Three years ago 
the unmistakeable symptoms of grave pulmonary affection 
showed themselves, and rendered it. necessary for him to winter 
in the South of France, in the hope of arresting the disease. 
Its unhappily was too advanced,.and the inclemency 

- of oy oy winter aggravated, it. Through long and severe 
suffering he maintained an unwearying fortitude ; and even to 
the last, when he was doubtless aware of the approach of a death 
he did not fear, his cheerful and utterly unseldish nature strove 
to sustain the spirits of others with hope. At last he fell 
asleep, with the calm of settled’ faith, in charity with all men. 

As a writer he was honest, and truthful. He has 
left no line we could wish bl e many @ worthy Charity 
will miss his eloquent pleading whith so often aided the suffer- 
ing and the distressed. Had he been able to literature 
as his profession, there is ample evidence in his writings 
that he might have won himself a foremost place. The 
creation of such a character as the “Nicholas” of his chief 
contributions* to this paper prove him second to none of our 
humourists in power; while the pathos and grace of such 
poems as “My Lost Old Age,’ show him possessed of the 
“faculty divine” in no mean measure. He combined with a 
keen but kindly wit, the modesty of true genius, and an almost 

womanly tenderness for the feelings of others. With such 

uliar felicity of style, and so refinement, he could not 
ve failed to enrich our English literature from the. treasures 
of his well-stored mind. 

Unfortunately journalism—unfortanately the Daily Telegraph 

his services :—and literature lost him. The excessive 








FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 27th, 1870. 
ATISFACTORY as is the arrangemient of the Bud 




































DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. s64. 
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ee and a a of ne work un- 
; ‘ oubtedly sow e seeds © disease to he has 
2. If you asked a French neighbour,.and spoke in the succumbed. But he not only sccepted—he took « pride in his 
tong = osen calling ; and he was loy: voted to the flag under 

That o'er civilised has gre! rung, which he had enlisted; though of course as an anonymous jour- 
nalist he surrendered all share in the public repute won by his 






ich were.indeed often attributed to others, 
It is easier to speak of the genius that survives than of the 
friend who is gone. Fhehand that pens this faltering record-is 
conscious, all the more from its apprenticeship to its craft, how 
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To tell you where anything was, I should 
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: = not, of the dead—a few lines faintly pencilled on a slip of paper for- 
eee an words, “Love ee that teeth. © series the tome he 
Whea I a - was the love he 
‘ ade bestowed the love he inspired im those who knew 
4., When the » me vope! him best. Such was the divine love, in contented reliance upon 
Setting : which he closed his eyes.. A ending like this after fierce 
suffering and struggle, en ttiently and so courageously, 





is best ibed by a line from one af/his:own poems: — 
“ Oh, "twas a beautifat death to die?” 
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So.vrion oF OST | No, 162.—Baster 2.- | Sunday : Eaves, Ambignu, 





The Gay Lothair-I-ows! 
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A Srm-vr Crr.—The tea-spoon. | 
Benezrit or Ciercy.— When two Sundays come in one week. 
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Reapers are anxiously wai and looking for Mr. Disraexi’s pro- 
Bat dhe paltishers: wi not say “ Lo, here!” 


(FCorescr SoLvTions oF - : ens Thove io foundation for the that the 
20th Avam.. 1870.—D. E. H.; . no rumour that opening 
| ; mak and Sari Old Maid; Sanehelthoatinpamn Wakes tee Gola Deke: 


An anxious coiffeur writes to ask us whether, in the event- of the 
nn Seat hon there will be ing to prevent hair-dyeing. 
e sho : e would do well to 
the question before the mecting— either at Ashdown or 





a selection from Mz. Prowse’s 
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NEW IlM.-ORTATION.—Granulated Prairie Meat Crissel, the last 
novelty and greaicst boou to Pheasant-raiscrs and Poultry-keepers, takes the place of 
insect life. Handful a day, every dozen pheasants or hens (30s. per ewt.). 


SPRATT’S Patent Date Farina Moal, for Horses, Cattle, Sheep, or Pigs, is 
liked and ravenously eaten by every living creature that feeds off grain. hn tar 17 en 
DATES, that luscious fruit from the desert—‘ The Food of Millions”—produces the 3 ee ee 
Date Farina Meal. It is sweetening and feeding, without cloying or provoking thirst. Price porta 
* 24s. cwt., and in 1s. or 6d. packets. i‘ es be ke 
Directions.— Give one-third less by weight than of any other food, it being eae SS fie 9 
extremely rich; a pint or quart of the Date Farina may be added to the usual allowance ie Gage: Bo os area ee 
with great advantage, or the same quantity may be well mixed with the drinking water, ay SRS 
which will give great results, particularly ona journey. The first horse the Patentee tried | ie ADS a etag se 
he had some trouble to get the Horse’s head out of the bucket. rl ; 
J. SPRATT — to earn the same extensive patronage that has been so long awarded bist 2 2 ae 
him all over the Kingdom for his celebrated pure Fibrine Prairie Meat Dog Cakes. fe 3 ‘ im 


nBATE BARNA s 





' 








Spratt’s Patent Date Farina Horse Biscuits. 


This novelty explains itself, and fills a want long desired. A few taken in the pocket 
of the Rider and given to the Horse will sustain his mettle on a long journey, Price 24s, 
per cwt, 
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YOLANDE. 


IN THE VERY OLD Batiap’ Sry te. 


nowehr. 


hand! 


The stream runs on for ever ! 


Crown 
She talked, 
she 


2 ic 
a 
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to say. 
The stream runs on for ever ! 





AI MAN 


For there camealong a crusading 
Croton me my heart’s endeavour | 
And though they had hardly » year been wod, 
Her husband away to the Land sped, 
And in answer to all her entreaties but said, 
The stream runson for ever ! 


Then the Paynimg hegarved, and chopped, and drilled, 
And tried very hard, they say, to get killed. 

Crown me my heart’s endeavour ! 
He lost an eye - and an arm he shed, 
And he got an ugly-ish crack on the head, 
And he left one leg on the plain for dead, 

The stream runs on for ever ! 


They brought back all that was of him left— 
Youanps of life was anigh bereft. 

. Oh, crown my heart's endeavour ! 
“ How little of you, my love, they’ve spared!” 
“ An eye, and an arm, and a leg,’’ he deelared, 
‘‘ Are gone—but my hearing is unimpaired!” 


The stream runs on for ever ! 


The fair Youanve by his couch she kept 
A vigil, and talked and sang till he slept. 
Oh, crown my heart’s endeavour ! 
And she sang and talked till he waked again, 
And strove in soft accents to soothe his 
But the was dying and that was ! 
stream runs on for ever ! ' 


Good Father Awemus did swiftly hie 
To the king, and besought him what made him die. 
Oh, crown my heart's endeavour ! 
Said the king, “I was , unwed, and young— 
a ee eae an sengue 
’ "sg %? 
And he added the burden which I have sung— 
“* The stream runs om for ever |”’ 
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Good News for Sulphuring Humanity. 


We are eet Oe eee been discovered in 
If those busybodies the match-makers would 
emigrate thither, and be comfortably tucked-up in them, no one would 


California. 
regret it. 





Shaksperian Mem. 


Yorrcx ought to have been a capital jester, but as a digester—.s. 
cook—he was not much of it; for he was constantly setting the table 
on the raw(r). 


A Man ever ready to scrape an acquaintance.—The barber. 





OLANDE, the Fair, with the golden 
hair 
She wedded the King of Eidough- 


Croton me my heart’s endeavour ! 
Oh, —* knight from many a 


Has sought in vain for the damsel’s 
Though why, I confess, I don’t un- 
derstand. 


Youayoz, the Fair, was a lovely 
There was always music wherever 


came. 
me my heart's endeavour ! 
she laughed, and 


But alatk-aday, for the Fair Yo- 


felling , is a mere 


‘make a house.” 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Mr. Epoar Batwemeap brings to his History of the Pianoforte 
(CassetL, Petrgr, awp Garry), not only the fruits of research and 
study, but the resulta ef practical experience. The opening chapters 
give a sketch of the early days of music, and of the various stringed 
instruments ofthe ancients. Then we come to a discourse on instru- 
ments of later date, whose very names have an echo of poetry—the 
clavichord, the the spinet. Mr. Barnsmeap next proceeds to 
describe the construction of the modern pianoforte, from its invention, 
down to the latest ae which he himself has added to perfect 
it. this we need y say is as interesting as it is instructive, 
nor must we omit mention of a chapter on tuning and repairs, which 
strikes us as likely to prove of great use to country cousins far remov- 
ed from tuners and manufacturers. Some curious illustrations are 
added, and the book is altogether a capital one. 


—— 
Halo, Hullo! 
~—-. _ lines the other day in which “ the rustic bard” is 








Fair is the task: his is the part 
To limm the seasons as they roll; 
To touch with love the simple heart, 
And bind a hale round the soul. 


How can one bind a halo? The rustic bard must have been thinking 
of binding a hay-band. 


Comparatively Good. 


Waar's the difference between the Chancellor of the Exchequer and 
the Income Tax ?—Why, one’s Lowz and the other's going to be 


Here's another men of Lows wit, from the same contributor, 
whom, we atate in justice to ourselves, we have since 


What's the difference between Mr. Lows and the agriculturists >— 
The Malt Tax—anmd a serious difference it is, too; one which is no 
nearer @.settlement to-day than it was twenty years ago. 





‘‘I’se Yorkshire, too!” 
Tue “Wars of the Roses” seem likely to be followed by the 
“‘ Rivalry of the Relishes.’ Worcestershire has found a competitor for 
favout in Yorkshire Sauce, which is, as sporting men say, backed hea- 
vily for a place—in every sideboard. If we have not laid our stakes on 
the Yorkahire, we have placed it on our steaks— and the result was 


highly satisfactory. 


A Banger. 

A BremovrenamM co t reports to us a somewhat ludicrous 
incident as having occurred in thattown. A French gentleman pre- 
sented himself one morning at “The Proof House” under the impres- 
sion that it was the Establissement des Bains, 


Proof to the Contrary. 

A well-known authority on coursing is announced as engaged 
on an exhaustive ee oes subject. We fear there ia to be 
some delay in the printing, as he is sure to insist upon g the 
proofs of it “in the slips.” 








To Students in the Museum of Geology. 
Ir is generally believed that “‘ you cannot get blood out of a stone.”’ 
Soe: Sie Prd ecopees Sow the fact that so many marbles are full 
of veins 





Master of his Craft. 


Tr is pretty known that the Premier is a capital hand at 
fh Stn is 2 bagatelle—he can, any day he pleases ~ 





From Top to Toe. 


SporTsMEN are i creatures. They often express a wish | 


to secure go many “head” of game, when the keeper informs them 
that the game’s a-foot. 





A Lasovur or Lurr.—The yachtman’s. | 

Apsuners To A Picuic-—Hezpors anp Burtizr. 

Wrrn a Tewspon-cr ro tHe Onscurnzs.—One of the “sinews of 
endon Achilles. 


war ”’—The T 


To Pazssnve your Szir-Compracescr.—Never “put out” your | 


tongue. 
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Mamma :—“ ARE you coLp, GEORGIE ? 


Raw Material. 


We have recently met with these old lines quoted d-propos of 
present fashions. 
What is the reason— can you g uess— 
Why mn are poor and women thinner? 
So much do they for dinner dress, 
That nothing's left to dress for dinner, 
They don’t seem to us at all to the point—perhaps we should say the 
line— to which fashion goes nowadays. Ifthe dinners were as little 
seeeen as the ladies’ shoulders, we should be always on the raw at 
table. 


Well-mustered Arguments. 

Here's a queer “ Buffalo gal”:— 

At a Treuprearce Mrxtixo in Buffalo, a few nights ago, a lady declared it her 

firm belief that it was a grave sin for parents to allow their young children to use 
condiments, and inveighed against the long cat-gory of sin and crime which may be 
tri.ced to the immoderate use of mustard. 
We don’t see the objection to mustard, but of course no mother who 
loves her children would “ give them pepper.” There is one condi- 
ment at any rate that has a purifying effect. Ofcourse by that is 
the “ Disinfecting Fluid ” of Conpy meant. 





The Biter Bitten. 


Mowzy is said to burn holes in pockets, but it has other qualities in 
common with the “devouring” element. We should think any 
one would know a fourpenny dif. 





A Coot Reaqvest.—“ Give me a draught!” 

Tue Poacuer’s Favovnrre Trrpie.—A little gin. 

Tse Sreaicurest-tT1p on Recorp.—The tip of a Grecian nose. 

“ Sprivo’s delights are now returning,” as the lady said, when she 


turned her light silk for the third time. 
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ORTH EASTERS. 


| Georgie :—“No, Ma! Bur THe wind 1s!” 








Old Saws with New Handles. 


‘“‘ TueRe’s many a slip’’—put in in the autumn that doesn’t show 
green in the spring. 

“ All that glitters ”’—at any rate acts on reflection. 

«When the wine’s in’’—the longer you keep the cellar door locked, 
the longer it will last. 

““What’s sauce for the goose’’—depends on whether you can get 
any apples. 


A Great Gun. 

Tus is good reading :— 

Sir Witt1am Aruetrone has presented £2500 to the Newcastle-on-Tyne Infir- 
mary to help to carry outextensions. It is intended to build an Armstrong wing. 
We always associate gentleness with great power, and here’s a proof 
of the justice of so doing—a strong arm with an open hand. 


Trying his Mettle. 

SraTEsMEN have frequently been accused of blowing hot and cold. 
The premier may fairly be charged with a stranger alteration of con- 
sistency. It’s well known he’s (s)often in Harwarden. ‘Eh ?”’ 
Why, he’s Soft’un an’ Hard’un. Get out! 





Bell-Lettres. 
A CoRRESPONDENT wishes to know of what metal bells were made in 
ancient times. We cannot say precisely, but we have a faint recollec- 


tion that in our Latin studies we met with a mention of a tin- 
tinnabulum. 





Force of Habit. 


Tux holder of a season-ticket on the Metropolitan Railway has a 
confirmed habit of underlining his letters. 


New SHAKESPERIAN REapinc.—Watson—a name. 
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Wrs. Brown on Things in General, 


—— 
MRS. BROWN AND THE CABMAN. 

(Continued from p. 61.) 
SAYS, “Don’t be that aggrawatin, Brown, don’t, a-sayin’ as I 
ain’t got no case, as is ‘talkin’ down right foolishness ’arf asleep, 
when the case is as plain as the nose on your face, as the 
sayin’ is.” ‘ Well,” says. Brown, “take your own way, only 

don’t you ‘oller if you’re turned out of court.’’ 

I says, “Mr. Brown, I’d thank you for to recollect as you're 
a-talkin’ to your own lawful wife, as is a lady as knows manners, and 
wouldn’t go on so as to be turned out of no court, not even QuEEN 
Wicrtorta’s werry own, as is werry different to what Kine Grorer’s 
did used to be, as I’ave ’eard say were a reg’larden. But law, all 
them things is a good deal changed now, for I well remembers many a 
court as were that over-crowded as they’ve heen and run streets 
through, the same as Cranbourne Alley, as is where my dear mother 

_ bought me the bonnet as I were married in, as were a tuscan straw, 
eee trimmed with a white sarsenet, and a curtain behind as were 
} the go.” 

It wasn’t no use. me a-goin’ on for Brown he was snorin’ and never 

’eard a word, so I says to myself, “T’ll’ave thelaw on that fellerif it’s 
only _ the sake of bringin’ othersto justice;’” and fell asleep a-thinkin’ 
over. 
T didn’t say nothink to Brown in the mornin’, but as seon as he 
were off, I jest took and dressed myself that genteelas I knowed was 
the way for to be treated well by them magistracies, as in course sees 
such a lot ef them low-lived characters as makes ’em kpow a lady in 
a@ moment when they sees’er. I wore my black silk as I've’ad ’arf 
turned twice, and looks werry nice through bein’ cleaned up with a 
little gin as always brings the colour back the same as my black wail 
as I wore over my welwet bonnet as is trimmed in searlet as looks 
warm and showy too, with my grey angola shawl, and. werry nice 
warm gloves, and a netted spencer underneath. 
I must say as you do meet werry wulgar jes in them omble- 
buses, the same as two young gigglin’ hidjots as was a-settin’ opper- 
site me a-makin’ remarks; with a young feller as were along with 
them. I were a-settin’ - the door and jest a-restin’ my arm on the 
of it, when the conductor he takes and opens it that sharp as out 
I t sideways, and sent a old man as were a-gettin’ in spinnin’ 
on the conductor, and should ’ave been quite out myself onl 

for that young feller a-graspin’ on me that tight as, though painful, 
were the savin’ on me,. 

That conductor he says to me, “I didn’t see the state as you was in 
or 1 wouldn’t ’ave took you up.” I says, “ What state?” “ Why,” 


he says, “‘Moppy, that’s all, as is y- 

I says, a, ina 1, you're a-forgettin’ yourself, as am perfectly 
sober.” “ el” he says, “ you s strong enough of its to 
pay any one over.” “ Yes,” says one of them young “ it’s 
qui stiflin — ° 

I says, “’Ow dare you ——” and was a-goin’ on aegpends ler ae 
when. I remembered as I'd been and cleaned my wail with a little 
sprees Jes ates Searine. Fan h its a-lookin that brown as no real 

tilly didn’t ought to: and I knows it’s real through bein’ bought 
years ago at Urniain's lace shop, as did used to be close agin Leicester- 
square afore movin’ to ent-street. So, I says, “TI asks pardin’, 
buf,” I says, “ I didn’t think as the smell would ’ave lasted that long, 
particular in the hair.” 

Says the old gent, as I'd so near knocked backarde, “ Ah, the best 

is to chew a bit.of lemon peel, or even aclove, mum.” I says, 
to clean your wail with? as is all as I’ve done with sperrits 


2H gave © cong and. e.reia asad then young golalawtout seein , 

with ure, 80, a8 it were werry near where I wanted settin’ down, I 

gok.aus, but not atase Td told ‘ean as they ween't no ladies; and, as to 
conductor, F sccm sonpen de eons by a-tellin’ ’im as I were 

a-goim’ to summons a cab-man, and I’d put ’ i 

any of ’is cheek, as is what I don’t ’old 

characters. 


T’adn't w 


miseries. 
ape perlicn: Wve weeny paite.ag stood at the door and let me in 
where the i were a-settin’ a-readin’ somethink out of 


y 
“Then,” he says, “ you must be sent 


I says, “I never was im prison in 


come se ee - - a <= 
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when quite a gal for to see a party as were left for death.” “Ah,” 
says the magistracy, a-stoppin’ me, “ an old offender.” : ; 

I was a-goin’ to speak, when a party in a black gownd like a parish 
clerk, spoke to’im and a perliceman come up to me and says, “Step 
down, you're not a prisoner.” I says, “ Who dares say asITam?” — 

“Why,” says the party, “‘ you went and stood where pris ‘ners 1s 
put,” and so he told his wusship. 

“Qh,” says the istracy, “I thought it was that drunken old 
reprobate in the case of bigamy as was on the fust thing this mornin 
as sent for ’er brother-in-law to bail ’er.”’ : 

I says, “ Do I look like bigamy ? and if I did it’s not my brother-in- 
law as I would send for as ’ave wronged me shameful out of property 
as were my dear mother’s through a-marryin’ my eldest sister as is jest 
seventeen my seniorer and never would see ’er own mother.” 

“Do hold your tongue,” says the magistracy, “and tell us what you 
want here.” ‘“ Why,’ I says, “I wants for to summons a cabman as 
‘ave been that estortin’ a-tryin to impose on me, as knows my way 
about, and ain’t a-goin’ to be told by no cabman livin’ as I don’t know 
the difference between two-shillin’s a our and sixpence a mile.’ 

“Well,” says a party, “ave you got the ticket?” L[ says, “ What 
ticket?” He says, “As the cabman give you.” I says, “In course 
not, cos he didn’t give me none, but,” I says, “ I've got ‘is number and 
’ereit is,” and I give the party the old aptelope.as I’d been and put the 
number of the cab on the ba * 

«‘ What's this ?”’ says the . Essays, “The number of the cab. 
“Why,” he says, “it’s ten-million two-’undred and thirty-nine as 
you've got down ’ere.”’ j 

« Well,” I says, “ what of that?” “ Why,” he says, “you don’t 
think as there’s as many cabs as that. about.” , ; 

I says, “ Not a-knowin’ cannot say, though I do think as there’s too 
many by arf as often leads to axidence as will ’appen in the best 
regulated fam’lies, as the sayin’ is, but no occasion to ’aye the pole of 
a bus right through the back of the cab with the sharf of another 

‘through the side with seven inside a-goin to the pantermine, as I 
knowed the case on myself.”’ : 

“What is that old lady a-talkin’ about ?’’ says the sagiatrary I 
says, “‘Cabs, as is downright necessaries no doubt but like a many 
others reg’lar nuisances, but ain’t a-goin’ to ’ave the best of me. 

Says the party in the gownd, “ This can’t be the number, jest take 
and look at it yourself.” Sol puts on my glasses and see as I'd been 
and puta lot of orts in, as in course wasn’t no use, as we all knows as 
ort stands for nothink. 

So I says, “‘ Young man, you take and leave them orts out and then 
it will be the c’rect card, as the sayin’ is.” So he says, “ All right, if 
you thinks so, that'll he two shillin’s for the summons, and you must 
come the day arter to-morrer.” 


“What,” I says, “can’t you summons ‘im.while I stops?” ‘Law, | 
bless te no,” says he, “you must come again I tell you, so be here | 
the i | 


thing, as’ll be ten o’clock the day arter to-morrer.”’ 
(Zo be Continued.) 


TO A HOLLOW FRIEND. 


Yzs! once thou seemedst a part of me 
By ties that none might sever. 

Now I would bid goodbye to thee, 
For ever—and for ever. 


Once I would never have believed 
That thou would’st cause me pain. 
I trusted thee—I was deceived, 
I trust thee not again. 


The sleepless nights I owe to thee 
The days of anguish deep. 

Go! Though thou hast been dear to me, 
Thy presence makes me weep. 

Yes! Go, though with me thou did’st dwell 
From early days of youth. 

D long, a last farewell, 

ou wretched hollow tooth. 


Winged Words. 

Tus benefit of Mz. Cuantes Wuicut, the obliging treasurer of the 
Haymarket, takes place .on Wednesday the 4th of May, when Mr. 
Craven’s new “ Barwise’s Book” will add its attractions to 

w a good 


Old Drury has once again with opera, 


decorated in the manner by Mzsszs, Gazew snp Kuro, of 
New Bond-street, who have done their work tastefully and well. 


InpisPENsABLE garment for a Canadian emigrant.—A West-kit. 
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with Sinapis Nigra—Wild Mustard), rich and nitrogenous, feeds while heating, giving a 
more lasting internal heat than any foreign spice, and without its pungent flavour, Believed 
to be the greatest egg-producer and fattener of Ducks and Poultry known ; unequalled for 
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JAS. SPRATT’S 


GREAT CHALLENGE 


GAME AND POULTRY FOOD, 


28, Hien Horzory, Lonpon, W.C. 





THIS HIGHLY 


CONCENTRATED FOOD, 


Of Ground Fibrine Cakes, Lupin, Sunflower Meal, Iron, Sulphur, and Oyster Shell (spiced 
with Sinapis Nigra—Wild Mustard), rich and nitrogenous, feeds while heating, iving a 
more lasting internal heat than any foreign spice, and without its pungent flavour, Believed 
to be the greatest ©gg-producer and fattener of Ducks and Poultry known; unequalled f.., 
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THE GOVERNMENT TELEGRAPH OFFICE. 

Crick, click, clack, tick, clicker, tick, clack, clack, go all the instru- 
ments at once, as we enter the room. This is the Metropolitan Depart- 
ment only. As yet some of the suburbs have not been brought into 
communication ; but the room is very full and very busy even now. 
There is a sort of pulpit at one end for the Superintendent, but it is 
unoccupied. Nevertheless the room has somewhat the look of a girl's 
school learning the sewing machine; for almost all the clerks are 
women. They seem very intent on their labours, and -“satisfied,’’ says 
a cynical companion “ with the clatter of the instruments ’”’—they do 
not talk as their sex is said to delight in doing. ; 

Over yonder, against the wall, are several pipes not unlike what are 
called hydrants. There is a small plate of glass in the side at the end, 
and if you watch it you will see presently something shoot into it, with 
a sort of sob. It looks like a sample of drugget. The pipes are pneu- 
matic tubes from the nearer offices, the felt packet contains messages, 
which are taken out and distributed for transmission. 

More clicking, and louder, upstairs! In this room, as the picture 
shows, there are more lady-clerks, all intent on the telegraphic instru- 
ments. That one with the chignon is sending messages N orth- 
ward. The dark-haired girl is in communication with the South. 
Here is a lady conveying to half.a-dozen towns at once the press 
reports of the corn market. There isas much variety of instruments 
as of beauty in the room. Here is one that punches holes in strips of 

per, as if the damsel in were stamping embroidery patterns. 

ere is one that records dots and lines. Here another that gives its 
tidings by strokes on a bell. In an inner room there is a printing 
instrument, which records its m in clear type, so that the strips 
have only to be cut into handy lengths and pasted on the form. At 
our request the young lady in charge enquires what sort of weather 
they have at Liverpool. In a minute we read by the sunlight that 
pours down from a window above that the weather at Liverpool is“‘dull.’’ 

Along the walls of the room are the studs, by attaching the wires of 

the instruments to which, communication is effected with the batteries 
in the basement. Like the studs of Eastern legends, they produce 
all sorts of cal effects when simply turned. 

It is to see how rapidly the instruments are worked. It 
seems like playing very rapid dance music on a piano with only two 
or three keys. The variety of instruments, it should be stated, is due 
to the fact that all the old companies used different ones; and it has 


been impossible all at once to bring the various modes of working into 
one system. 

The girls all look contented and happy, and what is more, in good 
health. The labour is not unwholesome, evidently, and they are not 


kept constantly in one cramped position. The hours are not too long, 
and they are taken care of, and treated with every consideration. It 
is impossible to avoid thinking of the clamorous females who declaim 
about “‘ Woman’s Rights” and “ Woman’s Wrongs.” They would do 
better to get off the platform, and come and see what admirable 
“‘Woman’s Work” there is here—what excellent employment for 
hundreds of girls. It is quite a treat to see them all canine well and 
happy, neatly dressed, and healthily employed. 

here is yet another room where the same busy click-clack of the 
needle—telegraphic, not sewing—is heard. How many are there on 
the establishment? About six hundred altogether—a large staff to 
manage and superintend. And the amount of work done is large too. 
There is ample excuse for hitches and difficulties at starting. ‘To have 
taken on suddenly so vast an enterprise, and carry it forward without 
some mistakes, would have been more than human creature could hope 
to do. But the difficulty of the position is being mastered, and in a 
ene of time the machinery will work rapidly, smoothly, and 
silently. 

Downstairs to the basement! Here is the battery room, where 
three people are constantly at work to keep up the galvanic force. It 
is a curious funereal sort of place, with the troughs on shelves, like so 
many Lilliputian sarcophagi. But they don’t contain corpses. Pee 
in and see the chemical bodies all alive—the mysterious essence whi 
gives life to the wires, and speaks across continents and seas 80 
quickly and so quietly. 

A peep into the engine-room (the pneumatic tubes are exhausted by 
steam) to see the instruments whereby big reels of paper like small 
columns are cut up into slices to supply the slender ribbon on which 
the instruments record their messages. Then upstairs, among ladders 


and labourers—they are hard at work enlarging and altering the pre-+ | 


mises —into the pleasant sunshine. Good morning to Mr. FiscuERr, 
the manager of the department, who has so kindly shown us over, and 
ee all the mysteries of the work. A hansom 
— homewards! 


Wuart is the height of Expectation when it stands on tip-toe? 





ee 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


A HAzE of saw and tan dust; sounds of joy and disapprobation: close 
to me two bodies struggling, locked in such a wiliton dabeaes ie it 
seems impossible ever to separate them; further on other bodies being 
violently thrown down, to the accompaniment of more bodies quite as 
violently falling upon them; a tall man waving flags as hard as he 
can ; and a general aspect of madness about everybody. Can you, dear 
Fun, imagine where your special commissioner is when he sees all 
this? As guessing correctly never was your forte, I will at once tell 
you. It being the duty of every pillar of the sporiing world to be 
present at the Agricultural Hall on Good Friday, I was there seated 
at a table in the ring in company with those lesser lights whose only 
duty it is tocontribute to sporting papers. But I am not hanghty and 
unbending, and chat amicably with them—that is as amicably as their 
peculiar manners and customs will allow. I see that one individual 
has the word “sleepless” written on the book in which he is making 
signs like the pothooks and hangers so dear to the hearts of every - 
body who has ever been to school, the recollections of which are s0 
suggestive of the savoury jumble and the fragrant brandy ball. This 
is the man, thought I, so awfully wide awake that he can tell me 
everything. Bowing to him gracefully, I said, “Can you te me the 
names of those two men who are climbing about each other 80 vio-- 
lently? Oh, I’m sure they'll hurt themselves.” I couldn’t help 
saying this, though I saw directly afterwards that I had done wrong. 
“What! don’t know Lanky Bit and Dick the Jowler? Where 
you come from, and what are yer a-rerportin’ for?” Taking no 


DEAR Fux,—Well, you see, I went to Newmarket, and had an 
awfully jolly time of it. I had a few thou on Sabinus, but with my 
facilities for obtaining information, I soon found he was a bit queer, 
and hedged my money. TI have been in very good company, and came 
up to town with a jolly lot. We went to a regular swell establish- 
ment, and kept it up till the morning, and while there I got a lot of 
tips for the Guineas and Chester Cup. In fact, I got so many that I 
think all the runners are down in my list ; but, never mind, I will back 
myself to select the worst horse against anyone. Having earefully 
studied the names, with their pronunciations and historic associations, 
I have arrived at the conclusion that it would be base ingratitude for 
me to desert my old friend Sanus, who will not be far from the 
front in the Roodeye struggle, while Glenfalloch and Bonny Swell 
are sure to make some of the favourites feel very small when the 
race is over. 

There! isn’t that like a re tip, style and all? While the spirit 

possession of me I will goon. For the Two Thousand (iuineas 
I have great faith in Prixcz or Waxrs; Stanley Macgregor being 
next in my fancy. I am just going to dreas for dinner, so this is all 
at ~~ _ —_ truly, AUGSPUR. 

% I will send you my address next week, but at present am 
sather dissatisfied with the waiters at the hotel where I seside, and 
cannst invite you till I move. 


—=———So 


GLEAMS OF WHITE. 


notice of the latter impertinent question, I told the sleepless man that , 
of course they were Jowling Brut and Dicx the “capaene “Tiss cea ten -_" 
“ But being a bit short-sighted you see, old fellow, I didn’t recognise Adown the bosky valley 
them.” Growling something about a flat, my companion went on with Among embowering trees ? 


his writing, which seemed to trouble him much,and I thought from the 
word he used that either one or other of the men was down; but 
such was not the case, and they were now the centre of attraction. 
As they spun round and round I felt quite giddy, so I thought the best 
thing I could do was to learn it off by heart as my new friend wrote, 
and as he couldn’t write fast I had it all down in my head before he 
was half done. If there is any trifling inaccuracy it is owing to my 
not taking a book with me, but I know itis all right. 


LONDON CHAMPION ALLWEIGHTS, FOR SEVEN-STONE MEN IN THE 
COUNTRY. 
48TH AND LAST ROUND. 


Jowling Dscx threw Brix Lanky; Bitt Lanky got up again. 
Jowling Dick threw Brit Lanky; Britt Lanky got up agsin, and won the prize. 


[I can’t exactly make this out, asI think the man who throws generally gets the 
prize, but I’m sure I’m right according to what was written. | 


RemMARKs.—Great silence pervaded and prevailed all over the lofty establishment, 
and the sun peeped in as if anxious to share in thesport; the spectators held their 
respective and several breaths, and eyen the reporter who has for many years 
braved the battle and the breeze, trembled as these two redoubted champions, who 
would have made the classic wrestlers of the Arcadian Ambos feel very small indeed, 
advanced to the grip. Two great comparisons are to be made about these men. 
Dick of the iron jowl is like an old guard, for he never dies, but surrenders when 
defeated, and thus has been champion for a great number of years, and Brut of the 
lengthy grasp is as the original Christy’s Minstrels (please send for advertisement 
money) for he never performs out of London. No, year by year he stands at the 
Agricultural Hall, and proudly hurls the defiance at the foe. And as the poet has 
somewhere said— 


‘* With that stern joy which wrestlers feel 
In rin worthy of the outside hipe, the inside click, the cross buttock, or the back 
ee ’ 


Or are they swans that hover 
Above some lake’s still rest, 

Because they can discover 
Their image on its breast ? 


Or are they lambkins snowy 
That sport beside their dams ? 
(Which means, in language showy, 

The mothers of the lambs.) 


Or are they orchards blooming 
With silvery wealth of flowers, 

And promised fruit, presuming 
They ’scape frost’s eruel powers. 

Or are they—where’s my eyeglass ? 
I have it! They are—bosh! 

They are—reveals my spy-glass— 
That everlasting wash ! 


Gushers to Correspondents, 
[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 





A READER.—Who wishes us to put a mild joke of ancient origin in our 
‘‘ papper,” is assured that, having no baby on the premises, we do not keep 
the utensil in question. 

W. S. (Dundee).—Have a sounder foundation for an action than a JOLLY 
in future. 

PHANTOM has not the ghost of a chance. 

Perrecr Curs.—Could you be made a Perfect Cure, unless you 
were ** stamped-out ?”’ 

Erin.—We fail in seeing. 

W. H. (Old Ford).—The “ idia”’ is not of any use to us. is, in short, 
too idia-otic. 

A Wottp -8B BAap.—Your Pegasus must have been a troop-horse, he 
is s prone to halt. : : — 

F. (Baker-street).—As ‘ poet’ in the obscurity of provincial papers, never 
in any publication in London. | 

Ww.c. (Kingsland).— Your lines are not in our line. 

W. R. C. (Manchester).—Come, come,—it 18 too bad not to suffer such 
very aged jokes to die in peace. 

. MeD Dubip).— Hew cam ms say, when we haven't seen them 
10us ENQUIRER.— You will see. 

Declined with thanks:—K. M. S., Glasgow; Ignoramus; B.; One of 
the Period ; Z. J. P.; H. F. A., Old Broad-street ; 8. 8. 8., Notting-bill ; 
Toodles; J. M., Newcastle-on-Tyne ; J. T , Coventry ; W. O., Manchester; 
X 92; A. D., Paris; Meltonian; J. T. 8., Frankfort; F. H.; D. D. ; 
W. J., Brighton; E. C. W.; Trot; Alpha, Bayswater ; J, F. J., Glasgow ; 
Corrigan; H. C. T.. Southampton ; W. M.; F. L., K imgsland ; T., Liver- 
_ Nem. Con.; T. J.C.; M. M., Leeds; J. J., Manchester; A Cuss ; 

-A 


they advanced to the combat. Several times Bix essayed to bring his man to 
mother earth, but Dicx clung to him, and getting upon his back almost toppled 
him over; but to no purpose. Seeing his fell intent, B.Lu jumped in the air and 
turning suddenly round wit « swinging cross buttock of the half-hipe kind brought 
Dicx down amid the plaudits of the assembled thousands. After a short rest they 
were at it again, Bix gettixg his opponent across his knee, and dropping him with 
a Bermondsey hook. Thus cnce again was the long-limbed hero hailed the champion 
of that game which cheers but never inebriates the weakest-minded. 

[Dear Mr. Ep1tor,—You will see that the descrip'ive matter hardly agrees with 
the tabulated statement, but if you read it over only half as many times as I have 
e, 7 will agree with me that it would be worse than useless to attempt to 

r it. 





‘Srr,—The young man as rents the empty harf of my back kitchen 
as come home in a hawful state. Poor dear as been down to the races, 
and was locked up all night for riding in a train without any money. 
He says it was only a slow train; but I says it serves him right, for 
while you is a riding for nothing, says I, you had better go eggspress, 
to say nothing of first class. I’m sure they wouldn't a-thought of 
touching him if he had come the grand like he has done down hear for 
the last three weeks, for since you put his first conterbution in he has 
done nothing but talk about the dignity of the press, and he has 
quite given Mrs. Parxer’s mangle, as used to be turned by him, the 
sack, And she has been all down the court saying she saw him 
brought home by two perlice. Sir, I would not have troubled you 
with this pistol, as we used to call letters when I was a young girl, 
but he begged me to send you this piece of inflamation which he has 
put down on the other side of the paper, and I thought you might as - 
well have my story as is. Betey CRACKLER. mentary; Sugar; 


create een 


. §., Birmingham ; Curious ; X. ¥. Z. ; As Above; Ele- 
een F. HJ. Mystic; T. B.; J.J. J.; 8. C., Liverpool. 
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‘“A WAS AN ARCHER.” 
Scans :—Miss Dollaby’s “ Where a select number of young ladies are trained in those principles,” §c. 


Alice (log.) :—“ Can’? nit THE TARGET? AH, YOU sHOULD DO As I DO— FANCY THE “RED ’ 1s OLD DoLuaBy’s NosE!Y’ 








We have Mealy to Remark. An Un-Question-able Good. 
i i i f the House, a ements are in 
A conremporary gives the following paragraph :— Wir a view to save the time o ” Pay 
At Greenosk last week, » woman who bad only been a widow for 14 weeks, was | PTOBTESS in the refreshment departments for satisfying hon. members, 
pelted with peasemeal as she was going to be married. who “thirst”’—for information. 


We cannot but consider that piece-meal was aot yeegetty applied to 
lady who so promptly the “ half”’ she had lost. Superabundant. 

i eeenenEnEEEEEEEEEEEEEEeE A seHootnoy, on learning thata bonne bouche is a French delicacy, 
Trop de Zele. declared his desire to have a bun-bush in his father’s garden—and 


if Geiciwteh Plar'siny bi esen the following notico—" Onation— | "CUA Be 6° in foe tho fruit, 


Go not siton the chains.” Surely no sane person could think of com- 
"mitting such a maniacal-or perhaps we should say —Quartermaine- Oh! 
iacal action. Wr is this sixpence identical with that man? Because a tizzy. 
Ad Eagult to Tadury. Don’t you see it? Because, we repeat, it 1s he! 
Ova butcher excuses himself for having sent home a loin of lamb| 4 Br1-Sricxer.—A file. 


minus aes on the ground that the custom had fallen into A Pawz or Gtass.—A headache, too often. 





Sxovrtp M.P.s sz Paro?—Yes! Many of them—to keep their 
The Puff Politic. mouths closed. 
Tus insurrection in Cuba is likely to end in smoke, thanks to the| Tas Worst “Sraam” mm tHe Povtrry Yarp.—That of the 
interposition of the local cigars. patriarchal Cochin China cock at daybreak. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES 
E, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applieations éii and the Publis generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
: ber, Se and " ED ESTIMATES for the ane of SEVEN, TEN. and 





FOURTEEN-ROOMED preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showif G0st of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the cunat Gust of -acinge Caticlan, tos chet of each separate Room, or the tet 1 cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.B. 





{Aprit 30, 1870. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 165, 


We owe him each year as the season comes round 
Amusement that’s pleasant, and always I found 

The picces presented are far more complete 

Than is usual, therefore an annual treat 

I venture to call these, and always pop in | 
To see them as soon as they chance to begin. 


— 


A _— of stroke repeated of something broad or 
oose, | 
Not pleasant to the ear I own, not often any use, | 
Reminding you in aimlessness of actions of a goose. | 


That inspires the poet s rhyme, 
Would be fairer could it boast of equal nights and days? 
Have you ever crost the line ? | 
For ’tis there you would divine 
The meaning of this word, and the question that I raise. | 


2. Do you think the summer-time, 


3. Near Nineveh an ancient city lay, 
The Greeks past by it when they slow retreated. 
Ten thousand men on each eventful day 
Were gathered till “The Sea” they loud repeated. 


4. A clumsy man whose awkward hand 
Could do nought well, you understand, 
Might boast of this ; ’tis sad to see 
Such strange want of dexterity. 


5. It is said in the mystical morning 
Of Greece three great brothers arose, 
This was one: all traditions now scorning, 
Their origin nobody knows. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 163.— Return Spring: 
Relics, Escallop, Tiger, Ubii, Ratten, Nestling. 


SoLvuTIONS OF Acrostic No. 163, RECEIVED AprIL 26th.—None 
correct. 








Honor est a Nilo. 


Messrs. Macniven AnD CaMERon, of Edinburgh, not 
satisfied with the success of the “ Waverley,” “ Pick- 
wick,’’ and ‘‘Owl”’ pens, have brought out another 
novelty, “the Nile Pen.’”’ We have tried it, and it runs 
so smoothly that we are forced to the conclusion that 
it has been christened the Nile pen because it writes 
as if it had been dipt in (N)ile. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
On Saturday, the 23rd ultimo, the long-promised new comedy by 
Mr. Rogpertson was produced at the Prince of Wales’s. Its name is 
brief, as usual—we suppose the smart writers, who described Society as 
a monosyllabic title, will apply the same epithet to M.P. Mr. 
Rosertson’s plots are seldom intricate, and this one is more than 
ordinarily slender, consisting of a lovers’ quarrel arising out of the 
misapplication of a sum of money during an election contest. 
this slight thread Mr. Ronertson has hung some good sketches of 
character, much smart dialogue, and several of those pretty love- 
passages for which he is famous. With such materials to work upon 
the Prince of Wales’s company, one of the best, if not the best, in 
London, could not but achieve a success. Each member of the com- 
pany deserves special mention. Mr. Hare of course was admirable in 
his impersonation of the ruined but plucky Dunscombe Dunscombe ; 
Mr. Bancrort, as Talbot Piers, proved he could do better things than 
haw-haw swells; and Mr. Cocuian quite supplies the place of Mr. 
MontaaveE in the part of Chudleigh Dunscombe. The Isaac Skoome 
of Mr. Appison is clever, though his dialect is vague; and Messrs. 
Cotietre, GLovER, and Montcomery throw great humour into the 
three bribing committee-men—which might be studies from life at 
Bridgwater or Beverley. Miss Appison made a charming Ruth Dey- 
brooke; but the exquisite acting of Miss Witron as Cecilia Duns- 
combe was undoubtedly the gem of the performance. Seldom have we 
seen this cleverest of our actresses to such advantage. 
The scenery is effective, the lawn at Mr. Dunscombe’s, with the river 
running through it, being very picturesque. The performance was a 
ractical answer to the recent complaint against first-night critiques. 
y thoroughly conscientious rehearsal the piece has been brought into 
such smooth working that in no one instance was there a hitch of the 
kind hinted at in such expressions as “no doubt after a few per- 
fo-mances the delays inseparable from a first night,” &c., &c. ! 
Mr. Ropertson may be fairly congratulated on another success at 
the little theatre where he won his spurs. Though scarcely equal to 
Caste and Society, the new comedy is better than School, and gives 


VOL. XI. 


But on | 





~— 


THE CRY IS STILL ‘' THEY COME!” 


Scene: — Dentist’s Waiting - Room. 
NEW MEN, AND OLD ACHERS. 





evidence that the indisposition, from which we aregld to learn that he 
| is recovering, has not impaired his powers. As the curtain fell the 
| loud calls for the author, to which, however, he was unable to respond, 
_were gratifying proofs of his unabated popularity. The comedy is 
certain of a long run, but those who would keep pace with the day 
should lose no time in making the acquaintance of Cecilia Dunscombe. 





A Handy Notion. 


Ta.x about “spirit hands,” if we are to believe the relater of an 
anecdote about Scorr, which is just going the rounds, the Great Un- 
known was a regular “ hand’”’ and quite at Home in the mediumistic 
business : 


A party of young men, while sitting in a house in George-street on a summer 
evening, had their attention drawn to a window, where a solitary hand appeared, 
working without stay or weariness at a desk, and tossing down page after page of 
Ms. upon a rising heap ‘It is the same every night,” said young Menzies; “I 
can’t stand the sight of it when I am not at my books. Still it goes on unwearied, 
and so it will till candies are brought in, and nobody knows how long after that.’’ 
It was Walter Scott’s hand writing the last two volumes of ‘‘ Waverley,” seen as he 
satin a back room in No. 30, North Castle-street, long his Edinburgh residence. 
Some eight years after its commencement, it was found among old lumber in an at- 
tic, and completed for the press in a few weeks, in 1514. 


Imagine Sir Water Scott's bent —0F which we don’t mean his writ- 
ing— being discovered in an attic! What would not some of the 
novelists of the day give to get hold of ae a moment! the 
relater cannot mean the Jast “it” to apply to Waverley ?—if so he 
writes English somewhat shakily. 


Wheel, wo! 


Tue velocipedestrians are not to have it all their own way :— 


At the Westminster police-court, a youth has been convicted and fined 5s. for 
riding a velocipede recklessly and furiously through the public streets, “to the 
common danger.” This is said to have been the first conviction for an offence which, 
in all parts of the metropolis, has now become extensively prevalent. 


It is time that reckless riders learnt that their own peculiar bicycles 
are not tointerfere with the common wheel. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 4th, 1870. 


i ” NEED. the eneral crash of the instruments performed on by the 
A B the “little kit of fancies,” with which the leader of 


Oppesition hopes to create a,nevel sensation, is in some risk 
~~" of passing unheard. We can imagine him, like ‘Hogarth’s 


uj ; <i 
cv the 


Enraged Musician. flinging up his windewmend expostulating. He may 
exelaim with the daughter of Shylock— 
‘Lemenever merry when I hear.esreet- music ! 


_ Will not Mr. Guapstons, as a brother anther, suspend. the-witehing 
strains of the Bein Waltz. while the,rival,compeser:runs through his 


| ounat gonsidegation 


a . 


| a 


| ¢ ‘Hittle si 
; © 


modest air —orgethair ? |The House of Commens.adjourns for .a day 
for the Derby ;—why-net for Dizzy, too? Ht is 
who is debarred from-playing ‘first fiddle in the 
Tlouse 
Liberal 








shown, by its aetion this.session such a thorough 
. of harmony that we feel.surewe do not.appeal in vain 
ence,, Disraet1—whoas a leader in certain con- 
at Sf. ‘s, for sometime abandoned eemposition—. 
hf new tune. 





favours:the 





We auegled-p.annenne the senteoeal dinner of that most excellent 


insti¢utien the ‘Newspaper ‘Rress Fund. which takes place on ‘the 
(vcrteandnaiesshaen ‘Mr. ‘W. H. Surrn, M.P,, will ‘be in ‘the’ 


take ticketa(and it must be done-soqn).will not-repent 
speechesypromiae to he-most interesting. 
——— 
A Bald Statement. 
Tomxtne, of the Reform, was reading this from the Syorting News to 


_ Jenxrns of the same club the other day:— 


| 


ahove was written by an Irishman because one of 


Monps-tates must he amply gratified now that another réle is filled 





The bal’ot has vindicated itself, and has proved that, no matter how great the 
influence brought to bear upon votera, the secret ezeteme gives them an opportunity 
of expressing their real opinions. Lately—very ldtely—a “ gent’eman”’ was rro- 
posed and seconded, us a member, for a great political club, h's chief qualifications 
being his connection with a daily paper and the prominent position in ths mini-try 

: i . But.the man himself was for many reasons obnoxious, and when 
the return was made, the astonishing fact disclosed itself that no less a disclaimer 
than fifty bleckballs had been entered agsinet the pretensions of a person who had 
sought to ally himself with gentlemen. 


“ party would tear his hair some, I should think,” said Jenxrxs’ 
“No!” replied Tomxins, “A man so complety dal/ed would have none 
to tear; — he'd be forehead all over his head.”’ 





Wanted. 


Tuts looks tempting at first sight :— 

A young ledy in Philadelphia advertises that she will give 30,000 dollars to any 
re pee oung man who will marry her. 
But, by the wisdom teeth of Mammon, what sort of girl can it be who 
is unable to secure a husband with her 30,000 dollars, without having 
to throw in a dollar or so more of inducement-in the-shape of adver- 
Seing f Besides if any “respectable’”’ young man were so very weak 
as to be taken-in by her, everybody would at once cease to respect him 
~—and then, where would she be? On the whole, she had better send us 
a draft for-the t, we can answer for its being bestowed on a 
worthy object, at ws ! 


A Singing Prati.* 
(Dedicated to Huxwiy, Dariey anp Co.) 





| We have ee heard that the Irish are a musical nation, but 
| oT list of artists I 
names in the list o at an Italian 
Mop.uie. Mapican and Mpuue. Prati. Spams Hawne 196 thane. of 
as one of J Tre Gini in Il Flauto 
Trish woman, us well as the 


t that we should find two such unmistakeably Milesian 


: _ latter lady is announced 
. ‘bo prove, we presume, that an 
traditional Irishman can be a h-i-tre-geni- 
‘he enthusiast who thought that the opera named 

the characters was 


Prati. 
A Live to-follow with a view to Matrimony :—The “Plum” Line. 
* Prati pronounced Hibernicé Prayty.—En. 





“he prevented from a modest golo.en the violin. The: 











PARTIES. 


———— 


No. 1.—THE SUCCESSFUL PARTY. 


On, yes, I enjoyed it immensely, 
I had a sweet muslin to wear, 
And though it was crowded most densely, 
I didn't get one single tear. 
For waltzing I kept the good dancers, 
With plenty of rattle and go ; 
Reserving quadrilles and the lancers 
For those who were muffish and slow. 


I tried all the best in succession, 
Until I had fixed upon him, ; 
Whose whiskers and speaking expression 
Defied the most critical whim. 
In most of the rest of the dances, 
In every enrapturing whirl, 
With whispers and tenderest.glances 
He made me the happiest girl. 


When tired of the dancing we rested 
In corners, or sat on the stairg, 

To flirt and get cool, unmolested 
By watchful duennas or méree. 

The poets from Byron to TupPer, 
The latest new novel and play, 

We discussed, and the jolliest supper, 
Forgetting the following day ! 


I wished we could go on for ever 


TWO 


But the dearest of friends have to sever, 
And joys become things, that have been. 

He helped me to wrap ’gainst the weather, 
Just under a great bough of mis, 

Our faces were brought close together, 
And—well, he did give me one kiss. 


| (Not eating but dancing, I mean), 





No. 2.—-THE UNSUCCESSFUL PARTY. 


*T was the stupidest dance of the season, 
I didn’t enjoy it one bit, 

And I’m sure I had quite enough reason, 
Not one of my things was a fit. 

I’d ordered, of course, some new dresses, 
White silk and a pink grenadine ; 

And two of the loveliest tresses 

‘  Thatever at party were seen. 


Well, when they.came home—the last. minute— 
The silk was so dreadfully tight 
That I couldn’t have borne myself in it ; 
The pink was a hideous fright. 
The love-locks I'd bought, to adorn in, 
And thought such a wonderful catch, 
By gaslight I looked most forlorn in, 
‘hey proved such a shocking bad match. 


My dressing was done in a hurry, 
I wished I was going to bed, 
For I knew that the skirmish and worry 
Would make my nese horribly red. 
When we got there ’twas nearly half over, 
Too late to get into the fun, 
For nobody seemed to discover 
That they after me ought to run! 


I was ready to cry with vexation, 
The partners I danced with, I vow, 
Had no more idea of flirtation 
_ Than one might expect from a cow! 
No nice supper helped to mend matters, 
For nobody brought me champagne ; 
I came away tired and in tatters, 
Ill never go near them again! 








Woman’s Logic. 
We learn from a contemporary that— 
Under the title ‘‘ The Vexed Question and how to solve it,” Miss Faithful has 


by during the last fortnight delivered a lecture at the leading literary institutes be- 


tween Exeter and Penzance on the prcsent necds end claims of women. 

Our sympathies are entirely with the Question. We don’t in the 
amt wandered its being “ vexed,” when so much nonsense is talked 
about it. 
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PEGASUS POUNDED. oe 


Where 


So the 
That it 


‘“‘ Done 


Hopce 
Set it d 


Hopce 





SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Srr,—If I were to say that I feel annoyed with you, the word 
would be but a mockery of the storm which animates my bosom when 
I think of the perfidious manner in which you published Mrs. 
CrackLEr’s letter. Therefore I shall say nothing whatever on the 
subject beyond reminding you that to expose the private matters of | 
the gentlemen who contribute to your columns is, in the words of a | 
near neighbour of mine—for despite the machinations of a broker's | 
man, and a slightly intoxicated washerwoman, I have moved—Mr. | 
CALCRAFT—mean, mean, mean. | 

The principal topic of conversation in sporting circles lately hes 
been the disgraceful torturing of a doctor, which took place on the 
Liverpool racecourse some little while ago. Doctors seem very un- | 
fortunate upon the turf, for it was only the other day that one was | 
sent‘to prison, and now another has been ripped up. It is all very | 
well ‘for people to say that ripped up dosen’t mean anything among 
‘sporting men, but I think that if I am to judge,—and I know some- 
thing about it—sporting men, though a little bit tough, have their 
feelings as well as other animals; and speaking as an expert on the 
subject, I know that yours truly would very much object to be served 
in that manner. I expect the poor gentleman got in the way, and re- | 
membering how I was served once under the same circumstances, my | 
feelings are of asympathising character. Though thoroughly imbued 
with a love of sporting, I must take advantage of my prominent posi- 
tion to express an opinion that unoffending spectators, medical or | 
otherwise, must no longer be ridden over with impunity; and should | 
such another case occur I shall be withering in my denunciations of | 
the wrongdoer; and am taking lessons in chaff to be ready for the | 
emergency. 

With regard to the Chester Cup, I am informed that the Glenfalloch | 
and Bonny Swell interests are likely to become united, and that the 
better horse of the two only will “go.” If such be the case, I shall 
selsct Formcsa to supply the defection, and am, in the meantime, | 
your wronged but forgiving contributor, AUGSPUR. 

P.8.—The upholsterers are busy with the carpets and curtains of | 
my new residence, so I must again defer the pleasure of a visit from | 
you. 
2nd P.S.—I was going to alter my selection for the Chester Cup, | 
but I had a vision last night which warned me in the following 
sélemn ‘manner :—Then up and spoke the prophetic bloke about the 
Chester Cup; and said he if I can’t the winner spy I shall have to 





EGASUS—so poets say— 


Happened once on earth to stray ecasts kick , 
Him a sapient pinder found— . Pecasvus kicked o’er the traces. 
Clapped him in the village pound. 


Being not o’erblest with senses, 


In advance of his first offer, 


Made a very decent profit. 


To such dirty work unused, 
Jibbing, Pecasvs refused ! 


Thought “too hard, perhaps, the 
In the gig suppose we try him. 


And his sleek hide scorned the shaft. | beaters. 


So when Honae would show his pac: s, 


Hones, with execrations bitter, 


efoaet Re consorting Peoasvs, who chanced to spy 
anced fair Daphne to be courting, | PHanvs mounti cy 
Heeded not, on love intent, ? Bias Uae eee 


‘Gan to paw the hateful ground, 
his steed a-wandering went. Longing into air to bound. 


pinder, when it seemed 


Honor who saw how high he trod 
would not be redeemed, ee ee 


Thought he wanted to be shod— 
look him to the blacksmith, who 


Sold it to defray expenses. Fell to forging him a shoe. 

Farmer Honer, the first to bid, When to fit it he drew near 

Beat the price down— yes, he did— Proasvs began to rear— 

Just because the horse had wings — Spurned the earth with fiery hoof— 
“‘ Dang the inconvenient things!” Rtose—and vanished far aloof ! 
Finding Honce no more would proffer Mowat. 


!”” the pinder cried, and of it god 


His objection to be shod,— 


then led his purchase home—_ | 0" honour of a Houyhnhnm, 
rawing loads of loam. No shoes were Good-enough for him. 


| Making a Point. 


observing him thus shirk, 


What a fool I was to buy him!” to make point lace work.” 

In the gig as in the cart Tee ee of 

Pgoasvs refused to start ; baD TO BEAT! 

He had ne’er been beast of draught, Tue Cleverest Fellows out :—Gold- 


——L— —_—-— 
—_ ——_—_— ee 


— 
give tipping up. Raising up his voice he made Sabinus his choice, 


with Glenfalloch for the second: and he considered that for third 
| Bonny Swell would be spurred ; and in this way his prophecy was 


reckoned. But an inspiration deep seized him in his sleep, and befor: 


; 
| 
| the race his tip he altered; and when his original selection came ot} 


right without defection, this person was rnined ’cause he faltered. 
For the ladies’ race, on Thursday, of course Frrvotity will be the 
chief attraction, but Mahonia will I think run well. 


‘‘ The good is oft interred with their bones.” 

HERE are some nice scamps:— 

The Peabody tomb in the United St.tes has becn entered by buvg'ars, whos 
object was to plunder the silver plates and handles fiom the casket which had been 
deposited inthe tomb. They effected their objeet, but they were specdily appre- 
hen’ed, and the plunder bas been recovered. 


| No doubt the poor fellows were labouring under a delusion, and 


thought they ought to be enriched at the expense of the departed 
philanthropist, as being members of “the industrious poor.” If we 


| had them on the mill at Clerkenwell we should soon compel thm to 


‘take steps ’’—the proper steps, too—to ascertain the difference. 





Noise or Music. 


Tue Musical Standard has not quite seen the point here :— 

It is never too early to follow a bad examp'e! Corrrspondents now ti!) us of 
popgun-eum-bells-cum-anvil accompaniments introducing themselves a3 a means 
of attraction in country conccrts. 

Sensible people like music; fools like noise. Fools are in the majority, 
and will approve of popgun-cum-bells-cum-anvil clamour, without any 
example, out of sheer“ cussedness.”” Because you.see ten donkeys and 
twenty geese on a common, you don’t conclude that nine of the first 


' and nineteen of the second followed the example of the odd one. ‘They 


were led thither by their common folly. 





Braw Clothes. 
Perrir, King of Bonny, is in England. Should he be presented he 
will be better clad than savage monarchs are generally supposed to be, 
for his poet laureate is CLose. 


Muttered, ‘Dang the stubborn critt«r !”” 


He vowed when asked by day's bright 


Homesrun and corduroy have con- 
tributed their fair share to the indus- 
work ! tries of the age. Casseli's Household 
Guide contains an excellent idea, ‘* How 


eee ewe eS 
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WALKING IN THE ZOO. 


Come let us roam the Gardens through, 
And all its many wonders view: 
And truly they are not a few. 
Behold the bounding kangaroo, 
Whose tail supplies a soup like glue; 
The lion and the tiger too, 
‘Who'd ae eat up me and you ; 
The jackal, fox, and howling lu- 
Pus, who doth travellers pursue 
You will recall the lady, who 

t of the sledge her babies threw 
To pacify the savage crew) ; 

The bears, both black and white of hue; 
— wen = the bards tell true— 

ce € possum’s flowing queue ; 
The ae or kinkajou : os 
The mole, the rat, the mouse, the shrew; 
The pine, and the agou- 
Ti, and the mild-eyed, humped zebu, 
The yak, the musk-ox and the gnu; 
The springbok, eland, and koodoo ; 
The camel, that can thistles chew ; 
ae llama ieee Peru ; 

elephant, the tajacu : 

And the rhinoceros 5 u- 
a ton oe called because it grew 

orn (some es growing two 
U = cnbat, Wie thet of sae: 

e owls that cry tu-whit tu-woo ; 
a cen ny eye = cuckoo ; 

e and jay wi umage blue ; 
The mocting-Gied, the thrush the ou- 
Sel, parakeet, and cockatoo ; 

The _ and the turtle doo’ 
So 


° ed up North, where “cow” is “ coo *) 2 


e ostrich, apteryx, emu ; 
The bustard, heron, and curlew; 
The crane, the bittern, and the 
Nbill, swan, flamingo, duck, and goo- 
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Se, the grebe, teal, puffin, auk (or boo- 
By) and all other birds that flew, 
Or swam, or walked, or sang, or crew! 


So here I’ve catalogued a few 
Of all the wonders now on view, 
In Regent’s Park, N.W.— 

So let’s go walking in the Zoo. 








A Chance for ‘‘the Great Unwashed.”’ 


Mosr people nowadays have become converts to cold water, and the 
matutinal tub is happily as much a British institution as the Habeas 
Corpus Act and Triat by Jury. And yet there are benighted beings 
who are still outside the magic circle of the tub, who linger in the 
outer darkness of dirt and uncleanness, and who seem to believe in that 
unsavoury motto popular in the North, “The clartier the cosier. 
Fun having ever been an advocate for cold water is glad, therefore, to 
hail any additions to what may be termed our national washing 
apparatus, and has a word of welcome for the Crystal Palace Baths 

mpany, which is going to erect swimming baths at the Palace, 80 
that the visitors during a hot day’s sight-seeing may cool themselves 
7 judicious natation. The company is limited, but we trust that the 
ablutions will be unlimited, and that henceforward when the railway 
disgorges multitudes of visitors who have been down to Sydenham, 
they may be easily recognisable by their clean and healthy appearance, 


and that a bath at the Palace may become one of the recognised | 


institutions of the place. 


Serve him Right. 
This is pleasant reading : — 

A young man named Ralph Hudson has been summoned before the Sunderland 
magistrates for throwing orange peel on the footpath in Bishopwearmouth. The 
bench, considering the danger of this practice, inflicted a penalty of 5s., and 6s. 6d. 
costs, which was paid. 

Surely our London magistrates will wake-up at last, and follow this 
saostinas example. Every fellow who so disposed of a peel should be 


| 
| 
| 


disposed of without appeal, summarily. He should be punished not | 


| only for his own misdeeds but for the slips of others. 


| 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


175, Little Pulteney Street, Soho. W. 


EAR SIR,—I was goin’ to rite to yer honer two or three times 
Gy to tell ye why I didn’t sind ye anny letthers fur the lasth month 
or two, but Mick O'Brien says, Yerra, thin ye poor omad- 
haun ’tis plazed the gintlemin’ll be if ye don’t bother ’im anny- 
more wid your foolish meanderins. But no matthur what he ses, I 
ye to tell av my misfortunes par- 
ticklary as I’min throuble. Well, thin, ’twas Good Friday mornin’ an’ 
pelt 
Begor ’tis justh like 
sojurs they're drest, an there’s poor Par Cassy, our owl postman at 
home, begor he’s ‘wearin’ the same frieze coat now that he did whin 
OQ ConneELL wint into Limerick wid the carriage and six without payin’ 
juty, although wan av the horses was a mule, and that’s what he 


(#9 
don’t think it dasint not to rite to 


I was goin’ to Mass wid Mick, whin wan av them postmin giv a 
at the doore that wus enuf to fryten a Banshee. 


cawled drivin’ a coach and four through an Act av Parlimint. 


the name av THapy Detany live here? ses he. 


ST lbenno 


fortune av an informur. 
and ye'll hav to pay tu 
from than a blackbird 


ce. 


the Bull in the reada-ma-daisy.* 


’Twas Bippy herself that yoosed to rite as genteel as a paycock 


before we wor marrid, but from washin’ the pyaties an mendin’ 


Patsy’s breechis, and Motty’s pettykotes, her poor fingers are as sthiff 


as the cravat av the parson’s coachman. Conplin that, ’twus an 
iligant establishment we all got our educashun in whin I wus a gor- 
soon. Be the powers ’tis noan av yer nashunal skools we had in thim 
times, wid their new fangled sates an tables that the masthut’s missus 
mightn’t be afraid to sit om wid all her Sunday flouncis. 

Begor, ’twas ourselves that had to make the sates, for every mother’s 
sowl av us had to bring three or four sads av turf to make our own 
arm chairs. If ye brought four, ses the masthur, “ Par Cattacuay,” 
or whatever the gorsoon’s name was, “ construkt an iregular parale!a- 
gram and reconcile yerself to the position.’’ Begor, he spoke as big 
as if his father owned the barony; and if ye brought only three, he 
shouts out as if he wus a sergint drillin’ the police to ketch the Fan- 
yans, “THsapy De.any, make a base av two uv yere sads and clap the 
sate av yere breechison the jee-ometrikal a-pex.’’ But they may talk 
as they like, the Irish hedge skoolmasthur, as they called him, turned 
out skolurs that ud give the shivurs to sum av thim skilogues that go 
to what they cawl the colliges. But I was forgettin’ Bippy’s letthur. 
Here it is :— 

BALLYMURPHY. 

Dear Tuapy,—I hope this'll find you, as it laves me at present wid 
the agint standin’ in the middle av the floor, swarin’ like SHANAHAN 
the piper, that he'll blow the roof off av the cabin if the rint 
isn’t paid before Munday mornin’. ‘Pon me sow], I think I'd rather 
see the divil’s short horns than the frunt av that shoncen’s waistcoat. 
The widow M’Cormick had twins the uther day, as fine a brace of 
gorsoons as our own ud be if I had anuther whin Patsy was born— 
but I suppoas ’twas the cowld weather. I can’t make out what the 
divil you want, stayin’ ovur in Lundun so long; ’tis meself that’s 
thinkin’ ’tis too grand yere gettin’ an colloguin wid sum av Mick 
O’Brren’s sisthurs that wares bonnets—and tisn’t much right they 
have be the same token fur I don’t forget whin they wor glad to work 
fur Jim Fiizceratp’s father, an noan of thare nobles wid as much 
shoes to thare fut as Mott Firanvunty’s drake. 

r, if I ketch howld av whoever is keepin’ ye, ‘tis a scarecrow 
I'll be afthur makin’ av her bustle and ribbuns. I’m disappinted wid 
the pig, he goes trespassin’ an bekums unvisible on the road, an I’m 
fined a shillin’ and a ha’penny iviry weck for his galavantin’, an I'd 
take me davy that he took his oath not to get anny fat on his misfor- 
tumate bones. Arrah, thin, Mra. Tuapy, ’tis play actin’ in Lundun 
yere afthur, but all the fish in the Shannon’ll be red-herrin’s if I’m 
not in Lundun before the week is out. An be all the goats in Kerry, 
as ye used to say yerself, if I find out that any av the faymales is 
uttin’ the come-hether on ye, an I know ye blagard you wor always 
ond av a pettykote—there isn’t a girl in the parish that'll kick up a 
bigger shindy than— Bippy Devany. 


An thin she rote anuthur in her own ould fist that ud be big enuff 
fur a notice to quit, an she ses in the coorse av the korrispondince — 
tis meself that likes the jawbrakers—I couldn’t get any wan to rite 
for me till Pec Douzgrty’s son come home frum Maynooth to be 

i an, says she, ‘tis he that's ritin’ this to you. “I want ye to 

it for I don’t think he’s sayin’ all I wanted to say, and the way 





* As I thought ye might be showin’ this to sum av yer Sassenach ackwantancis 
I axed the eueaner to cksplane the manin. He ses, * There's 8 pieture 
in the Primer, called the Reading-mad:-Easy, representing an Iri-h Bull, 


ecnumtiacensemmenceatmeenanentetentnneenansttette eT 



















Mick O’ Brten opens the door an in walks the play-acthur wid enuf 
av red and yellow on the collar av his coat to misea poor skolar av 
the sign-boord ovur Par MacNamana’s public-house. Does a man be 
Is there, Tuapy ? ses 
Mick, turnin’ round to me wid a smile in his eye that ud make the 
There's a letthur for ye, ses he, from Ireland 
[ had no more noshun ay who ‘twas 
av subtraction till I opens it, and there wus 
Ballymurphy rote on the top av it as big as the letthurs undhur picture 











| I wanted to say it, fur I sce him smilin’ at me wanse or twoice, as if 
[ was an omadhawn intirely. Arrah, thin, ye shud see ‘im wid a 
shoot av black, that’s shiny enuf to shave yerself in. Shure ‘tis well 
I rimimber whin he had about as mutch noshun av broadcloth as he 
has av pickin’ his pipe with his elbow.’ 
Well, to make a long story short, Bropy kum ovur to Lundun, an 
whin she was tellin me about the st: amer, she ses, “Oh, Lord, ve shud 
hear the pigs squeelin’.”” “Oh, meala-murther,” says I, “ did you | 
| 
' 






























































hear that indasint divarthur that I tould ye would split the front av 
Trinity Collige —ah, thin, how I wish I could get him near the agint's 
ear=I’d bet yerself and the childhur that he'd dhrive him mad in a 
week, I'd kthow ‘im in a rasher of bacon,” ses I. “ Begor,” ses sho, 
“I'd find out his nose in the middle av a black drtsheen.” “If 
twud make awl me relashuns as rich as parsons,” said she, “I wudn't 
travil ovur here if. I thought av what I wus goin’ to suffer. Whin I 
got ovur—ah, thin swate Ballymurphy I wish I was at home agin 
~a fella in cordéroys kums up to ms an, ses he, What class? What 
class, ses I, don’t ye think I’m big enuf to give up goin to a skool, ses 
I; I wants the thrain. Where's yere ticket ? ses he, In me pockit, 
ses I, an it has as much chance ov gettin ont ov it till I get to 174, 
Little Pulteney-street, Soho, W., London, ses I, as ye hav av having 
mannuts an dasincy towards an ‘onist womnn av my time av life wid 
wan av the finest boys in the county, and a girl that ud be fit to matry 
Wan av the sons av the Queen if she wasn't a Prodestant. Before I 
had time to look out fur a peelcr, the divil take me if he didn’t take a 
bit out of my ticket for awl the wurld loike the ace av spades,”’ 


Och, when I kum to Ingland I thought I'd be contint= 
An I’m as far as evur now from makin-up the rint. 


Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Danary. 


‘“ HOME THEY BROUGHT HER WARRIOR DEAD.” 


A CROQUET VPR6ION. 


Home she brought the gallant Red 
Croquéd, Roquéd, like & brick, 
All opponents watching seid, 
‘She will surely hit the stick.” | 


Roll'd the Yellow from its place, ‘4 
O’er the lawn the Blue was gone, 
Flush of triumph swept her face, 
Still the Red went “roving” on. 








She'd have roved, we'll say for years, 
But she hit the stick, ah! me! 
Still she murmured through her tears, 
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“Croquet, L could live for thee! 


Gushoers to Correspondents, 





{ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panicd by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 

W. A. G.—Such a ponderous wag, that you would certainly wag th 
dog, according to the Dundreary philosophy. | 

bk. L — Your lines to ‘* Water Cresses’’ are hardly worthy of the suljec’, 
which sells at a penny a bunch anyhow. 

CHANTICLEER.— Yours is @ very ropy crow. There is less chance of y 
getting people to “ wreathe your brow” than to wring your ucck at th 
rate. 

JULIETTA —Well, persevere if you like. Tre present ‘ poem” is on an 
ill-selected subject. The rhymes are not good, and the metre is faulty !— 
But tha’s all. 

Barney SeB.—Good boy! We wish all corresponden’s WCTE AS SENS1OIC. 
We are sorry to say your © Pills’’ won't go down. 

WueLcan.—As lame an affair as your Lemmnian tumble. 

PROPELLER. — You will have seen the sad answer to your question by 
this time. eh 

J. M.—In spite of your attempts to make a joke about the halter, you 
would be sorry to succeed in getting into that line, 

R. H. V.— Of no use to us, thanks. 

W. C. (Westbourne-park).—The remark proves that the young ladies 
had been reading the back volumes of Fun | 

L. R. B.—Very near being capital. But rather too late. 1 

“A Funt MAN.’’—We' ve no reoin for you a | 

Declined with thanks:—J. E. S., Leyton; E. 8., Newbury; F. F E- 
M. P.C ; F. P., Falmouth; Artichoke; B. P. and Co. ; L. M W., 6 sli+- 
bury; M. H., Kingsland; H. C » Nottingham ; WT. PF. C. & Le 
J iH. N, Tunbridge Wells; Cookie; Bonaceon ; Touchstone ; a ae? 

Liverpool; J. BR, Glasgow ; Flebilis; B.; A Cuss; T. M.; H. B. ‘ 
Clapham-road ; The Cure; 
Age; Precocious Chatterbox ; High, Lowe, + | 


F. M. P., Dalsten; W. Leeds; Spirit of the 

"Towe, etc.; T. T.; Tip; RB. J. B; 

>f Victory ; Factotum; L. J. Liverpool; F. Ww. L.; B. B. = * 
tate er: N. P. F.; Cecil; 's. H. B.; Theoretical; J. G. L, 


Glasgow. 
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TIME. 


Porter (loudly) :—“ Hr! Bri! Wat Time dors THE PARLYMENTRY TO TOWN ARRIVE ’ERE—GENT WANTS TO KNoW!”’ 
[Very pleasant for that mean fellow Bertie (who wanted to sneak up on the cheap) to have the query shouted out before all th: party from the Castle. 





and there is a somewhat slipshod ode to May-day. A very excellent 
and rather smashing satire on the fast school of novels is the best 
thing in the number, though it reads oddly in pages where “ Red as a 
Rose”’ has but so recently urged its wild career. 


Ruby-rooted, crowned with green, 
They could tempt me into crime— 
Aye, for their sakes I would ’een 


d 
A GIFT OF SPRING. CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
: MAY. 
Fazcowm, valesu, be mmnnnes ——— Tinsley's Magazine contains the opening of a new novel by Mx. 
Now no longer! Haste and bring Back, which begins with promise. An unusually long list of con- 
Giitic on ond on Calle’n lips— tents includes some pleasant verse, and very readable ee, 
Haste my banquet to embellish Belgravia contains a capital roving essay “On Shooting People 
With the radish’s rare relish! Down,” by Mr. Sara, and some more pleasantly-written verse by Mr. 
: Mew, which is most indifferently illustrated. Miss Brappon’s novel 
Red without and white within, reads well, and Mr. Roprnson’s seems drawing to a close. Mr. 
Crystal core and coral rind, Leitcu’s cathedral interior is the best of the pictures. A rather care- 
Firm of flesh and fine of skin, lessly written paper on the autobiography of a swell-mobsman, by 
Vegetables to my mind! Mr. THornevry, is interesting. 
Better far than fruit more swellish In Temple Bar Mx. Girpert’s novel is the chief feature. The 
| Is the radish’s rare relish ! “ Tdiot”’ is a curious translation from the Russian, by Ma. RatstTon ; 


Guilty be of faulty rhyme THe : : i d 
“aa a . Argosy has a much better picture than usual. It is a goo 
me gn ‘int gang English, Welish, number altogether. Johnny Ludlow is to the fore, and there is some 


pleasant verse by Miss Ruopegs. 


GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, - have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Cata‘ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling inten Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tetal cost of Furnishing the 


whole house. 
THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S.E. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 


>No. 10.—WIGMORE-STREET. 


WIGMORE-STREET is essentially a quiet, steady-going street in a 
quarter not so much old-fashioned as old-fashionable. That is to say, 
that it holds its own amid all the fluctuations that affect more modern 
places, as a well-established rock takes no note of the ebb and flood 
of tides. ‘ Enterprise ’’—in that recent form which is not always to 
be distinguished from “ Bankruptcy ’’— is, we should say, unknown 
within its precincts, where there is, it would seem, a steady belief that 
a good article is the best article, and that a prosperous trade is one not 
outwardly veneered, and inwardly rotten, but one solid throughout. 

The streets and squares in its immediate neighbourhood are intensely 

table and quiet, such streets as Welbeck-street beloved of the 
medical profession, and Cavendish-square the genteelly sombre. Asa 
consequence, the types of this thoroughfare belong to the wealthy or 
the well-born. Staid matrons, fair damsels, and haughty “bucks” 
rather than “ swells,” pervade its pavement. You will see samples of 
them in our outline. The aged female on one side of the picture is 
one of the pensioners so often met with in such quarters,—an old 
nurse or retired housekeeper, who occasionally airs her genteel poverty 
by a call on “the family,” to see the young ladies, or to ask after 
master and mistress. And the gentleman in the wide-awake? Oh, a 
distinguished naturalist, a great authority on pigeons and poultry, 
author of many valuable books, and an apiarian whose spring-sides 
the Times Bee-master is less worthy to polish than the red-coated lad 
in our cut. What is our naturalist doing here? Well, in Wigmore- 
street resides Mr. Wann, whose stuffed animals are set up with such a 
life-like action, that you would almost expect to hear those three 
monstrous tigers yonder growl. 
course you divine the inclinations and tastes of the gentleman 
next to the man of science. Such a head means music, and music 
only; one would guess he is a tenor—in fact, one might lay twenty 
semibreves to a demi-semi-quaver that he is! He has been at the shop 
Over the way, where there is a constant tinkling ripple of music from 
iz. Brinsmeap’s thousand and one pianos. An interesting place to 
visit is that manufactory, where you learn for the first time how 
many distant countries are laid under contribution for the formation 
of a single instrument—Switzerland, and Germany, America in the 
West, and Circassia in the East; while as to the amount of glue 
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consumed here in a twelvemonth, some conception of the number of 
hoofs that pass along this route may be eau when one learns that 
many hundreds of pounds are laid out yearly on glue alone. 

Glue rhymes with Jew. Well, what of that? Only that these 
premises were once on a time a synagogue; and that rabbis have 
read the Law where the present occupiers calculate the profits. As 
the poet might beautifully remark —Where the children of Moses, with 
aquiline noses, Once made broad the phylactery, In hoc Domini Anno 
Stands Brinsmgap’s piano Forte manufactory. Aye, and once on a 
time, “ not a hundred yards from this spot,’’ to use the vague language 
of the liner, there was a shop, ostensibly that of a Court Milliner, 
whose proprietress was married thence to a gentleman whom in a 
cause célebre his relatives failed in proving to have gone out of his 
senses—faute de guxt—because there were no premises to start from! 
If you don’t believe it, make a pilgrimage to Wigmore-street some 
summer day, and you may see the milliner’s name indelibly stamp-4 
on a sun-blind. 


A Sour Plum. 
Ws call the following invention a deliberate act of cruelty :— 


Mr. Plum), of Frankford, U.S., has devised a simple Icck, by which the runner of 
an umbrella can be locked to the handle, so that unauthorised persons may be pre- 
vented from using the um»rella. A simple key will readily open the umbrella, aid 
admit the runner to play as usual. 

All right for the “‘ runner ’’—but how about the party who runs away 
with the umbrella as a loan? Imagine his feelings when the rain 
comes down like a spout, and he can not put the umbrella up! No! it’s 
an inhuman and barbarous idea. We presume the articles will be 
known as “ Sour Plumbs,” to the disappointed borrowers, who would 
prefer Fox's paragon frames. 


Parlez vous Francais? 


Ose or two of the French papers are surprised to find Mr. Lowe's 
budget presenting an excess of receipts over expenditure, and pro- 
mising a reduction of taxation. The Francais asks, ** Why are we not 
doing likewise?’’ The answer in French is simple—because they 
have not Lowe de we, in other words, our Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wedresday, May 11th, 1870. 
Yy ry? , . ° . 
*RE can be little doubt that the Deceased W ife’s Sister Bill is 
a en law this session, It has been a long-contested 
measure, and few people imagined a few years ago thet it was 
likely to be passed—fewer that it would pass with so little 


| opposition. 


en — 
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There is a movement which threatens to — the clause in a “< 
i urday describes as a “retrospective provision —a 
ae agen presume, which looks backward and forward at the 
same time. Its effect would be to legalise marriages of this class 
which have been made before the Bill passed. The argument against 
this proposition is that it will relieve persons who have acted in 
defiance of the law of the land. But even if there be any virtue in this 
ment, it is very hard that the innocent children of such marriages 
should suffer punishment for that which the House of Commons 
owable. 

otmhere is z view of the case, however, which our legislators do not 
appear to have considered. The result of these marriages in some in- 
will be as confusing as any puzzle Lorp DunpRreEary ever got 


stances 
. When a certain old pew-opener was asked what her week- 
a at she said, “‘ To ak the Commandments and brush down 


the Table of Affinity.” That table will have to be brushed up now, if 


not entirely remodelled. 








MORE LIBELS ON THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


HEN proceedings were so properly and so promptly taken recently 
ecu st the soampianten of a a evinciel paper for libelling his Royal 
ighness, we are at a loss to understand why those who have dared to 
libel the fair ALExanDRA should be allowed to get off scot-free. There 
can be no doubt that Mr. H. Weicau.’s portraits of the Prince and 
Parxcess, now exhibited at the Royal Academy, are unprovoked and 
unpardonable libels. Unless as a punishment for the offence, we cannot 
for the life of us understand how hecomes to be “hanged, and quartered ”’ 
at Burlington House. Even then a glance at the pictures will prove 
that a part of the sentence for treason has been omitted—there is no 


“ drawing ”’ at all, 





Conventional. 

Mr. Newproare, d-propos of his recently-defeated measure for an 
inquisition into convents, descri i in debate as “ the organ 
of the House’’ on the subject. As that organ he affords us a handle 
for an inquiry, why Mr. Sears Act for the suppression of the organ 
nuisance is not put in force when he begins his hackneyed old tune ? 
By the way, is it, “ Ye banks and drays ?”’ 





Missing Grinders. 


We learn from American pa that “ Richmond spore a great 
dearth of organ-grinders since the civil war.” We trust the paragra 
will be circulated among the London organ-grinders, and that they 
will take the hint. We tlways thought civil war an unmixed evil, but 
the South must have found it a blessing in disguise. If it had the 
same effect in England as at Richmond, it would almost reconcile us 
to putting up with a Fenian disturbance for a few days. 


Caught Napp(k)in. 

Tue Germans have invented a paper dinner-napkin on which 
popular songs are printed. “Itis a pretty idea,” says a contemporary, 
“to take after dinner a soup-soiled article to spread on the piano,” 
We have a suspicion he means a soup-song. 





Beauty is as Beauty does. 
Aw enthusiastic “ picturesque reporter” must have done this :— 


There are 30 murderceses in the Michigan penitentiary, many of whom are said 
to be *‘ positively beautiful.” 


We suppose he only meant that they looked positively killing ! 





A Matter of a-pine-ion, 
Tue South London Press states that Dr. Leruesy has succeeded in 


extracting a splendid pine-apple flavour from the Thames refuse, and 


that it may be eventually to supply pine-apple rum, 
e have more faith in its rum production than in its pine-apple. 
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AN ODE TO MAY. 





, muZ H, May! The poets sing 

{i 7. ” of thee e 

LS NA | i As queen of budding 
AV bowers, 





Of song-bird’s glee, and 
humming bee, 
And every kind of 
flowers ! 


the least 
Objection to cry “ Oh.” 


ay 
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has increased 
My rheumatism, I 
know! 


They sing of hedges burst- 
ae ing out 
| . With = tiny 
V Lodykws leaf— 
UL RTT \ Of birds that spring on 
AGT \\) everything _ 
\ : That’s living, 
brief. 
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man disputes ? 
I'll prove it to his teeth, 

Among whese roots neuralgia shoots, 
These chilly skies beneath! 


Thee, queen of spring, while bards thus sing, 
As debonnair and bright, 
The painters limn thee fair and slim, 
With myriad graces dight, 
Artist and poet I acquit 
Of falsehood, I declare—. 
For I admit, with shivering fit, 
Your nipping eager air! 


And thou on Nature’s face dost strew. 
The hyacinth’s azure bell— 

And noses too, quite, quite as blue, 
Distributest as well. 

For though thou blossoms dost bestow, 
Tis not thy only game, 

Alas, we know if flow’rets blow, 
North-Easters do the same. 


To thee the altars smoked of old— 
The incense upward soared 
From censors gold, whence vapours rolled 
Thy greatness to record. 
And still that greatness claims its tolls 
In this our modern day, 
When smoke up-rolls from blazing coals— 
Who gives up fires in May ? 
Eee 
Kilt twice over. 

Mr. WHALLEY, writing to the Zimes—he’s just the type of people 
who are always writing to the Times—about the debate on Mr. 
NEWDEGATE’s motion, talks about— 

Exclamations which arose from the crowd of members in whith I chanced to be, 

the words “‘ Kick him,” ‘* Strangle him,” being prominent in the uproar. 
We cannot consent to believe that our legislature ever was guilty of 
such a leaning to Lynch law. SurelyMa. Wuatey is mistaken! He 
has ibly not yet recovered from the shaking he got in his late 
accident. It was not stated when he was pitched from his carriage 
that he fell on his head, but he may have done so, as it was reported he 
was not seriously injured; and the shock may have caused some con- 
fusion in his hearing, which made him misunderstand the cries of his 
brother M.P.’s:—in short, the “ singing,” that he is so often called upon 
to favour the House with, may bein his head. We repeat, we cannot 
credit the assertion that Mr. Wuatuzy was greeted with murderous 
shouts, which would seem to mean his assassination, 





Birds in the Hand. 


Tus New Zealand Ezaminer is enthusiastic at: the arrival of some 
English rooks in the colony. “We trust, they will multiply,’’ says the 
delighted journal. If the colonists are so desirous of rooks they have 
_ let, the Turf get well established in the country, and they will 

lots of rooks on it, looking for something to “ turn up.”’ 
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With them I do not fee} | 


The wind is East, which 


The truth of that what © 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Your kindness in sending me a ticket for the opening dinner of 
Cremorne has quite smoothed down any feelings of resentment I had 
towards you, while on the other hand you have the gratification of 
knowing that a representative not to be bought over by the choicest 
wines or the rarest meats, watched over the interests of your reportorial 
staff. But contrary to my expectations, and in dismal contrast to my 
hopes, temptations were not forthcoming, for though the dinner was 
fair, it was badly served, and your correspondent was more than once 
obliged to cast on one side that ‘modesty and reticence which is his 
distinguishing ‘characteristic, but which is so eminently unsuited to a 
dinner at ‘which the majority of the guests, though they had 
brought out'their'most gorgeous costume, had forgotten to supply them- 
selves with any aitches but those which were decidedly unnecessary. 
2 aon =. Rnd yan than those at the lower tables. 

n great force was my friend the sporting writer whom I met at the 
— Hall, and much more at home was he on this occasion, 
or— 





Slowly and surely he filled his maw, 
‘avis he ne’er for one moment was hurried ; 
While the waiters, astonished at what they saw, 
Gathered round him undoubtedly flurried. 


Nota sound was heard—we had all of us done— 


And we watched him enjoying his pannum ; 
But the struggle with finishing Is was won 


fa ‘a manner not seen once per annum. 


The band did play in sonorous style, the band was playing all the 
while till dinner was over and then it stopped, and the cha e 
corks being all of them popped, a voice'so clear, a voice 80 son, was 
heard above the murmuring crowd,—that crowd so full of every good 
thing which departing winter and coming spring could unto Cremorne 
tablesbring. This voice did then a toast weeclalai to which was attached 
an illustrious name, and the tribute having been paid to fame, the 
gorgeous swell who filled the.chair did pare his nails and ‘smooth his 
hair, and looking round with savoir faire did speak his speech as 
follows :— 

(Our reporter has written such a mass of unintelligible rubbish, so 
eminently unlike the elegant speeches for which the members of our 
lower House of Parliament are famous, that we cannot in justice to 
ourselves or our readers put it into type. | 

Where shall the pressman stray 
He who has dined well— 

Where shall he saunter gay 
He who has wined well ? 
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AUGSPUR. 
P.S. I must again beg of you to defer your promised visit, as my 
mother-in-law has taken possession of my establishment, and quite 
choked it up with her luggage ; besides, I am afraid her temper would 
be a litte too strong for you. 


o 


or fall by Saninus, with Glenfalloch and Bonny Swell for the 
runners-up. 


2nd P.S. I have opened my letter to inform you that Mrs. 





THE ENTERPRISING TRADESMAN. 
Seng for Music. 


I’™ an enterprising tradesman, and I know my little game, 

I give to sundry charities to advertise my name ; 

I mark my goods in figures plain, but like a man of sense, 

I stick a small three farthings in, o’ershadow’'d by the pence. 


My sugar’s famous everywhere, for I, you anderstand, 
Take care to give the highest price for better'sorts of sand ; 
The nutmegs too you'll always find uncommon strong ‘and good 


For I take care to have them turned from wholesome kinds of wood. 


My teas’are quite unrivalled, for, as everybody knows, 
There's not a shrub that’s wholesomer than honest British sloes ; 


The leaves look lovely when they’re dried, when analysed you'll see 


A very handsome residu® that’s wholly made of tea. 


My sweets for children nurses say are better far than thumbs 
For coaxing little “ tushy-pegs’”’ through baby’s little gums ; 
There’s nothing hurtful in ’em now, I'll stake my life there ain't, 
Since once a rising family was poisoned by the paint. 


My biscuits are well-solder’d down and don’t fill up the tin ; 
My pickles are a lively ‘green from putting coppers in. 
How dear my trade is to my heart I’m sure I “ dare’na tell ;”’ 
‘An enterprising tradesman—I’m a westryman as well ! 


I’m on the board of guardians, too—we weigh the pauper’s bread, 
‘And make a little profit by a tiny bit of lead ; 

I can’t say that we're popular, you see the poor man hates 

The rearing Of new paupers, and the keeping down of rates. 


I owe no man a penny, and when debts are due to me, 
I get a shrewd solicitor who nobly earns his fee ; 

I never let a poor man off since business first began, 
An enterprising tradesman! I’m a truly virtuous man. 


CRACKLER has been here highly inflamed with drink and wrath, and 
insists on being paid for her contribution. This is too bad. 


iit _—--- 
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But very uncomfortable—and to all appearances slightly indisposed— 
did my friend the sporting pecker appear, as seated on a bench near 
the entrance to the theatre he gazed fishily at the promenaders. 
Dyspepsia had evidently seized him for her own; and though in 
response to the solicitations of your correspondent, he but murmured, 
“ Plovers’ eggs,’’ I knew that not one alone but various dishes were 
the cause of his emotions. 

Leaving my friend to the beneficial advantages of fresh air and 
solitude, I, in company with a gentleman who represents a well-known 


paper, 
were 


obstructively that we withdrew without seeing any of the per- 
formances. 


Tho 


onia were second and third, and my success if not complete should 
be sufficiently satisfactory when it is considered that the overnight 
predictions were most of them much farther out. Macgregor, too, amply 
repaid the confidence reposed in him by me, and won with such ex- 
traordinary ease that at first sight the Derby seems as good as over. 
But 80 many favourites have found the Derby course unsuited to their 
sta powers, and so many times the winner of the Guineas has been 
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string, who will doubtless play a prominent part 
year-old events of the year; and thus if the outlaw fails to 


secure 


for tha 

on June Ist now appears most probable. Next week I shall enter 

more fully into the aspect of the struggle, but will simply say now, 
t an investment on Sunshine will be very likely to repay itself. 


with e 


b. 
that mature consideration leaves the great event of the year still of an 


Where but about the grounds 
Fevered brow cooling ; 

While glad and festive sounds 
Round him are ruling. 


entered the theatre; but my hopes of seeing the performance 
suddenly checked. An individual at the door behaved so 









ugh Hester won the One Thousand Guinea Frivolity and 


to compound on reaching the formidable Tattenham Corner, 


haracter, to a certain extent. Mr. Merry, however, has another 
in the remaining 


the blue riband I shall yet anticipate the success of his owner, 
t Macgregor and Sunshine will run first and second at Epsom 


the Chester Cup I hear that Muster has won a great trial, but 
very confidence in my last week’s selection, I shall elect to stand | vesta 


pathetic and 
vers de société. 
the most polished lines and the most correct rhythm do but constitute 
a chilly glitter which may please the eye but cannot touch the heart. 
We confidently predict a wide popularity for this new issue, which we 
trust will raise the standard of poetry in the mind of the public, and 
correct the influence of the overmuch “ magazine verse” with which 
we are afflicted. ; ae a 
Messrs. Futur have issued six designs in outline for illuminating, 
embodying Kenie’s Erening Hymn. é 
shown considerable taste, and the floral borders are especially elegant. 
If well-coloured they would form, when bound, a very pretty gift- 


book. 


Tue great “ 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


’d interests. 


Few books of the season will be more welcome than the new and 
enlarged edition of Mr. Freperick Locker’s London Lyrics, published 
by Messrs. SrraHan Anp Co., who, having secured the Laureate’s 
works, seem determined to claim the title of “ the 
formerly conferred on another firm. Mr. Locken’s charming vers de 
soeiété are too well known to need any elaborate treatise now. Every 
one knows, or ought to know “ The Wish,’’ with its tender fancy, and 
“The Bear Pit,” with its quaint wit. These two examples are typical 
of Mr. Locker’s mode of thought, which happily balances the 
the humorous, and renders his poems the best modern 


tical house,”’ 


Without the humanity which underlies all his writings, 


Here Hue are! 


Somenopy wants us tell him the tint of the new colour Eau de Nil. 
We guess it is the colour of the water in an empty glass. 





Agricultural Mem. 


wheat-clipper race from California,” about which we 
hear so much, is not a competition of reaping-machines. 


A PpossIBLE reason why matches are not taxed: Considerations for | 


Miss Jeans, the artist, has | 
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““THE ROUGH WITH THE SMOOTH.” 


Helen :—“ But, AUNTI£, SOME HAIR WON'T LIE SMOOTH,—BESIDES FRED LIKES IT AS I WeEaR IT!” 


Maiden Aunt :—“ Nonsensz, Hexen ! 


I FIND NO DIFFICULTY IN KEEPING MY HAIR SMOOTH, AND, THEREFORE, YOU CAN HAVE NONE. 


As ror FREDERICK’S LIKING IT, OF COURSE HE WOULD. AS FAR AS MY EXPERIENCE GOES MEN HAVE NO TASTE WHATEVER!”’ 


A WORD WITH THE LADIES. 


Tue spring has come. The time when, according to the poet, “ the 
oung man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of my when we 
boat to dream of white-bait and patronise the opera. Now, at this 
spring season when the flowers are bursting into blossom and the 
water-cress is piquant and pleasant at comiiek we are favoured of 
course with many new spring toilettes; and just as a lady changes her 
dresses, s0 she now changes her hair. This brings us to our subject. 
We want to ask how long in the name of common sense is the present 
odious, foolish, and egunerenag. Renien of wearing the hair to 
continue? Can anyone really believe that a series of intertwisted 
ing from above the forehead down almost to the middle 
or becoming? It destroys the shape of 
the head, it obliterates the back of the neck, it looks, and is, obtrusively 
false, and suggestive of those horrible frizettes, and above all it has now 
become so common, that we wonder why in sheer disgust the leaders of 
fashion don’t try to it. The spring is upon us and the park is 
beginning to look a little civilised, why then are we still to see the 
everlasting sausages predominate, the odious coil that deprives a 
woman's head of all gracefulness, of all shape? The old form of the 
chignon was preferable, odious as that was, but the present mon- 
strosity is enough to make a sensible man turn misogynist, fly into the 
wilderness, and earn ap honest though precarious livelihood by doing 
the hermit business at a y & peep, and twopence for a handful of 
dried peas. Ladies of England! your Fun adjures you to discard 
these loathsome masses of mendacious hair, to show us your dear little 
heads as Heaven made them! Better the bald head of honesty and 


truth than the golden peruke of unreality and deceit. 


Taking a Measure. 
Ir sixteen drams make one ounce, how many will destroy all 
scruples ? 








SPRING’S DELIGHTS. 


I Love the Spring—the gentle Spring, 
The budding flow’rs and trees ; 

The plaintive airs that zephyrs sing, 
The murmur of the bees. 

The lowing kine, the callow brood, 
The swallows on the wing ; 

And more than all the vernal mood 
That stirs us in the Spring. 


And, ah! ’tis swee ing sweet— 
To quit the giddy throng, 

And seek some still and lone retreat, 
And pen an idle song. 

Or muse and saunter on the coast— 
Away from kith and kin ; 

But, oh! sweet Spring, I love thee most 
When lamb and peas are in! 


Truth in Absence. 
Turis is a little puzzling :— 

PROMOTION IN ABSENTIA.—Gentlemen of Position and Education have an 

mages of being nominated Chevalier, and even to be promoted to foreign 
hereditary nobility. Address, ——, &c., Secrecy and discretion can be relied on. 
How a gentleman who is absent can “ by these presents” be constituted 
a chevalier is not such a difficult mystery to solve, as how he can be 
the hereditary successor of a foreign nobleman to whom he has only 
money relations. "We suppose he would claim as a cozen German. 





The Weather and the ‘‘ Cropper.”’ 
Farmers often wish for a shower, but few of them appreciate what 
landlords are pleased to term ‘‘a sprinkling ’’—of game. 
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JOHN BULL AS LORD DUNDREARY. 


is Bulldreary (Reading Deceased Wife's Sister Bill) :— 


) ‘‘ Th-thuppothe I-I am a w-widower, with f-four childwen, and my d-detheathed 
© wath a w-widow, with two ch-childwen when I mawwied her :—if Imawwy m-my detheathed w-wife’th th-thither, w-what welation 


= her ch-childwen by her firth husthband be to m-my childwen by my f-firth wife * And w-what weiation will my th-thecond wife be 
m-my f-firth wife’th childwen? W-why, my f-firth wife’th childwen will b-become th-thonth and d-daughterth of their aunt, and 


re erth and th-thitherth to their c-c-couthenth, and m-my g-gwand childwen will be b-bwotherth and thitherth, and n-nephewth 
and nietheth, and c-couthens—and they may mawwy and—and—and then—who the d-dooth shall I be >” 
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Mrs, Brown on Things in General, | 


— 


MRS. BROWN AND THE CABMAN. 
(Concluded from p. 81.) 


WAS up and off betimes that next mornin’ arter, though I 

didn’t say nothink to Brown as will ’ave ’is jeer at hevery 

think ; “‘ but he won’t put me out nor prewent me bein’ down 

on that cabman,” I says to myself when a-startin; though I 
must say it wasn’t ’ardly worth the trouble, but got to the Perlice-hoffice 
on the stroke of ten, as received me like a queen I will say, as only 
shows as them perlice when rough is aggravated to it by them wile 
characters as they takes up with. 

I set a-waitin’ an waitin’ while that magistracy were condemin’ a 
lot on ’em, and I ’m sure took a deal o’ trouble a-talkin’ to ’em like a 
father, as were downright beautiful to listen to, and so like bein’ in 
church as I couldn’t ’elp a-droppin’ off as I’m sure must do any one 
good though they didn’t seem to care about it. 

There was a lot of cases as was ’ard cases certingly, and two or three 
oung women ’ad up for a-tryin’ to drown theirselves over Waterloo 
ridge, as nothink but drink is at the bottom on, and in my opinion 

did ought to be sent to some ’sylum and punished for it. The same as 
another drunken wretch as ’ad been a-pawnin’ ’er children’s clothes to 
get liquor, and turned ’er eldest gal into the streets, as looked a bold 
ussy as I'd ’ave ’ad well whipped at the cart’s tail, a disgustin’ beast. 

That magistracy were a werry nice man and so wasall the other gen- 
tlemen as was in the court, all but a parcel of boys as was a-settin’ round 
a table in the middle and a-gigglin’ at a many improper things as was 
said, for some of their cases wasn’t fit for any decent person to ’ear, 
and yet I see two ladies as was a-settin’ there a-listenin’ to things as 
made me wish for to draw a wail down, as I did, indeed, to ’ide my 
blushes. 

So I asks a party what them young gents wanted there, as told me 
they was a-goin’ into civil service an’ a-learnin’ their business. 

I says, “In my opinion they won’t learn much as is good for service 
ere, nor yet what’s civil neither.’’ 

Well jest then my case were called on and up come a cabman as I'd 
never set eyes on in my life. So they gave me the book to kiss and 
then asks me what I ’ad to say. 

So I says, “ Well,” I says, “it were last Toosday as I were on my 
way to Kilburn and a-lookin’ for a "bus in the Strand where they put 
me down and did ought to ’ave took me to the Regency Circus, as the 
Kilburn ‘buses runs to, and through not bein’ a good walker I thinks 
to myself as preaps it's cheaper for to ’ave a cab, as might bring on a 
cold through ’avin’ overeated myself and a doctor’s bill soon runs into 
pounds as werry often need only have took a basin of gruel a-goin’ 
to bed, with a tublespoon of rum in it, as is a fine thing partickler 
where the chest is tight and a stitch in time will save nine as the 
sayin’ is, 

was a-goin’ on when if them larky boys as was a-settin’ at the 
table didn’t bust out a-larfin’, as made the magistracy look up from a 
book as he were a-readin’ and say if there wasn’t silence he’d ’ave the 
court oyeered and now he says to me, “ What’s your complaint, 
mum. 

I says, “I’m thankful for to say asI ain’t got no complaint more 
than a bad cold, though subject to spavins, and, if I ’ad, shouldn’t tell 
anyone but a doctor in a public place.” 

That magistracy were quite took a-back, and says to the party as 
stood next. me, in the gownd, “ Do see what she wants.” 

““Well,” I says, “only my rights, as that cabman’ave been and 
took from me;” and I goes on to tell the magistracy all about me 
a-lettin’ that cabman take what he liked, as were seven shillin’s. 

Says the magistracy, “You don’t mean to say as you wanted to go 
all that way for two shillin’s.”’ 

I says, ‘‘I only asked ’im to drive on as far as he could go, Kilburn 
way, for a ’our.”’ 

Says the magistracy to the cabman, “Did you agree to take this 
lady on those terms ?” 

: “Law,” says the cabman, “I never set eyes on the lady, and ain’t 
ad a fare to Kilburn these two year.”’ 

So says the magistracy to me, “Is that the man ?” 

I says, * Certingly not ; for the man as drove me were a thin, spare 
man, with a’atchet face, and a gimlet eye, as the sayin’ is, and I 
should call this a lusty party.” 

Then why did you summons ’im ?” says the magistracy. 

, Why,’ I says, “it is ’is’artful deceitful ways no doubt, as, in course, 
ave changed cabs with the other, as is easy done through their all 
workin’ in, a oe 

- The case is dismissed,’’ says the magistracy. 

. t,”’ I says, “and no rights for a lone woman as takes a cab as 
did ought to. be protected.” 
tracy only gave a sign with ’is’and, and the party in 
the gownd told me to stand down, and walk with him. 
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So I says, “Well, in course I'll go, but you ain't ’eard the last of 
this, for,” I says, “if I goes to QukeN Wicronta ‘erself I'll ‘ave my 
rights.” And were a-goin out of the place when I was stopped by a 
party as told me I’d got to give that cabman five shillin’s for ‘is loss 
of time. I says, “Never, not if I goes to prison for it.”” 

‘It's the magistrate’s order,”’ says the party, “and you must pay.”’ 

So I says, “ I'll ’ear it from ’is own lips, then,"’ and I goes and 
asks what were the meanin’ of such goin’s on. 

Says the magistracy, “ Let ’er stand up,’’ and so I did, and if he 
didn’t take and give me such a talkin’ to, a-sayin’ as I did ought to be 
ashamed of myself as bringin’ up a false charge agin a inmergent man 
as might ’ave been ’is ruin but for a good character with a large family 
as was unknown to the Perlice, or might ‘ave lost ‘is licen¢ée, as ‘ad 
been and purgid myself, and made a disturbance in cougt but would 
discharge me this time, and ’oped as it would prove a warnin’ to me 
as drink were no doubt the cause on. 

I thought as I should ’ave dropped, but couldn't stand it no longer, 
and so I says, “ You jest please to keep a civil tongue in your ‘ead a- 
talkin’ to me jest as if I were one of them lowliyed ——”’ 

“ Hold your tongue or I’ll commit you for contempt,” says the magis- 
tracy ; and the party as stood next me as were a perlice says to me, “ Be 
quiet.” And if that magistracy didn’t go on a-tellin’ me as I should 
make my ’ome desolute, my life a misery, as was one of them, parties 
as likes to ear theirselves talk; but in course ave got it all ‘1s own 
way jest for all the world like a parson as nobody can’t contradict, till 
at last he says to me, ‘‘ Are you married ?”’ 

I says, “I consider such a question as insults as am. well beknown.” 

Says the magistracy, “ Does any one know ’er?” 

Up jumps a werry nice lookin’ stout, little gentleman, as wore 
glasses and ’ad been a starin’ at me rather bold all the time, with a 
wicked winkle in his eye and said as he knowed me well, and would 


answer for me bein’ respectable, and come and e that kind to me, 
and told me as I must pay the five shillin’s, and says, “ Next time as 
you summons a cab mind as you gets the number all right.” 

‘“‘ Well,” I says, “ I copied it down from the back of the , and it 
was all their faults as took it down ’ere;” but the party as ‘ag done it 
he showed the numbers as I'd give, and then says, ‘‘ You teld me to 


leave out the orts.” 

I says, “I certingly did, not a-thinkin’ ag they’d make such a 
difference; but I won’t be beat. I'll ’ave another summgps with all 
the orts left in.” 7 

Says the nice little gent, “ You'd better leave it alone. You've got 
bothered with the figgers some ’ow.”’ 

“Well, then,’’ I says, “it’s others as ’ave bothered me.”’ 

He says, “There aint no cab in the world as is numbered 
10,000,763.” 

So I says, “In course you knows best, as I considers a friend, and 
wishes you a werry good day ;’’ and ’ome I goes dreadful put out, and 
never said a word to Brown, as would 'ave crowed; but I must say as 
no wonder cabs goes on as they do when you can’t even take their 
numbers right, with magistrates agin’ you, as is a downright 
disgrace. 





Ex-hoss-tive. 


Jonkurys read this out to us just now :— 

A horse belonging to Mr. Porritt, of Burnham Market, died suddenly the other 
day. The cause of death not being known the body was opened, when in its 
stomach eight stones were found, six of them weighing a pound each, the other two 
half a pound. They were sharp-edged and of triangular shape, and how they 
found their way into such a strange situation is not apparent. 

“Now,” said Jonxms, “do you think the horse could have swallowed 
those stones?’’ Can’t say, was the answer—but we can't swallow 
them—unless, like Suffolk, Flintshire has a breed of horses of its own. 


All-a-bam, ah! 

Tue latest from America! 

A few days ago two gentlemen in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, opened fire upon eac’ 
other with revolversin the street. Both were wounded anda bystander Was killed. 
Serve the bystander perfectly right. What business had he staring 
vulgarly at two gentlemen amicably settling a private difference ? Ws 
know manners, we do! You wouldn’t catch us hanging about imter- 
fering with the free action of the bullets, when two strangers are hard 
at it with revolvers. Oh, no! we know manners. 





‘‘ Soft Lydian Airs.” 

Miss Lyp1a THompson has published a pamphlet which she is pleas- 
ed to call The Literature of the Lash, describing her “ argument '’—a 
strikingly forcible one—with the Chicago Editor. fe 
credit of the profession that she will not publish any more editions of 
the “ argument.” 





Wuar particular train does Tom Tuums resemble? The limited 
male, of course. 
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We trust for the | 
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‘INDISCRIMINATE ALMS-GIVING.” 


Rvtu is so very short-sighted, you know ! 








WHAT'S ON THE WALLS. 


Tae Royal Academy Exhibition for 1870 is without a doubt the 
worst for years! Last year the removing from the National Gallery 
could be pleaded as an excuse for a good many things, but this year 
that poor ent cannot be urged. With greater facilities, enlarged 
space, and with—if we may believe the statements of the Academiclans 
(which we don’t)—a fair and liberal desire to do justice to those 
outside the charmed circle, the Academy gives us a show which is 
imply disgraceful and d ing to English Art, if it is to be taken as 
an example of what English Art is. 

_ All the old evils, which were to vanish in the new premises, have 
increased rather than diminished. The R.A.’s exhibit more than their 
usual amount of rapacity and incapacity. After their names in the 
catalogue come the old strings of figures, proving that they cannot 
restrain their greed for wall-space or give the younger men fair play. 
And yet out of the six or seven canvases so many of them send in, 
how few have the least claim to the wall-space “ on the line’ which they 
occupy—unless their size is to be taken as a claim on the score of 
“ quantity not q ity!”” We have made a rough calculation of the 
number of R.A. ’s and outsiders with the number of pictures exhibited 
by each elass, and we find that, out of the one thousand and odd 
— i exhibited, the fifty or so of Academicians own about a 
un and sixty, the outsiders, six hundred and fifty in number, 
showing about eight hundred and eight—that is that the R.A.’s have 
an advan of three to one in eipeseinteten over the rest of the 
exhibitors. Of course the Academy being theirs, with special rules for 
their advantage, they may do this—but doing so, let them renounce all 
pretence of being an Academy for the advancement of English Art, and 
own themselves the mere traders they are. This course would have 
the double advantage of ee them from the strain of keeping up 
the pretence of impartiality and devotion to Art, and also of relieving 
ish Art from the di of their performances. 
t do the Academicians contribute to the glory of Art this year? 
We have Mr. Cooxe and Mr. Coorzr fiddling on the same single 
strings, the former with his thousandth repetition of Dutch boats; the 
latter with his thousandth repetitions of cows and sheep. Mr. Frost 
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SEASONABLE RHYMES. 


A Nortu-Easterty breeze! 

We grunt and we wheeze— 

We shiver, we freeze— 

We cough, and we sneeze! 

Frost seven degrees 

(Poor apricot trees !) 

All kinds of disease 

On weak folks to seize. 

If this be the cheese 

(And it’s “ Grew ’’-here, one sees !) 
Not for me, if you please! 

In climates like these 

The thought of green peas 
Occurs but to tease, 

While round fires we all squeeze, 
And devoutly one “d’’s, 

As one toasts one’s cold knees, 
The vexatious decrees 

That the Weather Clerk “ gies,’’ 
And one’s appetite flees 

For smart repartees, 

While the wind to N.E.’s, 

And in very high keys, 

Pipes loud airs—though not glees! 


SSS 
' 


V 


THE GOURMAND’S HOPE. 


Wnuat did I hope for ere last night I went 
To dinner to meet several famous beauties, 
Say! did I hope my stock of jokes unspent 
Would make folks laugh ?—a wit has serious duties. 
Or did I wish to snare some lovely girl, 
And win her wealth, as in some story olden, 
And swear I worshipped every pendant curl 
‘That like her expectations should be golden. 
No, Reader! but last night, before the feed, 
I had one hope indulged in ere we revelled ; 
| I fondly trusted, blame me not for greed, 
We should have whitebait plain, and then red devill’d. 


Ratti iL) 


Tus Fovuest Starx on A SuHeErrizrp Briapzt.—A 
stab in the dark. 








—who doesn’t know exactly what his pictures are ? Who cannot guess 
the “‘sweet’”’ sort of work Messrs. Dopson and Le Jeunz exhibit? 
Then comes Mr. Fritu, with a batch of seven pictures of inferior 
merit, instead of one good one. Sir Francis Grant occupies a lion’s 
share of wall with vast and uninteresting portraits, and Mr. Knicut 
follows suit. Mr. Harr only sends one picture—for which modera- 
tion we have reason to be grateful. Srm Epwin Lannpseer nullifies 
the good effect of his other works with a sloppy ‘“‘ Lassie,” and a 
gigantic “royal” picture, which the nation should, out of loyalty to 
the Queen and regard for the painter, purchase and destroy, with the 
exception of the foot or so of canvas where the dog is. Mr. Miitais, 
following Sir Epwrn’s example, after giving us some of the cleverest 
pictures on the walls, insults the public by exhibiting a portrait of Mr. 
Kexk that a sign-board painter would be ashamed of. Mr. O’Neu1, 
Mr. PickEeRrsciLL, and Mr. RepGRave are just what they always are. 
Mr. Warp is stagey and painty as usual; and Mr. Warts, once a 
painter of promise, has begun the downward career of mannerism and 
wenn which seems inevitable so soon as a painter writes R.A. after 
is name. 

All honour to Mr. Goopat, whose single picture is a work which 
does credit to English Art, asto the generosity and conscientiousness 
of the painter who can afford to leave space, he might claim, for 
younger artists, but cannot afford to scamp his work. Mr. Hoox is 
another R.A. who worthily represents the English school. After 
these, the Associates, the young blood, with Mr. Lzesire at the head, 
come to the front, and do much to sustain the credit of the Academy, 
which the older members so endanger. 

Among the outsiders some few take notable place. But many seem 
to have been admitted only to keep such pictures as that of Mr. 
C. LanpsgER in countenance! When it became known a short time 
since that many excellent pictures by well-known painters had been 
rejected, it was naturally concluded that the exhibition would be one 
of extraordinary merit. It turns out to be unprecedentedly bad, and 
the only reason we can deduce for the exclusion is, that the Eee 
sent back were too dangerously good ; and that merit was a bar, and 
mediocrity and inferiority were recommendations. Of the outsiders 
who attracted most notice last year how few are to be met with in the 
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present Exhibition. ‘The Last Rose of Summer,” by Mr. Barnzs, 
which was so justly admired last year, has doubtless procured its 
painter the compliment of rejection this year by those who “ bear, like 
the Turk, no brother near the throne,” least of all a big brother. 

We are prepared to be singular in our condemnation of the Ex- 
hibition. What the Saturday Review has said of dramatic critiques 
applies with equal force to art-notices, which incompetence and interest 
combine to render utterly valueless! Criticism is rapidly degenerating 
into puffery, and outspoken truth is so rare, that those whose works 
meet with the smallest amount of deserved censure attribute it at once 
to malevolence or envy. Until the art-critics take heart of grace to 
say plainly what they see and feel, the Exhibition of the Royal 
Academy will never purge our national school of art of the disgrace 
and dishonour which befell it at the Paris Exhibition, where compared 
with the pictures of other countries, the English paintings made so 
pitiable and contemptible a figure. 


The King of Fishes. 


Tue twenty-three pound salmon recently taken in the Thames has, 
we believe, been pronounced to be a genuine Salmo salar. We rather 
incline to the opinion—perpend, Mra. Frank Beuckianp !—that it must 
be a specimen of the Salmo ferox, as it has certainly proved ‘a lion.” 


Ex Cathedra. 

Tue Eart or Duptey never really intended to put a stop to the 
Worcester Musical Festival—it was only his joke — just a little 
purse-iflage. 
English to the Backbone. 


Wuen the last note of the thrush is hushed, and the nightingale 
fills the air with melody, how irresistibly does the sentiment, dear to 
every Briton, suggest itselfi—‘‘ One down—another come on!” 
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AN ORDINARY REMARK. 


Hungry Diner :—“'TxouBLE YOU FOR SOME MORE BREAD, LANDLORD. I 


ALWAYS EAT A GOOD DEAL OF BREAD WITH MY MEAT.” 


’ - 7 AT? ‘ ’ 
Landlord :—“ So I sex, stn! AND A GOOD DEAL O MEST WITH YOUR BREAD, ; 
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Aushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accor.- 
panied by a stamped and dtrected envelope; and we do not hold ourselycs 
responsible for loss, 1 


PRESUMPTIOUS (Exeter).—If we were presumptuous, we should say you 
had — your vocation —you don’t mean presumption, but assumption, 
surely ! 

DEMOoCRAT.—We don’t like rats of any kind. 

PHNIX (Blackheath).—We have no objection to your rising from your 
ashes, but don’t try to revive a lot of old jokes, as well. ; 

ALPACA.— We've no alternative, so you must put up with.refusal, ’Tis 
hard a native of Peru should not achieve perusal. 

PoETA NASCITUR, ETc.—Unfortunately, as far as your chanceof climb - 
ing Parnassus is concerned, you don’t seem to stir a Pegasus). 

E. W. T. (Bermondsey).—Not a tanner! 

E. G.—Good, but we can't make jokes about the “‘ Present’’ state of the 
weather. It changes on the day of publication if we do. 

SoLoMON SaGE.—Sage! Scuff, a goose. None of your-sance. 

ConsTANT READER.—We doubt it, for the ariicle youallude to appeared 
in our second number! 

J. K. (Cong, Mayo).—The memorandum on your MS, precured its im- 
mediate dismissal unread. 

H. A. P. (Oxford).— Not required. 

CONSTANT READER (Liverpool).—The last volume ended with No. 251 

BLoATER.— Your joke about “‘ w(h)ales’’ and ‘fishy ’’ isn’t original for 
one thing—for another, a.whale isn’t a fish at all! 

Dz Prorunpis.—He has no father’s name to trade on—and he wil! 
leave his son similarly circumstanced. 

Declined with thanks :—B., Colney Hatch; J. J. W., Heigham ; R, 8S. F., 
Liverpool; E. A.;C. A. D., Finsbury; A. C , Inland Revenue; J. M, H. ; 
Rise in the Stocks ; Toby; G. L., Cheltenham ; McPhun, Glasgow; H. T , 
Tavistock-street;—Doncas'er: Toodles; H. F. A,, Old Broadestreet ; 
G. T. F., Weybridge; F. J.; R. F., Tottenham-road; B. B.; A. W. C., 
Glasgow; F. B., Bermondsey; W. J. B., Brixton; E, S. C., Hornsey ; 
F. W.; King of Lilliput; Edilf; Lothair; C. B.; T. F. W.; E. L, 
Glasgow. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I66. 


Wuewn from his labours in the nation’s cause, 
Vacation brings our Atticus a pause, 

His learned labour loving he devotes 

To theologic or to classic notes. 

Not so APELLA! He, in forced retreat, 
Essays no lofty theme, no mighty feat ; 

He on the stage once more his puppets drags, 
Deckt out in tinsel and in tawdry rags ; 

For him, contented with the novelist’s name, 
Fiction is Literature, and Mupre Fame! 


| 1. The rain and the sleet 
They pitiless beat 
On that poor old gentleman's “ frosty pow,” 
Which was decked with a circlet of gold but now. 


NY 2. This very brave hero of mine 
\ He dwelt in a tower on the Rhine, 
And, a thief of the very first water, 
A dragon once promised to slaughter. 
But the folks, when the brute he had slain, 
Wished that Ae had been killed, of the twain! 


3. A braver soldier, or a man more handy, 
Was never heard of. I appeal to Suanpy. 


4. Faria, allow my lips 
On those fingers to impinge, 
Whose delightful slender tips 
Blush with somewhat orange tinge. 


5. I cannot say that I approve of that— 
At any rate as trimming for a hat. 


6. Tis said its proportions symmetric were traced 
(As indeed you'll discern in the capital curls,) 
From woman’s rare charms ; such as anciently graced 
The land of the Greek, famed for beautiful girls. 
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7. I saw Esav kissing Kare 
In a corner snug and cosy ; 
But his nose thereafter, I must state, 
Had a smudge of a colour rosy! 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 164. —~ Lowe, 
Laureated, Ou, Whit, Extirpatory. 

SotuTiu xs oF Acrostic No. 164, mxeczivep 4th May. — None 
Correct. 
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ETIQUETTE. 


Mr. Tunks’ (to Coal-heaving Friend) :—‘“ Loox’sE ’ERE—VEN YOU AN’ ME’S 
TOGETHER LIKE THIS, Brit, I pon’r MIND YER A-CALLIN’ OF ME JOE. 


REMEMBER, VEN_VE’RE IN sociETY, I'm Mr. Tunxs!”’ 








CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


MAY. 


In the Cornhill Mr. Reavz’s story seems drawing to a not ve 
satisfactory conclusion ; and the instalment has here and there a touc 
of animalism which jars somewhat. The rest of the number is of 
average merit, and both illustrations are very good. 

London Society is not as strong in its art as usual. ‘“ Amateur and 
Professional’’ is a vague and purposeless treatment of an interesting 
topic. “ Impressions of One Term at Oxford’’ is a capital paper, but 
we venture to question the last anecdote in it? Undergrads don’t go 
in for fireworks but fists on the 5th of November, and we cannot un- 
derstand how the writer could slip a Roman candle into the proctor's 
pocket—how could he get at it, when the proctor was wearing his 
gown? By the way, the paper will make many an old Oxford man 
pause when he comes to the mention of “ Filthy Luker,” and the an- 
nouncement that he is dead ! 

Once a Week contains the finish of “Caught by a Thread.”’ A paper 
on “ London Birds ” is curious, and interesting. The number is 
a good one. We are inclined to think the magazine would do better 
without any illustrations save an occasional “ Phiz.’’ 

The Poetical Magazine will be gratefully hailed by all editors, we 
feel sure ; for it divert the stream of poetry which is constantly 
kept playing on them by ambitious bards. We cannot look so wel- 


1 WK" as Da 


TO A JILT. 
SoME WAY AFTER PRAED. 


WueEn rural boroughs are not bought, 
Or lovely maidens sold ; 

When self is reckoned less than naught, 
Or honour more than gold; 

When money does not make the man, 
Or gooseberries champagne ; 

When Poet Crosr’s verses scan,— 
I may be yours again! 


When Tvssavn’s wax-works learn to think, 
Or Tories to be wise ; 
When local rates begin to sink, 
Or Spanish scrip to rise ; 
When German princes live at home, 
Or swells in Drury- lane ; 
When Dr. Cummine goes to Rome,— 
I may be yours again! 


When knaves and ranters cease to preach, 
Or evening prints to lie; 
When tyros do not try to teach, 
Or silly girls to dye ; 
When Osnorne quite forgets to jest, 
Or Ireland to complain ; 
When taxes are no more assess’'d— 
I may be yours again! 


When law and justice both unite, 
Or Swan and Epaar part; 

When London gas gives better light, 
Or Ayrton takes to art; 

When Leicester-square begins to smile, 
Or “‘ Bradshaw ”’ to be plain ; 

When smart reviewers don’t revile,— 
I may be yours again! 


When Lorp Penzance shall sit no more, 
Or gaols no longer stand ; 

When want is banished from our shore, 
Or love is in the land; 

When earth is rid of every woe, 
Or fools are blest with brain— 

Why then, my faithless charmer, know 


Bur 
; I may be yours again! 








come a gift-horse in the mouth, especially when it is sent out in such 
elegant trappings. 





Warren-ted. 


Asprrants for literary honours may take a useful lesson from the 
shoe-black. He is but a slovenly scribe who scorns to “ polish.” 


Black Game. 
Now is your time—noble sportsmen! in London, rookeries innumer- 
able caw loudly for thinning. 


Wuart RB.A., does noé mean :—Respectable Art. 





NOTICE.—At the end of June will be published, 
NICHOLAS’S NOTES, 
With other Writings by the late W. J. Prowss. Edited by Tom Hoop. 


RovuTrLeDGE AND Sons, Broadway. 


NOTICE.—Many subscribers having complained of the inconvenience of the 


Fun volumes ending at irregular divisions of the year, tt has been deter- 
mined to bring the present volume to a close in June, so that in future 
they will be completed at Christmas and Midsummer. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 
to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publis generally for a Catalo 
considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing of SEVEN, TEN, and 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. 
List of their Furnitc re, have iled with 


e, or Price 


they comp , 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES \in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
enabling intending Purchase 


various 
whole house. 


THIS 
119, 


rs to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tet 1 cost of Furnishing the 


ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, §8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: May 14, 1870 








| May 21, 1870.] 

| 

The Proof of the Pudding is in 
the Eating. 


Nort exactly! after eating 
’Twould be well to wait awhile: 

And before its praise repeating, 
See how it affects the bile. 


Poison even may be grateful 
To the palate while we eat ; 

| For its consequences hateful 
Often come with tardy feet. 


You may sup—your supper relish ; 
Proof of which next day we see— 
When wet cloths your brow embellish, 

And you call for “S. and B.”’ 


+ You may ride and think it jolly— 
Tis next morn you feel so sore ; 

Morning proves an evening’s jolly, 
Tis effects that we deplore. 


Therefore I—its truth contesting— 
From this adage hold aloof ; 

For I look to the digesting 
Of the pudding for its proof ! 


Bottled-up. 


Barney O’Boory is anxious to know 
whether Mr. DisraAewti is an Irishman, as 
he is so often spoken of as being a Cork- 
asian by descent. 


Open to Observation. 


Tue race for honours at the late show 
of The Royal Botanic Society was so 
severe that many of the flowers were quite 
“blown.” 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. A FEW REJECTED PICTURES, 


It is a pleasant sign in these days, when people declare that 
SHAKESPEARE is completely played out, to see how well Miss Fame: Bayes. 


Bovvenir’s Costume Recitals, at St George’s Hall, are supported, Harvest Home: Bannes. BOULD. 

although they are selections from the extinct dramatist in question.| The Wedding Ring: Bett. The Sea-fog: Haves. 

Of that lady’s talent we have had occasion to speak ere now, but we | The Response: Crank. Bright Colours: Hucues. 

are glad to see that she is gradually developing her powers, and| A Fiery Sky: Coxs. Sorrow: Joy. 

carefully and conscientiously maturing her intelligent readings of the Newcastle-on-Tyne: Cottier. | Rosa: Lopwey. 

various characters she has chosen for representation. Her quiet yet | ‘“ Don’t’’: Doo. Soft Slumber: Prrrgav. And 
forcible acting is a pleasant contrast to the frothy elocution of her | Melting Moments: Fanner. | A Dutch Subject: By A. Broom. 
immediate predecessor at the Hall. She is well supported by a small 


but select company, and offers the British public a really intellectual 
entertainment, which we are glad to see is so well appreciated by it. 


Bravo, Newcastle ! 
‘¢ Mr. Headlam, though he knew he could not carry it, persisted in his amend- | in view of the increasing number of burglaries and attempts at them in London and 
ment. The House rose for the holidays, leaving it in debate. The men of 


Newcastle te!d a meeting and gave their opinion so clearly, that on the re- | Really, Caprarn Henperson’s coolness is worthy of an old—a ver 
assembl_ng of Parliament the first thing Mr. Headlam did was apologetically to old sci or! i ow y 


withdraw his amendment.”’— Vide Daily Papers. 


Bravo, Newcastle Liberals, your party well you back, te anastalie aid ta 4. The public hs id he gall tein wihontd 

; i , pecially pai guard. e public has a right to call his attention 

You'll have a representative, and do not like a sham! to the eee immunity of burglars, and the enlarged incompetence 

So he who thought he was the Heap before the Easter vac., of the police, but the Chief Commissioner has no right to ask us to do : 


When Parliament assembled, thanks to you, came bark a Lam(b). his work. We beg to recommend Captain Henpexson for the 


We said so! 


In noticing the new piece at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre, we said ; . 
we expected the very blunder we find in a Boston paper just arrived :— Here's an opening for a new Egyptian loan :— 
In christening his new comedy Mr. T. W. Robertson has carried his fondness for A telegram from Alexandria announces that a new palace at Ramieh, near that 
monosyllabie titles almost to the verge of absurdity. He calls it ‘‘ M. P.” 
At the lowest estimate “‘M.P.’’ must be two syllables. The fact is : . : : 
that duffers said the author of Caste, Ours, and School likes monosylla- Two hundred thousand pounds made light of in this way is a novelty 
bles ; and the remark is repeated ad nauseam by the bigger duffers who 
deal in Polly-syllables—or parrot-like repetitions of what they hear. 


Going for a Song. 


“Deceiver” has given many a run to the followers of Her! Cvoxrecrep Reapinc.—Monkey’s allowance: more kicks than ape- 
Majesty’s Stag Hounds. Is this ‘‘the hart for falsehood framed” ? | pence. 


VoL. XI. 
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HARD ON THE CAPTAIN. 


Captain :— OrrIcer’s TICKET TO ’’—— 
Clerk :—* FURTHER ON,—‘ PARLIAMENTARY AND Doas’!” 





Thatgeave not been painted. 
The Brighton Sham-fight: Cor- 





Police ! 


WE congratulate the Chief Commissioner of Police on his coolness 
under trying circumstances! We have come upon this :— 
The Chief Commissioner of Police has issued a cautionary notice to houseliolders, 


the suburbs. 


He anticipates our complaints of the increased number 
of burglaries, by quietly telling us to look after that which his force 


Victoria Cross—for “ coolness in action.’’ 


Eastern Finance. 


city, which has just been constructed for the Khedive at a cost of about £200,000, 
has been entirely destroyed by fire. 


even in the East, where money is so carelessly squandered. When 
the fire was got under, the next thought naturally was how to raise the any 
wind. 


Recon-pitg.—A day of reckoning: Saturday. 
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A LETTER FROM LOW LATITUDES, 


Being the Humble Petitions of Many Any, Cook, touching the Proposed 
Removal of the Knightsbridge Barracks. 
--, \WK a mussy, says I, when I secs it in 
| Lloyds, as I takes every Saturday 
mornin’, 

If they do move the barracks from 
Knightsbridge, I says, well, here 
goes to give missus a-warnin — 

Which stay in the place is a thing as I 
can’t—though a good ‘un with lots 
of perquizzits— a 

If none o’ one’s cousins, as is Lifeguards, 


- — oo 
ee 6 2c 
ET ene 


neta 





a 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 18th, 1870. 
is more show than about the progress of the Land 


through the House. First of all the Irish M.P.’s began 
Then the English members didn’t pull up to 


eld tele seni 
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trou 
Lastly Lon» Huomno, by executing a number of irrelevant 
has gone seme way towards complicating matters. The 
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PURE ia! hind-springs : 0 " . 
i +; whip hws had ne light task to keep the Liberal team in anything like you know, is likely to come payin’ 
ato order, and has not by amy means succeeded in getting +t yo on. stdin 
fF ; _ Howeverthe statesmanwho holds fheribbons is an accomplished driver, sd eae ei wetted is tind: of, 
RR | wud there is no fear of his failing tolkandie the team successfully, and : 2+ Seiad Ani. 
Lah. 2 . a as goes a-makin’ theirs PP} 
we arriving at his destination in due fime. celiens, 
ie A-arsking to have them there barracks 
1) Sm Joux Paxixcrox, who, while warping Mr. Carpweztt of the removed, as had much better mind 
mortal cffects of the War-effice ‘Ship on Herzert and Lewis, their own stations, | 
And callin’ them beautiful sojers “a | 


| said de had come safe through the ordeal, omitted to show how he 
| gained his immunity. ‘The ingniry into the case of Cotonst Boxsr 
has since explained the moble baroncf’s immunity, which we had been 


heye-sore”—as I sor with grief 
and rise !— 
As if such a sight as them guards wasn't 


FE RE agg 


| indlimed to as a paralid of that of the drummer-boy, who 

| went when acannon ball took off fhe heads of the grena- just the rewerse—which is good for 

| diens before him. sore eyes: ; 
Which it’s wulgar it is, their remarks 


_ See Jouw did not read his letters at the War-office, for he pleads, in 

| cxouseof thisalleged permi-sion to Cotonet Boxsr to take out patents, 

| thatdhe —- was interpolated in the letter he signed. 

| Everybody knows what that means! It means that Sr — 

| & puppet ae rmitted by the permanent officials to “play 
fantastic tricks,’ but thede to follow hc ccetind of the office. In this | 

case doubtless that routine was fair and just. Cotonet Boxer, ill-paid | 


_ ee we 
- . = 


every bit, like them street-boys as | 
kicks up their rackets, | 

A-callin’ em “lobsters”—though why | 
I can’t say, unless it’s their wearin’ 
shell-jackets, 

There! if women had only just got 


by his country as a Government, had a right to make money out of | -—_ HN their own rights, as is fought for, 
his country as a trader. Anyhow, Sim Joun Paxrncron is not to be Se ah I reads, by a Mrr1— 
“= They'd find the removin’ them barracks 





complimented on his anxiety to cry, “ Please, sir, ’*twasn’t sme, sir! ’’ ~~. S| \ ~-. 
—_—— ;, at Knightsbridge a labour uncom- 


| We need no excuse for quoting from the Broad Arrow a paragraph ; . . mon uphill, ‘ 
so full of common sense as the following :— Which a biggerer ’ardship to ’ousemaids and cooks I'll trouble you, 
_ Now that a great number of regiments of Militia are out for their annual trainin sir, to discover— : : 
it may not be inappropriate to suggest the advisability of the bounties being ae For what's “ Sunday out” ever good for, I arsk, if on Sundays your're 
payable - the on Se ——- orders, or otherwise, on their arrival at their out of alover ? 
resp«ctive homea, and of railway warrants being issued to the men instead of mon , ’ i - 
for travelling allowance, on the last day of training. This would save many men And what . to become o S ne’s wages, you know—not to enema is 
from being robbed as they often are on their way home, and would be the means of quizzits and cribbings— , 
_ assistiog recruiting, as the men would have their bounties to spend on arriving in | For chiggnons is cheap nowadays—and one can’t spend the ’ole o 
| ther respective country villages, instead of returning home, as is frequently the one’s money on ribbings ? 
case, under the influence of beerhouse drop<, without money in their pockets. Mr. y ’ ing 1} v 
Csrdwell will do a great service to the Militia if he turns his attention to this | When money weren’t never no trouble at all, as was freely and cas} 
subject for a few minutee. expendi 
_ Wehave no hope that so sensible a reform will be carried out. No | 1m @ houting on ’olidays, when one went out with a guardsman for 
; steps have ever taken to preserve our soldiers and sailors from the _ , beau as were sp ndid J . ony 
harpies who notoriously prey them, and so our militiamen can | Which were six foot in ’ei’th, in an uniform red—as red as vermillium 
hardly expect to be protected. We have no doubt that some red-tape : could p { it— ‘ . 
rule exists which makes a Post-office order an irregular and unrecog- (As is why England's arms is supported, they say, by a Lion and 
nisable means of transmitting money. Government Departmentshave | ___._ Uniform, ain't it ) ; ; 
With a curly mustarche, and a helegant cane, in a costchoom genteel 














a pleasant way of looking on each other as perfect Puriahs, with 
whom communication is dedlement. 7 and refined, : ’ 
sciaiieteeecieaetiaaatetinininsiaaiieion As there wasn’t no fault to be found with except which the pockets 
_ Tue “Benevolent Association of London Coffee and Eating-house ween} soeay wee nad. , iy fe | 
Kecpem, igre annual diner atthe Provoasone ever, on | PM ESce santosh = Mmumome and sve either wages fo 
, 2 ay, the ] © ay. e ir will be taken by Mar. ‘4 ae . : ’ 
| Srawuey | lox, M.P., who va be well supported. We hav © much Which pa ppoeing it emawallrd beer they required, why who wouldn’t 
| pats a wing attention to the anniversary of so deserving an But, escuse this Ses epistle, sir, please, as I says to JANE 
As for movin’ the barracks from Knightsbridge, I says, I have only to 
Expede—Venerem ! say—let ’em try, 
| _Ocnr contemporary, Land and Water, commenting on Mz. Warson’s And see if I don’t write a letter to Fun, as‘ll pretty quick bring ’em to 
| picture of a Wild-duck-sheoter in the Academy, says :— Whicl aa in you'll do so, I signs myself, yours most respekfully 
Wild ducks, eatian } ? beggin s ’ 
tavaviahly have Sook tena See: tn heart ref poang, be pre), : Maryuann, Cook. 
Happy fellow, the writer of that! We have had some acquaintance om | 
with ducks—even with “darling ducks” and “ducks o’diamonds,”’ | 
Glad to Hear it! 


but we never dared ask even the wildest of them to allow us to 
sie colour of her little tootsies! But we are not young fas g Tans is quite right! 

pus. The Chaneellor of the Exehequer has directed his secretary to inform a Birming- 
ham gentleman that it is proposed that a liability to licence shall attach to avy 


. person carrying a gun outside his house. Persons who are in the habit of shooting 
Gambling. sparrows in their gardens would incur the liability. 


Tux Faroe fishing is turning out successful. We are glad to hear | People who shoot small birds deserve to get pepper from the tax- 
the speculutors are getting fish, for Paro is always a lottery to some | collector. Of course, one may fire at burglars, for though foul, they 
extent. are classed as birds of prey. 
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Gladstone (to Fortesewe):—“NO; WE DON’T GET ON VERe™ SHY!” 
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THOUGHTS IN CABS. 
Sreapy, old horse! The brute behind thee 


and bshind me, and 
above both of us—for hath he not ne, a 


the high seat and the strong hand 


AaChal 


which give him the pull, as a superior animal ?—will be somewhat | 


wary, 1 warrant, of lashing thee over much, this bout. He saw that I 
looked narrowly and with some curious observation at his whip hodana 
I scrambled into this two-wheeled Steady then, Ieay! Tho 
thong is tipped with devilish gutta-percha, that cuts like wire or cat- 
gut ; and well mayest thou wince, poor beast, in dread of the bitter 
sting! But I know, and thy tyrant knows that I know, thet 
there is a police-magistrate hereabout, who has warned the 
habitual torturers of horseflesh that he will always, without lis- 
tening to any lenient nonsense about a fine, visit with full 
term of imprisonment and hard lahour every proved offence of 
over-driving, when such offence shall have been aggravated by vil- 
lanous use of the cheaper and cruel'er whip-cord. Steady, horse, 
steady! T'was but a flick of the long lash that tickled thy lean flank. 
Pick up thy feet with utmost care, I pray theo. 

Hah! This motion likes me well. We roll and jolt more, perhaps, 
than Sybarite effeminate bodies would care to do. The Piccadilly 
pavement ~ gad’s my life, there’s a lurch !—is methinks a rough road 
for the wheels of Cesar. Gently down-hill, good steed. "Tis in no 
unkindly care of thee I speak: for a fall on these hard stones were a 

ievous thing. The lash, I say again, thou needest not to fear. 

A cab is the crucible of cogitation. I have found it also to be the 
churn of rhyme. Haynes Bartey,a writer of vers d- société of the last 
generation but one, at whose performances it has latterly become the 
fashion—especially with cockney critics, whose own ryhmes, when 
they take to rhyming, are about equal to the standard of stage bur- 
lesques - to sneer—though for my part I own I think many of his 
songs are perfect in their kind, and, in point of polish, beat the much- 
praised Prarp—found his readiest and healthiest mental stimulus in 
the easy swinging of a cab. His was, to be sure, the full-blown, 
exquisite, private and particular cabriolet, well-built, well-hung, hand- 
somely-appointed, springy, padded inside with luxurious cushions— 
altogether a cabri-au-lat that one would do well to call a cabri-d- 
la creme. My vehicular experiences are chiefly hansomian. Perhaps 
my rhymes are more rugged, by consequence, than they might be if I 
rode in a chariot of Phcebus or a brougham of Windover. As leaning 
back I once in a cab lay, came to my mind this problem of Ranexats: 
Which was first, Drinking or Thirst? That is a doubt wherein schools 
are immersed. Some say thirst must have come before drinking. 
They proceed in a wrong way of thinking. Tius we confute the dolts, 
od rabbit ’em: Privatio presupponit habitum. Well jingled, muse! 
Well jumbled, cab! This’ then, is my easy chair; in the which, if I 
laugh not, yet do I shake. Oddly did Cotermcer misquote Porr’s 
line. Said the great S. T. C. “ Never was there a more pliusible and 
seldom, I am persuaded, a less appropriate line, than the thousand 
times quoted— 


. yt 
shell, 


Rabelais laughing in his easy-chair, 


of Ma. Pors.” But that is not what Mx. Pore said, by any means. 
What he did say, apostrophising Swirt, was this— 

Whether thou chuse Cervantes ’serious air, 

Or laugh and shake in Rab’ lais’ easy-chair— 
And this, I take it, was quite another pair of shoes. One may argue, 
indeed, that by obvious association of ideas, as well as by the employ- 
ment of the figure prosopopeia, Porz fairly induced his readers to 
suppose that, when he put Swrrt in Ranatais’ place, he put Swirt in 
~— of Rasexais, and deliberately set up, not a resemblance merely, 

an actual personation. I don’t believe the intention of Porz went 

a step farther than to indicate the fitness of Swirr to occupy the chair 
of Rapetais; and I don’t believe that this picture of Swirv, his 
laughing and shaking, had the least outward reference to Ranrvais 
whatever. At all events, CoLenipce's quotation of the line, if it be 
not disingenuous, is grossly inexact. . 

Wo-ho there! If you do that again, horse, I'll throw this book at 
you. Itis heavy, and might hurt. Ah! Two figures one knows well 
about town, standing on the club-house steps. A journalist and his 
proprietor. “The one is a Scotsman, the other a Jew.’ Nowanother 
journalist comes up to them, and speaks. Irish he, from head to heel. 
That is a strange medley of companionship, daily growing less strange, 

h, in newspaper life. But now we are at the end of this con- 
tentative journey. Seventh door on the right, driver —where the 
oo burns over the door. So! There goes the voice of Big Ben, 
ming through the mist. One. Two. 








Chaff from our Chef. 


Cucump:r to the salmon, fennel to the mackerel, and a salad to the 
lobster, but what, ye diners-out, is the jelly-fish ? 





Extremes Mert.—Early strawberries at late dinners. 


_ Way was the conscious victim of a recent card-sharping business 


Beeanse he was “ Done an’ knew-it.” 


like a famous Co-co Co ? 
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How smooth along it do w 


ACROSTIC, No. 167. | 


»run so lightly, 
To where a pleasant suburb shining brightly 
In splendour of May sunshine, shows us “ nnsses ” 


And rosy children who've given up tho "buses. 


1. “ Fair lady, I love you,” a gallant youth sigh'd; 
* Are you sure, sir >’ the lady, mistrustful, replied. 
“T feel Love's sweet sm 


“Oh! yes,” he 
iat causes this strong at 


~* 
\? 
Abi 


my heart.”’ 


made answer, 


nenthe ) 
And a som: thing ti 


A 


2. The storm-bell was tolling, 
"Twas heard through the town, 
The great wave came rolling 
Foam-crested and brown. i 


3. I gave my love a ring, her check grew red, 
And in it was a word, the darling said, 
‘I don't know Greek, what can it mean ?"’ 
It meant I'd love her always — ever more. 


[ gwore 


4. She was always full of “ cheek,” 
Her mamma's control was weak ; 
Hair in many a tangled cnr}, 
Tru'y this—a saucy girl. 


Gr 


. It came at sea, it tower'd on high, 
A pillar between earth and sky; 
A cannon gave forth flash of flame, 
And down all in a heap it came. 


6. It went once from Toleus to the sea, 
Was said to be as black as it could be. 


7. A small girl, I’ve heard, was beginning to pout, 
Because an acrostic she couldn't find out ; 
Her wish was so earnest, that foolish young miss, 
I’m sure you'll confess that she must have done this. 


SonivtTion or Acrostic No. 1¢5.—Fe’ix, Pays: Flipflap, Equinoc- 
tial, Larissa, Indexterity, Xuthus. 


SotvutTions oF Acrostic No. 1°05, receiven May llth —None corr 


A New Cruelty. 


“‘T say,” said our friend Aigh to his friend Bea the other day, “co 
you know that old wretch Blank is very ill? Had twenty leeches on 
yesterday!’ “By Jove!” said Bea, “my sympathy is entirely with 
the leeches. Imagine, sir, being dragged from your peaceful home in 
a stagnant pool, surrounded by malarious swamps, mantled with green 
scum, and peopled by toads, frogs, and other creeping things —imagine, 
I say, being dragged from this comparative bliss to be compelled to 
accept Blank’s vital fluid as a substitute!’’ We always thought we 
were very considerate to animals, but we drew the line above leeches 
rather. We submit this view of the case to the Society for the 
Prevention of Crueliy to Animals. 


Rare Chance for Orators. 


Tue following is from the Gloucester Journal: — 


ANTED,—SPOUTSMEN. Nene need apply who are not thoroughly competent 
and of good character.—App!y at the City Mills. 
We are unwilling to believe that the good citizens of Gloncester are 
suddenly afilicted with the unpleasant necessity of “ popping round the 
corner.” 


Tip from Tip-Tree Hall. 
(In the strictest confidence.) 
A very small quantity of razor-paste spread on the breakfast toas 
will be found a powerful aid to incisive wmting. To a dull pen it acts 
as a very Deus ex-Mechi-na. 








Try it on! 
Weet-Exp Tradesmen must be having a fine time of it, since they 
can afford literally to “give their goods away.” We have seen Tm 
more than one shop window elegant and valuable articles distinctly 
marked “ For Presents.” 





Don’t all speak at once. 
Piexty of the people are ready—too ready—to “give tongue’; 
but who is prepared to come to the fore with a couple of spring 
chickens ? 


Wen is a sailor not a sailor ?— When he’s a-loft. 
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TYPES OF THE THOROUGHFARES. 


No. 11. — REGENT -sTREET. 


Tuere are few thoroughfares in London that are so thoroughly 
cosmopolitan as Regent-street. Piccadilly commencing, say, from 
Hyde Park, is British to the backbone: ending, for the sake of 
argument, at Leicester-square, it is essentially foreign. But Regent- 
street is neither the one nor the other. In it the ingredients of the 
West End and “ Leycestar-squarr’’ commingle—if only as oil and 
water mingle after a good shaking ;—that is, to separate again almost 
immediately! And as it includes visitors, laterally, to Britain from 
Burmah in the East and Boston in the West; so perpendicularly, it 
embraces all classes from the peer to the proletarian. Yonder 
handsome lady going very properly to Beprorp for beds, is the Duchess 
of Somewhereshire. As she crosses the pavement she se a 
go neste dame whose name is Léonie, and whose profession— 
coon nr. Dotpy! At the same moment several people are gazing 
intothe attractive windows of the establishment. ’Arry’ Arnis (lawyer's 
clerk) wishes that comfortable arm-chair belonged to him. Sir Topps 
Avyerre wonders whether that card-table would match the other 
furniture in his elegant chambers in the Albany; while Here Zs, or 
Mossoo Zat, or Sienor TorHeRrrn0o, exile, patriot, and conspirator, sighs 
and wishes yonder luxurious couch were his own:—only as a 
sacrilegious wretch he cannot af-ford a bed from a Bed-ford! 
coe wishing said S. W.—or sacrilegious wretch—a bad night's 
wA pleasant thoroughfare is Regent-street-—and yet withal a 
Saale one, as its shops would seem to ~aieteinelan with 
Swan AND mE RR. eer of Christenings and Weddings—and 
finishing up with Jay’s Mourning Warehouse— eloquent of “dust to 
dust,”’ dear d and—the latest fashion in widows’ caps! From 
the cradle to the grave, how humanity can find all its wants supplied 
between the Circus of Oxford-street, and that of Piccadilly ! 

Nor is that the only reason why this particular thoroughfare 
inspires a feeling of sadness. Alas, yonder crossing-sweeper, who, 
dodging between cabs and "buses, clears a wide path from one pave- 
ment to the other, reminds the philosopher of that other crossing- 
sweeper—Time—who has so very decidedly made broad that middle 

ing which is a crossing as it were between the bumps of | 
evolence and Self-esteem. Ah, my young friend, attired in the 
uncomfortable height of the fashion—vizi puellis nuper idoneus, we | 
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once with feminine tastes were harmonious—there was a day when we 
could waltz, and talk small talk and But no matter! Only asa 
sign of the Time’s flight, there stands—or rather there doesn’t, the 
Quadrant. You, my young friend, were, if not in the lap of the 
Future, at all events in that of your nurse, when the Quadrant was a 
covered promenade—arcades amb.—an arcade on both sides of the road. 
Its pillars have disappeared as completely as the ruins of Carthage, 
leaving not a vestige behind, whereon your middle-aged Marius 
might sit and meditate upon the mutability of human affairs! 


And the stately "bus goes on 
From the Haymarket and Piccadill- 
Y, but, oh, quite as much do they go to the Strand— 
Also, round—or across— Holborn-hill. 
Or words to that effect! [I know there is a passage in the Laureate’s 
writings, of a touching nature, which sounds something like that, but 
my head is so full of thoroughfares—metaphorically speaking—that I 
may have muddled it!} 

Regent-street! The very name is suggestive of days when England 
could boast of “ the first gentleman in Europe’’—whose gentlemanly 
conduct would procure him a kicking nowadays in any society which 
he honoured with his presence. Yes, the street was Regent-street, 
“ Consule Planco,”” which may be freely translated as ‘‘ when Woop was 
Alderman ”’—not to mention Warrnman! Alas, how the years fly 
away !—what is this? A tear! It’s either that or it’s going to rain— 
an April shower, which in our peculiar climate is the most probable 
oe happen in May. Let us go to an analytical chemist and learn 
which it is. Or better still let us say it is a tear; and let us go wet 
the other eye. Follow your nose, my young friend, and it will lead 
= to Beak-street—that is if it be a nose on which a man may depend. 

ere is to the memories conjured up by Regent-street—let us drink it, 
in sherry—and bitters ! 








Rhyme and Reason. 
Not always is rhyme 
With reason in chime ; 
Yet sometimes—— Well, WHALLEY, 
At once suggests Foti! 


Tueatraica, Mem.—The First Walking Gentleman: Apa. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Acatn has victory crowned the efforts of your illustrious tipper—no 
relation to the celebrated Brighton of the same name, although by the 
way a deep draught of it has an inspiring and inspiriting influence. 
Again, I say, has the selection of the prophetic peeper into the future 
rushed to the fore, and if not absolute first, my choice secured second and | 
third places, thus saving the thousands invested upon them, and making | 
the reputation of the star of the present and future seasons, AUGSPUR. 
Why should I hesitate to acknowledge that I feel the laurels mantling 
thick upon my brow, and know that the anxious eyes of the racing uni- | 
verse are fixed with a steady and intense gaze upon the seer, who, by the 
aid of spells worked out with no larger cauldron than a quart pot, and | 
no more powerful wand than a briar-root, is enabled to discern the 
mystic movements of majestically mounted monkeys—no jockeys—as 
they career on the fertile fields of the fruitful future, with its famous 
failures for fillies, and curious coups for colts. Sir, in the exuberance | 
of my spirits I have written a little ditty, which will, without doubt, 
strike home to the hearts of all true and faithful backers. I am 
looking about for a tune, but will give you the words now :— 


Our Mary Ann was five years old, 
Our Mary Ann was fleet ; 

And though she carried six stone nought, 
She lifted up her feet 


In such a manner that she led 
E’en horses that could stay ; 

And tipsters, touts, and backers all 
Cried, “ Well, alack a-day! 


“Who would have thought she could have caught 
The foremost horses up ?” 

She spurned the ground, she went twice round, 
And won the Chester Cup! 


I am having some of the above printed on finely toned paper, for I 


intend the air to be good, and anticipate a large sale among my private 
advice customers, who are getting very numerous; but my great 
work of art is to be called “The Song of the Successful Welsher.” 
I can only give you the following specimen, as an eminent firm are in 
treaty for its purchase; and much as I love you, business is business, 
among racing magnates at all events :— 


I went for “the Gloves ”’ on the Chester Cup, 
Which our own Mary Aww she did land; 
I should ha’ been done had the favourite won, 
But the flimsies I’ve got in my hand; 
And I never will part with the coin any more, 
But a shop I will open next week, 
Where spring onions so ripe, with pigs’ trotters and tripe, 
Will be set off by “savs”’ and pig’s cheek. 
(Signed) AvusPUR. 
P.S.~ Should there be anything vague or uncertain in the opening 


of this letter you must remember that I have had to take an apprentice 


to the sporting correspondent branch of my business, and this is his 
maiden effort. 


I have also got two men carrying in and opening 


letters, and I have a room full of presents from a grateful public who 
have followed my selections. 


unacknowledged adaptations from the French. We regret that even 
80 small 
collected for such a fund. It would have been better employed if it 
had been given to the Newspaper Press Fund. 


2nd P.S.—Mother-in-law still here. " Wants to know about my 


business. 


srd P.S.—Shan’t tell her though. 


Se 


The Royal Literary Fund. 


A morE solemn farce—and at the same time a more serious disgrace 


to Literature— than the annual dinner of the Royal Literary Fund, it 
would be difficult to conceive. 
~—numbering nearly forty—there is hardly a name that is known in 
connection with Literature. 
with Lornp DurreErin as Chairman, and their sole object would seem to 
be—next to making themselves ridiculous—the pauperising of 
Literature. The toast of “ Literature, Science, and Art,” was responded 
to by a Sime J. F. Bateman and Sir Dicsy Wyart, though what the 
former respondent has to do with art, science, or literature, we confess 
ourselves unable to state. 
an actress of some slight note! 
oe people who represented Literature, when we say that the most 


Out of the list of distinguished guests 
Duffers and Dilettanti divide the glory 


he was selected as a namesake of 
ome idea may be formed of the sort 


Perha 


name was that of Mr. Tom Taytor, who is best known for 


a@ sum as Nine hundred and odd pounds should have been 





Taz Comprere L-trer WxiTer.—One who dots i’s and crosses t’s. 
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WATERY. 

_ WE learn from a local paper that there has been a “ Band of Hope 
Conference,” at Dewsbury, at which it is stated “a large proportion 
of the delegates were young women.” It would appear there were 
several old women of the opposite sex. We have not space to devote 
to the general inanities of Bands whose Hope of becoming intelligent 
beings would seem to be small, but we must quote one paragraph of 
the report to show the class of intellect represented :— 

Mr. Thomas Carter (Bradford Band of Hope Union) agreed with the paper on the 
whole, but said he should not touch the question of females reciting. He would, 
however, ask the managers of the Bands of Hope to be very careful in choosing who 
should recite. At Bradford they started what they call a Life Boat Crew, composed 
of youths who were good reciters, and some of them were really very clever, but 
whether they did any good was doubtful. (Hear, hear.) One young man, who wis 
very clever at reciting pieces, such as were given at Band of Hope meetings, he 
(the speaker) recollected very well. He went on from one thing to another, from 
less to more, from bad to worse, he began to read Shakespeare ; and now ti ere was 
reason to believe he had broken his pledge. 

This unhappy young man went from “ bad to worse’’— from Carter 
to SHAKEsPBARE! Having made acquaintance with Suakesreare, he 
does not se us by cutting his connection with water and Carter! 
Of course, by Band of Hope less logic, his reading SHaAKEsPEAKE— 
especially Cassio on strong drink— induced him to break the pledge. 
e ought to add another extract from the report :— 
Miss * Hannah Allerton now rose and was received with much applause. 
spoke under the influence of strong— 
Well,—“ strong emotion,” but if it had been “strong ’’— anything 
else, she could not have talked more nonsense. There is no worse 
intoxication than that produced by inordinate indulgence in conceit 
and vanity. 


She 


A MAY INVITATION. 
Very Seasonable. 


Sweer Queed of the Bay, 
A-Baying we'll go, 
For this is the day 
For Baying, you dow! 


Though the wind’s a Dorth-easter that blows, 
As it’s Bay there’s do more to be said ; 
And you dotice I sing through by dose, 
Because I’ve a cold in by head— 
By head! 


Because I’ve a cold in by head! [Left sneezing. 





Rem Acu! 


Wuen Mr. Wnhatrey declared he heard criss of “Kick him! 
Strangle him!”’ other M. P.’s who sat near himst ated most positively 
that they heard nothing of the kind. But Mr. Wuattey was right, 
and they were wrong. They forget what long—we should say, what 
acute ears he has. 








Auswers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not held ourselves 
responsible for loss.1 


H. G.— What is the meaning of the enclosure ¢ 

A CORRESPONDENT who bas inundated us with nonsensical remarks on 
“ cheap licences to shoot” is recommended to avail himself of the cheapest 
we know. He’ll find lots of places where he will be allowed to shoot 
rubbish gratis. 

R. H. B. (Bristol). —We spare the aged. D 

H. S. B. (Stockwell).—No, thank you! Better re-write your MS. befere 
sending it out again, it is getting much worn. 

J. C. M. (Dublin).— Not in our power to grant your request. 

MAsTER S. (Sherborne) —We do not answer idle questions. 

BEARDLEss Boy.—We cannot assist you, young shaver, without getting 
into a scrape for publishing such barefaced nonsense. 

LAND-CRAB AND MEEERSCHAUM (Bermnuda).— We regret that, as the 
Irishman said, we can't meet you half way, now you've come a'l this 
distance. ; a 

S. H. B.—Send to some cheap piratical print tha! lives by pilfering from 
better papers. eo 

Desiead oith thanks :—F. R., Hoxton: Antonio; 6 K., Glasgow ; 
Toodles; Bridgewater; R. G., Keighley; X., Oxon; Funatarian ; Kk. T., 
Lambeth; St. Columb; A. A.; A. E. W.; L. T. C, Pimlico ; W. F. R, 
Liverpool; F. K.; L. P.; Barney's See; E. W.; Simo: G. H.; St. Clair, 
Elgin ; Codger; B. B.; N., Norfolk-street ; A. T., Camberwell ; St. Mun- 
go; C. V., King William-street ; Booby; H. G. Junior; F. P., Men- 
chester; H., Bury St. Edmunds; Monomaniac, Vishy Vashy; Anti 
Dizzvite M. P.; Horatius; Pip; Nunnyhammer; 6. T., Kimsland , 
B. F. T.; Curio: L. M., Leeds; J. J.; P., Birmingham ; Q in the Corner, 
Sham; W. W.;S. S. B.; F., Dalston ; Nemo. 
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‘OUSE, AND BRING A PINT 0’ RUM.” 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MAY. 


Tue Sunday Magazine contains an exceptionally good instalment of 
‘Episodes in an Obscure life.” “ Mr. Jones’s Customer’”’ is a really 
delightful paper. Muss Fyvre contributes a clever bit of verse, and 
the pi are rather above the average. 

In Good Words we have a very pleasant tropical letter from CHARLES 
Krinostey. “A Lark's Flight” is not the best thing we have had 
from Ma. Bucuanan, and Miss Incz.ow's “ Songs with Refrains”’ 
are decidedly not up to her usual mark. The other contents are 

t reading, and there are some excellent illustrations, though 
Prxwa11's picture to a “ Winter Song” does not please us. 

St. Paul's gives us a capital story in “ Editor's Tales, No.6.” Murs. 
Brumby, in some form or other, is familiar enough to e one who 
has swayed editorial sceptre. A “Gage d'Amour” is in the neatest 
style of vers de société, and shows A. D. in a new light. We are 
curious to see something more sustained from a pen which has achieved 
so much in this magazine. 

This month's Good Words for the Young is a capital number. “ At 
the Back of the North Wind” is as interesting as ever, and the other 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 
FURNISHING 


whole house. 
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™= Mrs. Jenkins (anzious that her visitor should know she doesn’t keep such things in the house) :— Herz, Potty, Go ROUND TO THE PUBLIC- 


Mrs. Tomkins :—“ AND MIND, DEAR, YOU NEEDN’T SAY WHO IT’S FOR.” 
Polly (innocently) :—“ But, PLEASE M’, THEY'LL KNOW THE BOTTLE! ” 











GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public genrrally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, oo have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, an 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Cata!ogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 

THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S8S.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (forthe Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: May 21, 1870 
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LED! 


contents are varied and pleasant. Of the pictures, almost all are good’ 
but the best is the frontispiece, “Paddy and Lime’us,” which is 
charming. 








Glorious Apollo, 


Our able contemporary the Sun—roused no doubt by the per- 
sonalities of Mr. Norman Lockyer and others as to certain spots on 
its face—has determined to do away with one cause of complaint, by 
appearing in the morning as well as the evening. We wish it all 
success most heartily. May it rise every morning—in circulation ; 
and go down every evening—with the public. 





NOTICE.—At the end of June will be published, 
NICHOLAS’S NOTES, 
With other Writings by the late W. J. Prowss. Edited by Tom Hoop. 


RovuTLepGE AND Sons, Broadway. 


NOTICE.—Many subscribers having complained of the inconvenience of the 
Foun volumes ending at irregular divisions of the year, tt has been deter- 
mined to bring the present volume to a close in June, so that in future 
they will be completed at Christmas and Midsummer. 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. | 
ESTIMATES. | 





i ti ttt 
aeeeneeeiemen eee ee 
ee 


a 
Se 


tee Pe ae 








May 28, 1870.] 


— 











BUTTER. 


Ir iz not that I’m forced to Bant, 
ecause too stout my friends suppose me. 
va no 1) api flesh I pant ao ass 
our miles an hour by no means bl 
Yet of the viand—'tis too true— 
A resolute unswerving cutter, 
I never—no, I never do, 
Nor ever will partake of butter ! 


Iama poet! I have penned 
In epics countless scores of verses : 
Aye, and of tragedies no end! 
Those no one prints—these none rehearses. 
Yet friends have praised my genius— wit— 
With warmth that set my heart a-flutter. 
They didn’t mean it—not a bit! 
Their eulogies were simply butter! 


I tried the publishers ; and then 
The magazines I plied, untiring. 
The editors, inhuman men, 
Declined with thanks my verse 
I thought of suicide—I said 
I’d grace a stretcher or a shutter. 
I swore I’d cut my throat! Instead 
Of that, [ only cut my butter. 


I took my tragedies about, 

And one at every playhouse planted. 
For weeks, the prey of hope and doubt, 
The dim stage-entrances I haunted. 

Each after each declined my plays, 
Against the fates I ’gan to mutter— 

I bade them cut my thread of days 
As sternly as I cut my butter! 


aspiring. 


For, oh, what agony was that 
I felt—all other anguish capping ! 
When taking home my modest pat 
I first removed its paper wrapping. 
A hand familiar caught my eye— 
What words my grief and shame can utter! 
“ Declined with thanks’’ in days gone by, 
My “‘Ode to Greece” was wrapping butter! 





PICKINGS FROM THE PRESS. 


Scenz.— The Smoking-rocm of the Megatherium Club. Brown and 
JONES in Conversation upon the Topics of the Day. 


Brown.—I say, JONES, you know something of newspapers, can you 
tell me if it is true that any of our English journals are in the pay 
7 pe Feenck Emperor? One is always hearing rumours of that sort 

g. 

Jones.—For the honour of English journalism let us hope they are 
not true. Let us see how the leading dailies spoke of the plebiscitum 
—if I remember rightly they all testified emphatically against it. 

Brown.—Ah ! that would be interesting. Let us see. 

Jonzs.—Well, let us begin with the Jupiter. Here’s the Zimes--I 
see it says, “The plebiscitum was a blunder from beginning to end ; 
and it will be fortunate if he who is alone responsible for it is so far 
ready to acknowledge his error as to exert himself to the best of his 
abilities to repair it.” The Daily News holds that, “No peaceful 
progress is possible in France until that political understanding which 
the mepeeee irresistible passion for a plebiscitum destroyed has been 
restored.” The Standard tells us, “It is probable that France will 
recover this shock to her sense of security in the Empire, but it is an 
experiment which, it is to be hoped, has been made for the last time. 

0 government can survive many such triumphs as this.” And I see 
that the Pali Mall Gazette gives it the Emperor pretty strongly. You 
see they all 7 out on the subject. 

Brown.—So they do—but we have missed one paper. What does 
the Telegraph say ? 

7 JonEs.— So we have—here it is, the Daily Telegraph says that it 
only sees in the result of the plebiscitum a frank confession, by two 
millions of Frenchmen, that the Emperor has done all that a year ago 
they supported the Opposition for promising to obtain. No more 
emphatic encouragement of Napoleon III. and his Premier in the path 
on which they have so courageously entered could have been desired 
than Sunday’s brilliant reversal of the vote of 1869.” 

Brown.—Oh ! 


Colossal Swell (to Small Crossing-sweeper) :— “GIvB YOU A PENNY ¢ 
WOULD—ONLY I’M AFRAID IT WOULD cover you!” 
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HIGHLY ABSURD! 





THE YACHTSMAN'S JODEL. 


I trove the sea—the boundless sea, 
Where the waves run high and the wind blows free! 
Where the sea-gulls cry, and the breakers roil, 
And a briny beauty encrusts the soul. 
I love—I love the sea. 


I love the sea—the boundless sea! 
The thunder may growl in a deep bass key, 
The lightning may flash, and the breeze may how’, 
And the storm in its fury may shriek and grow! 
I love—I love the sea. 


I love the sea—the boundless sea! 
But I’m sorry to say that it doesn’t love me. 
When the wind pipes loud, and the billows roar, 


I always consider I’m best on shore. 
I love—I love the sea. 


I love the sea—the boundless sea! 

(If it didn’t bound, we should better agree), 

And I spoke in the abstract, of course, just now 

When I mentioned the tempest might make a row. 
I love—I love the sea. 


I love the sea—the boundless sea! 
But—let this remark in strict confidence be— 
When the ocean is smooth as a duck-pond’s breast, 
And the wind is hushed—oh, 'tis then that best 
I love—I love the sea! 
Margate. 


Law! 
Turis is satisfactory :— 
A police justice at Richmond recently fined his father-in-liw 
getting drunk. 
Of course the justice rose superior 


five doi’ars for 


to the law—especially as the 
uldn’t stand on his legs, nohow. 
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Jonzs.—Ah! [Ezxeunt Smiling. | representative of the law, the father, co 
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who sells herself for money P—Marry-gold. 


Coox in Greece. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wedresday, May 25th, 1870. 

IIE Trish Land Bill seems to be getting over the ailments 
. pi from infancy. It has had convulsions, and has cut 
its teeth—or rather its clauses—with great difficulty in some 
instances. At one time it did not seem to get on at all, but now 
its vitality appears to have returned, and its ro nurse, the Premier, 
| may carry it out of the House with pardonabdle pride. That it has 80 


well passed through the dangers of its early childhood is due entirely 
to his able ma t and skill. Some of its dlauses would never 


have got through at all, but for the experienee of Mz. GLapsTone in 
rubbing metaphorical gums. 








| "Tue festival of the Hospital for Diseases of the Throat, Golden- 
| square, will be held on the 29th instant at the Freemasons’ Tavern, 
| under the presidency of the Eart or Powis. We cordially commend 
| this admirable institution to the attention of our readers, knowing 
‘ what great benefits it has conferred on invalids whose means would 
| not allow them to procure guch medical attendance as they get for 
| nothing at the Hospital. “Diseases of the throat and lungs are very | 
| prevalent among the poorer classes, exposed as they are to the changes 
_ of our fickle climate, and the.charity therefore deserves the support of 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I68. 


Now is the early green of spring increased 

And deepened ; and the lengthening day draws out. | 
The year’s too rapid youth has clearly ceased, 

And its maturity is here, past doubt. 






















1. If of “little wee dog’”’ they their sqgusages make, 


My objection is not very big ; 
For this home of Trichina internally take 
The folks, who eat sausage of pig ! 


2. In CiEoraTra’s time ’twas something rare — 


A gem in price all other gems beyond ! 
But now a bivalve anything but fair, 
It dwells neglected in a muddy pond. 


3. Hoky, poky, wanky, fum! 
That 8 fhe spell that makes them come, 
Spirits rapping— 
Spirits tapping—— 
Spirits that are all:a hum! 
So to fools sensation giving, 
Honestly I make a living, 
Fools love folly, mind you.x—Mum! 


4. “An official expounder of Manomet’s laws”’ ; 


Perhaps you can tell me now what is the cause 
Of the custom of swells, not in uniform clad 
To describe themselves thus, my competitive lad! 


5. A beardless boy, a gallant youth, 
He England’s colours bore; 


|, And planted them where they in truth 


Had ne’er been seen before : 
Then in the breach of the Redan 
He died, an English gentleman. 


6. The skipper eyed the distant craft, 
He bade them bring his glass abaft. 
‘I think she’s a pirate!” 
Said he, growing irate, 
“‘T don’t like the look of her”—this! and he laughed. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 166.—Lothair, Romance: Lear, Otto, 
Trim, Henna, Astrakan, Ionic, Rouge. 


Correct SoLuTIon or Acrostic No. 166 rREcErVED May 18.—Malice; Har- 
penden ; Ruby’s Ghost. 





The Order of the Bath. 


Some people have odd ways!-— 
On Saturd:y, Stalybridge dressed dteelf in holiday attire to reecive, in a fermal 
way. the public baths which haye Seen generously presented to the people by Mr. 
and Mrs. Platt, of Dunham Hail. The eost of this _usefu! addition to the sanitary 
arrangements of the townis £6,000. ; 
We should not consider dressing ourselves in holiday attire the 
best preparation for taking a bath! 










Pat to the Question. 


We welcome New Ireland, our youngest contemporary, as an efficient 
aid towards the settlement of the Irish question. Its programme is 
new, as the programme of an Irish national paper :— 

We appeal not to arms, but to hearts and to heads. Ireland’s redemption must 


be wrought out by purity, hy sincerity, by unity, by patience, ‘Phere is no no:trum, 
by which the evils begotten of centuries can be cured ina day. 


This is a noyelty indeed—one which we hope will not wear oft. 


Hark, hark, the Dogs do bark! 


AnD what is more the beggars are coming to town—coming to beg 
not for themselves but for our four-footed friends, in whose interests 
we gladly admit ourselves beggars also. The Committee of the 
‘Home for Lost and Starving Dogs’’ is in need of funds, and a bazaar 
in aid of the Society will be held at Willis’s Rooms on the 8th and 9th , 
of next month. ; 

The objects of the Home are thus briefly and clearly described in | 
the Bazaar prospectus :— 

This Institution was established to rescue lost dogs from misery and starvation ; 
to clear the streets from the nuisance of straying or ownerless dogs ; to substitute 
for cruel processes a merciful, instantanepos, and painless scientitic method of 
destroying them when absolutely necessary; to do away with exorbitant rewards 
for recovery of lost dogs, by restoring them, at a.price remunerative only of expense 
and trouble ; and to find fresh owners for many valuable and yseful ones brought 
to the ** Home.” 

Phere is nothing ridiculous or Quixotic in such an undertaking to a 
right mind, which appreciates CoLeRmnGe’s lines :— 

He prayeth best, who loveth best 

All things both great and small ; 

For the dear God who loveth us 

He made and loved them all. 
Those, who remember how the fall of the sparrow is noted, will not 
fail to assist an institution which so aids man’s best friend, the 
faithful and affectionate dog. 





An American Note. 

Reatty we might take a leaf out of the book of our American 
cousins, in spite of its having a green-back. It has been decided 
in Congress that the U.S. Postmaster General “has the power to 
prevent the circulars of swindlers bang, souk through the mails.” 
Couldn’t the Postmaster General of U.S, Britons be similarly 
empowered ? 








Fiddle-de-dee. 

We have discovered, from profound study af Roman History, that 
the Emperor Nero - although he played the violin very Moshe while 
Rome_ blazed—was little better than a fool for doing it.” He is to be 
regarded, in fact, as the Pagan-ninny of his day. 
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Positively ! - comparatively. 
Tue South London Press thus rhapsodises :-— 


Pleasant Si‘cup! The thought of it in its «pring freshness is sufficient to set our 

Horse, surrounded by all theita vations fe eae epee Watking at the Black 
S. on y at is loveliest in “ 

world forgot.”’ ” nery, “the world forgetting, by the 


“ Pleasant Sidcup” by all means— but think of yet pleasanter Cider- 
cup. 





Moore or Less. 

A critic— well, we suppose we must call him so—in reviewing Tom 
Moore’s Odes of Anacreon says :— 

The name of Moore as translator is a sufficient guarantee of the truth of the 
translatiors. 
Anacreon is doubtless Greek to this.critic in more senses than one; but 
we shoukt, bara thought that any one would have known that as : 
A Mantis Suetr.—aA lady’s shoulders. eo ia Sepa mpareMae. &. Se Sides the name ° 
“ Avaras, Excurstons.”"—The right man in the right place: Mr, sobaiaeanipsaigpiediclapinenmseenananiree 
Tue Fro’ or Sovut.— FLorENcE NIGHTINGALE. 





Marry come up. 
Wuart flower should supersede orange-blossom in the case of a bride 
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OUR SCHOOL. 


By Aa Bia Boy. . 


OW ever any fellow when he grows u 
sham he cares about his old heat, aa ye 
gards his late master with affection I’m blest 
if Jknow. When I’m a man, if ever I come 
back to Birchington House, it will be to 
punch old Switcuam's confounded head for 
him! I'm going to leave next holidays for 
good, and I mean to shy an inkstand at him 
5 a I go. Oh, yes,I shall! If I think 
of it. 

You want to know what our fellows are 
like. Why they're just like other fellows at 
other schools. And we do just the same kind 

& of things you know: grub-spreads of a night 

wy on the sly, and bolstering matches, and all 
that. Oh, mind ye, school would be an awfully jolly place if there 
were no lessons, and no masters, and no getting-up early in the morn- 
ing. Especially if the pieman came every 
day, and there was nothing to pay. Wou!'dn’t 
it be prime ? 

You don’t know Jack THAWTLES8, do you? 
Heis a queer chap! Such a careless fellow 
—never has his hair neat, or his clothes 
decent. As for his books, the pages that ain’t 
dog’s-eared are torn-out. e's always in 
rows because the leaves where the lesson is 
are sure to be out of his book, and then, you 
know, he can’t learn, of course, and—oh, my ! 
—doesn’t Swircuam give it him! But he 
don’t care a dump, bless you. He's as hard 
as nails. He ain’ta bad fellow neither—only 
if you lend him your knife or anything, I'll 
bet you never see it again. He’s such achap 
to lose things—he loses everything, bar his 
temper. I haveseen him losethattoo! He's 
a plucky one, I can tell you, though he ain't 
big. Didn’t he thrash Jor Tarrant! 

JoE Tarrant’s the bully of our school— 
leastways he was before he and THAWTLESS 
had it out. He isn't cock of the school now, 
though! As soon 
as chaps found Jack 


— 
S———— 





Mey 





it out of Joz, I can tell you. It was all 
along of his bullying little Tommy Twirrer 
because he wouldn’t do his exercise. And 
Jack said if TaxRANT couldn’t do his own 
work he ought to do as he did—take the cane 
for it, and hold his tongue, not go bullying 
other fellows to do his work for him. Of 
course TARRANT said he'd lick Jacx, and Jack 
told him he’d better try. Tarrant turned 
up his sleeves and jawed a good deal, but he 
didn’t mean fighting, and Jack gave him the 
coward’s blow, and so he was forced to 


fight. And Jack licked him a few. 
It was a good job for young SNoGé.z, the new boy, that Tarrant 


got a whopping the very Yay he came to the school first, or he’d have 
had a jolly time of it, I can tell you! What 
ever you think? He came in gloves! 
And he had a f»ur-and-ninepenny gossamer 
on! He did just look soft. Every fellow 
does, I think, when first he goes to school, 
but he soon gets all that knocked out of him, 
and he doesn’t seem to remember when a new 
chap comes that he himself was exactly like 
im when he first came. Lor bless ye, we 
knocked Snoccre’s hat into a pancake in 
two twos, and got him ont of his gloves in 10 
ime. You would have laughed to see how 
silly he Iooked. He's grown out of all that 
now though. New chaps soon lose their 
greenness. Snoccue’s no end of a fellow 
now, and don't he just play up larks with the 
new boys, that’s all! 
There’s only one chap I reg’lar don't like 
at our school, and that’s Pysvs Major—Oxrp 
Grumps we call him. Ain’t he a sulky fel- 
low! He thinks all the fellows are against 
him, when in reality it’s he that’s against-all 
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ye | The stupidest chap in our school is Dick Tutcx. 


could lick him, itseemed to occur to them to try 
if they couldn't do it too, and they rather took 
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the fellows. If you happen to take him up in class, my eye, isn’t he 
e age. He threatened to do for young asrenne, Seakaee he was 
rst in arithmetic and got the fo he ought to have had if he hadn't 
ost his place. The fellows all say he tried to poison CHAFFeRS in a 

tart, but I don’t think it was anything 
worse than slate-pencil dust he put in 
it. The only jolly thing about him 
is that he regularly defies old 
SwitcHaM. Swircuam can’t make 
anything of him—if he won't learn, he 
won’t learn, and Switcuam might flog 
him raw, and he wouldn't be able to 
—, ior It’s a downright 
‘ ark to see Switronam blowing-up an 
trying to make OLp Grumps construe, when a 
he has made up his mind not to! 

The swell of our school is Artuur Dontes 
—JuLia we call him. He is a parlour- ‘ae = 
boarder, and has lots of pocket-money. What | 
he spends on pomatum would keep an or- 
dinary chap comfortably in tarts. He don't 
eat tarts, bless you! Says they’re bad for 
the complexion. He wears a ring! And 
isn’t he a chap for neck-ties! When he’s 
drest for church of a Sunday he just is a tip- 
top swell, I can tell you, with patent boots 
and a flower in his button-hole—and his hair 
curls too, and he has a watch-guard. Jenny 

| Simmons, at the Post-oftice, is awfully in love 
| with him, and so’s Miss Wisz at Miss Bana- 
| HAM’S school,—law! he has a long list of 
sweethearts, and sends off about a dozen 
| valentines every year. And don’t he get a 
lot too—some of ’em bad ones, but that’s from 
fellows that are jealous of him. Mua. 
Swiresam thinks him such a young gentle- 
man; and favours him shameful! @ ain't 
a bad fellow though, and he'll stand tuck like YL) 

a lord if you go out with him—only it's 

rather slow, because he will march up and down High-street for the 
girls to stare at him. 
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he stu He can’t learn! 
| He isn’t like Pynvs who won’t learn and don’t care. He wants to get 
on dreadful, for he says his mother can 
hardly afford to keep him at school; but he 
says somehow he tinds what he reads all 
swims about and gets muddled, and what he 
learns by heart gocs clean out of his head 
the moment he stands up in class. I don't 
think old SwitcuamM ought to thrash him as 
he does, because it isn’t his fault, you see, 
poor chap! He does fag away, but it’s no 
use. He scrubs all the elbows of his jackets 
out leaning on the desk; and his hair—it 
won't lie smooth any how if you brash it for 
a week—all along of his Leopios always 
scrubbing it up on end as he sits mugging 
at his lessons. 

I say—if you were to call and see me, you 
might ask old Switcuam to give usa half- 
holiday, and wouldn't that be jolly. And, I 
say, Mother S. kept back my pocket-money because I broke a window 
quite by accident. “Tips” ave jolly jast! And we're going to have a 
feast in our bedroom next week, and we want a cake and some wine. 
We should like sherry, but currant will do. Ginger is too hot, it makes 
you so thirsty, doesn t it ? 

P.S. Don’t let Swrrcuam see this. 

P.P.S. If you do come, you might ask Swircuam to let me go and 
dine with you at the Red Lion. Awfully jolly that! 


























De-seat-full ! 
Ws clip this from a religious contemporary : — 


The annual meeting of tha members and friends of the Baptist M.ssionary Society 
vas held in Exeter Ha!! on Thursday last. The chair was taken by J.J. Colman, 
Esq , of Norwich, and was well filled by the leading supporters of the society, both 


of town and country. 
Rather hard upon Mr. Cotman to have to find room for so many in 
the chair. We only wonder he did not ask to be “ ex-squeezed. 


Supposed to be Mounted. 


Or all works of art, statuettes are perhaps most even in merit —they 
are so frequently “ bracketed.” 
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TOUTE AUTRE SHOES. 


Vagrant :—“ Our o’work, Miss! I say; YER DON’T WANT NOTHINK O'THIS SORT—JUST FOR LUCK, AND TO GIVB A POOR CHAP THE 


PRICE OF A PINT!”’ 


AT IT AGAIN! 


‘In my juvenile era, when father and mother 
Were teaching my infant ideas to shoot, 
I was always in some sort of mischief or other, 
Directly those infant ideas took root. 
When my parents discovered a petty transgression, 
They flogged me with most of their mae and their main : 
But I own—though I blush while I pen the confession— 
The whipping once past, I was “at it again ’’ ! 
When I plunged into love—and once more I sit blushing !— 
My obstinate qualities followed me still. 
I divided my days between glooming and gushing ; 
I drest very nicely and looked very ill. 
I proposed—but, of course, to be calmly rejected ,— 
Yo matter, my rage and regret were in vain. 
There were girls by the score to be wooed, I reflected— 
And, after a while, I was “ at it again ’’! 
I yeneres Seal was fame to =o for the asking; 
e princi uestion was how to begin. 
I was fall of te anes and the pleasures of basking 
In public applause and the popular tin. 
But the managers treated my tragedy rudely ; 
My novels met merely with utter Jisdain- 
There’s a call for un epic, said I, very shrewdly— 
So, lo and behold, I was “ at it again ” ! 
When I thought of a scheme to recruit my finances, 
Quoth I, a rich widow may probably pay. 
I had long quitted my bo romances, 
And now I made love in a sensible way. 
She had cash in the funds, but I missed it completely ; 
I got but a “ No” for my trouble and pain. 
So I said, I must manage in future more neatly ; 
And soon I was ardently “ at it again”! 


Through the varied events of this mortal existence 
I’ve always adopted my obstinate way. 

I believe on the whole in a little persistence, 
And practise it thoroughly day after day. 

I’ve a muse that’s as lively and gay as a kitten, 
She burns with a fury I cannot restrain; 

So supposing you don’t like the verses I’ve written, 
I mean very soon to be “at it again”! 


A Spice of Humour. 

Wuart a vast amount of misapplied ingenuity is there expended in 
the direction of “ patents.” We observe that Mr. R. Spice, London, 
claims protection for improvements “ for forcing liquids into porous 
substances.” Man is, himself, essentially a “‘ porous substance,” and 
to force liquids into him would be—teste Sir WitFRED Lawson—a 
decided act of souper-erogation. 


To Anti-Female Suffragans ! 


Norte the effect of woman's influence here :— 


On Friday the girls employed at Airdrie Cotton Mills, possessed by Messrs. John 
Houldsworth and Co., Glasgow, struck work at breakfast-time for an increase of 4d. 
per cut on their warps. By dinner-time their demand was granted, and work was 


resumed. 

Between breakfast and dinner the sweet things contrived to “warp” 
the opinions of their stern employers. Duzfaemina fac ti, indeed !—the 
ducks !—Duz femina factory ! 


A Musical Query. 


On what kind of violin did Tartini play his famous Tril/e du Diabie ? 
On a fiddle-de-D—., 


Tue cupthat neither cheers nor inebriates : The hic-cup. 
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RUBBING ITS GUMS. 
Mis. G.—“BLESS ITS LITTLE HEART! IT WAS A LONG TIME GETTING THAT THIRD ONE THROUGH, BUT 
ITS DOING VERY NICELY NOW!” 
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Mrs. Brown on Things in General, 
——— 


THE STATE OF THE SERPENTINE. 

iy)’ VE ’eard tell of earthquakes and sich like, as will o 

sudden and swaller you all up like Lisbon as is where [ know'd 

a Portygee gent come from, as once lodged with me and ’ad a 

picter on it, and ’owever anyone could ’ave set there and drawed 
it on the quiet, with the ‘ouses a tumbling about ‘is ears, and the sea 
a-comin up and a-drownin’ everythink as the earthquake ’adn’t been 
and swallered up, and I can’t think but them painters is such nerves 
as don’t stick at nothink. 

But, as I were a-sayin’, I’m sure as never 
world couldn’t be wuss than that there Serpintine, as is turned 
reg’lar bottom uppermost, as the sayin’ is, and well parties might be 
drownded in it, for there’s’oles all about it for all the world like graves, 
ag ’ave proved watery graves no doubt to thousands, as some ’ave been 
drove to, let alone them as ’ave met their deaths through a-walkin’ 
into it ina fog, and them boys a-bathin’ as is ‘ighly dangerous though 
not allowed after six nor before eight, as in course is public decency. 

I'm sure I never was more took aback than a-walkin’ out one Sunday 
arternoon, the end of last Febuary, jest for to see the quality a-showin’ 
theirselves in Kensington Gardins in their best clothes, as is their 
fashionable ’abits. 

I were dawdlin’ along, when all of a sudden I says to Mrs. 
Papwick, ‘“* Why, wherever ’ave become of the Serpintinef” She say, 
“ Drawed off for cleanin’.”’ 

I says, “‘ Couldn’t it be done without that, as ’ave been there ever 
since the world was begun, and Kine Grorce ’isself did use to bathe 
in as was saved from drownin’ by a old apple woman as I well remem- 
bers did used to ’ave a stall close agin the waterfall at the other end 
as pulled ’im up by the roots of ’is ’air, as saved ’is life though painful, 
and a mercy as it weren’t a wig; as only shows as nater is stronger 
than hart, not but what the wigs always was that deceitful as you'd take 
’em for real. Not as they showed much hart in turnin’ away that poor 
old creetur stall and all as did used to set there, and I considers rude 
in the DuKkE or WELLIN’Ton for to call her a squatter, poor thing, 
-~ the ‘Ouse of Lords, as in course couldn’t keep standin’ about 

ay. 

So says Mrs. Papwick, “ Oh, they was obligated to for to get at the 
bottom on it as were that corroded, and certing death for anyone to 
fall on though soft.”’ 

“ But,’ I says, “surely they don’t call this cleanin’ of it,’’ 2s is 
nothink but a ’eap of filth, as ‘ad been froze over till the thaw set in, 
and looked like the bottomless pit for blackness, let alone bein’ all up 
in ’eaps. 

So, I was a-lookin’ about me, and Mrs. Papwicx says to me, “If 
you wants for to get a putrid fever you'll stand ’ere a-inailin’ this 
wile wapour.”’ 

I says, “ I don't smell nothink, not as that’s any sign, for I’ve ’eard 
say a8 you may be killed in a instant by foul hair afore ever as you 
smells it, but,” I says, “I should like to see the other end through 
a-remembrin’ it when a gal, as was the way as we did used to walk over 
from Little Chelsea to Oxford-street.” ; 

“ Well,” says Mrs. Papwick, “I’ve ’ad enuf on it,’’as is weak in ’er 
ancles, and give to swelled legs, “so shall dawdle ’ome.”’ 

I says, “ All right, I shan’t belong arter you,” and on I walks along 
the side of that river, leastways as did used to be the river, as they’re 
a-makin’ of the underground railway along side on it aperient, as is a 
deal better than bein’ took through them stifly waults; with dreadful 
accidents as in course is kep’ dark easy through never a-comin’ to the 
light, for I’ve ’eard speak of lots of goin’s on with that underground 
railway as I means to look into for there was my old friend Mrs. 
Dos1in, as got a sewere confusion through the train a-upsettin’ about 
three weeks ago as I’m a-goin’ to see, ’ear, and say somethink about 
for she’s that shook as can’t turn in’er bed without screams as shows 
internal bruises. ; 

Well, I walks along that bank, leastways as would be a bank if a 
river for to overflow it, as is all up in ’eaps and werry unpleasant 
walkin’, and see lots of boys a-tearin’ up and down a-goin’ on werry 
rampagious like, and a lot on’em was a-peltin’ away with stones at the 
door of a shed as was no doubt where the tools was kep’. So, I stood 
there and ’ollers to ’em not for to do no mischief close agin the ‘edge 
of that there bank, when all of a sudden I felt myself swep’ off my legs 
by a lot of boys a-comin’ behind me sudden as made me slip, and down 
I went slap into that there bed of the river as they calls it. “Owever 

kep’ my legs I can’t think, and if anybody ‘ad told me as I could 
run that fast down ’ill I wouldn’t ’ave credited it. Goodness knows 
where I should ’ave gone to if it ’adn’t been as I run slap agin that 
shed as stopped me short, so I turns round sharp, and give it two of 
them boys ’ot with my umbreller, and would ’ave settled the lot only 

one young waggerbone made a run at me and wrenched it out of my 
‘and, and then all the rest closed upon me, and if they didn’t take and 


en of a 


no earthquake in this 


with mud through a ‘ole in the roof, at last I 'eard ‘em sing out, 
“ Here’s the Bobby a-comin’,”’ and away they scampered. 
I came out of that shed a mask of mud and all of a trimble just in 


| time for to be collared by two park-keepers, as is the same as perlice. 


Says one on em, “ You're anice disrepitable old character a-encouragin’ 
them boys, and of a Sunday too.” 

I says, “ You're nice perlice for to let a lady be run off er legs by a 
lot of roughs a-takin a quiet walk."’ Says the perlice, “‘ Don’t you be 
sarsy else I'll run you in, lady or no lady.” 

_ i says, “I'll ’ave the law on the lot on you if ever I gets over this 
ere outrage, as would disgrace the ‘Ottenpots; as wouldn't never 
allow a river to be drawed off for a trap to ketch parties unawares.” 

_ Says the perlice, “ Whatever business ‘ave you got a-larkin’ about 
in the mud with a lot of boys?”’ 

I says, “ Me lark about,” I says, “ why, I was drove like a ox to the 
slaughter ‘ouse, as don’t ’old with none of them mudlarks, as is wile 
characters in the general way ; but,’’ I says, “ young man, jest give a 
eye round and see, if you can, what's become of my umbreller, as I 
walues through a-belongin’ to a departed friend as ’ave been twice 
covered with a new ’andle.”’ 

I muet say as they was both werry civil when they'd ‘eard me out; 
and found my umbreller, leastways wot were left on it as wasn’t much 
more than the ribs and the ferril, for the stick was broke in two places, 
and the alpacker in ribbins. 

The work as them perlice ‘ad to get me up that bank side were 
tremenjous through it Pein’ that steep, and they wouldn’t never ‘ave 
done it but for one a-pullin’ at me while the other put is ’ead atween 
my blade bones and kep’ a-buttin’ at me gentle. ; 

When they did get me up I set down on a hempty gas pipe, and 
thought as i never should ‘ave got my breath agin. ‘There wasnt 
many about through its bein’ quite dusk, but a young feller come up 
and says, “ Read this, fallen sister, as is the ‘ Backslider Rebuked. 

I says, “In course I know I'm fallen, but no fault of mine. Look 
"ere, if you comes a worretin’ me with your rubbish, I'll gwe you wots 
left of my umbreller about your back.”’ 

He says, “I only meant to warn you.” 

I says, “If you’d warned me afore goin’ near the ‘edge you'd 
‘ave done some good ; and as to me bein’ a backslider, I aint one no 
more than you are, for I went down ’ead fust agin’ my will, and, I 
says, “1’ve stepped in pools of mud as is over my ancles, ang,” I says, 
“‘] never were, as I considers, bold in a gal, and there ain’t a bit of ice 
as’ll bear, for I ’eard it a-crunchin’ under me at hevery step.” 

“ Well,” says the perlice, ‘ you're well out on it this time, but don't 
you go a-rampagin’ about that river no more or you'll get yourself 
into a ’ole.”’ 

I says, “1t’s a shame for to leave it like that as any body might 
walk into in the dark, but,” I says, “I shall see if I can’t take the law 
agin’ some one for this,” and up I gets and ‘abbles ‘ome with some 
idjots as kep’ on a-follerin’ me to Mrs. Papwicx’s door as thought «s 
I were gone for ever. aoa 

I didn’t get over the shock for days, but do say as in my opinion 
that ere Serpintine is left open like a trap for to ketch arties, for 
there it is now jest the same, and will be so no doubt left like it, cos 
they knows werry well as QQuEEN WicToRIA ‘ave give up a-ridin in 
the park through never ’ardly bein’ in London, so, in course, they lets 
every think go to rack and ruin’ jest like the Serpintine, as is a down- 
right disgrace. 


—— 


STRIKING REMARKS. 


Srrixe—yes, strike the light guitar | 
If you need soft music’s straip, 
Since few instruments there aye 
Like it for inflicting pain 
On the organ styled auricular— 
Strike then! Do not be particular! 
Strike—by all means strike the lyre, 
Strike it, my harmonious friend! 
But a pipe is my desire, 
So it will not serve my end. 
Come, my worthy Antediluvian! 
Strike for me the light Vesuvian. 











Tall. 


Tue presentation of a diamond ring toa Cincinnati actress gave a 
gifted reporter of that city a fine opening for this remarkable bit of 
poetical rhapsody :— 

It was a trifling tribute from a humble admirer of the noble drama to a brilliant 
bezcon upon the shot-tower of his:rionic genius. 

If the gifted reporter had only climbed to the top of that shot- 
tower and heaved down this molten effusion of his breins it would 
have been more than a trifling tribute to the owners of shot-guns in 


push me into that shed and shet the door, and keep on a-peltin’ me that locality. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Many of the greatest events which ever happened in this world have 
turned upon things in themselves very trivial, but productive of 
important results. My readers will doubtless think that polonies are 
indeed trifles upon which great results should be formed, but on a 
question of polonies the whole of my domestic life has been altered 
and paramere I told you the other day that my mother-in-law had 
taken forcible posnenoe of my villa, and for a long time I was in. 
mortal dread of this old lady, who is a most formidable person, married 
four times and now looking out for a fifth victim. Add to this, that 
for thirty years she has kept a lodging house in the neighbourhood of 
Gray’s-inn-road, and you will at once see that she is not to be trifled 
with. And I must say I don’t think jit fair that she should drink 
six cups of strong tea for her breakfast, and then fill up the pot with 
water for me, and add to this injury the insult of remarking that 
strong tea and weak brains won't agree; for whatever I may think of 
my own capabilities I don’t like to be reminded of them. ‘But one day, 
after she had been prying and ing into my study, for that’s what 
we call the room in which we do our advice circulars—trying to find 
out my business, I saapenes to say I should like a nice hot polony. 

* The effect was electri The old lady’s eyes sparkled with antici- 
patory joy, her nose quivered with delight. 

I need not repeat our conversation. Suffice it to say, our tastes 
being found to assimilate in the matter of the mysterious but 
savoury edible, intimacy had a a growth, and now . Brown— 
though I can’t say I like it altogether—is chief partner in my 
business, gives the advice, and collars nearly all the money. But 
never mind ; my book of occupies a great deal of time, and 
when it does come out, who will be so famous as Avasrur! I have 
already been offered the sporting laureateship, but as the work is hard, 
the hours long, the pay scant, and the meals very indifferent, added to 
which you have to find your own beer and ies, I declined the 
] tion of the poetic fervour 
is productive of much burning of midnight oils, many holocausts of 
tobacco, and heavy but inspi applications to a tin pail of shandy 
which we keep in a corner ofthe room. I am sorry to say that m 
prentice displays much more ability in his attentions to this latter 
to the production of elaborate articles like the co 
he has repeatedly told me that were it not for the he should 
up” and return to his pristine state of potboyism. I anticipate 
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great things from my Derby tips, from which the following is a 
selection :— 


If you’re waking call me early, call me early, Mrs. Brown, 
To-morrow is the Derby Day, and I must quit the town— 

This town of which I’m weary, weary of its mud and dust, 

And to Epsom Downs I’m going, ma’am, in fact, be there I must. 


Full many a trap will start, dare say, but none so bright as mine, 

For I’ve furbished up my harness, and I mean to cut a shine ; 

My coin is on Maccrecor, my heart’s as light as spray, 

My hamper’s crammed with provender, and my nosebag’s full of hay. 


O Mrs. Brown, O Mrs. Brown, 
Forget me not to wake, 

For I would not miss Epsom Down 
For ever such a stake. 


Not all the money I have on 
Maccrecor’s speedy pace 

Would compensate me for the loss 
In missing the great race 


That from the Corner to the Stand, 
In which I shall from Fn shine, 
Will be a struggle hand to hand 
’T ween outlaw bold and Sunsurve. 


What a glorious day for Scotia this ! 
Rob Roy the first is reckoned, 

And while the Sawneys shout with bliss 
Their Sunsu1nz is placed second! 


The numbers up, the cries are heard 
Far over hill and dell, 

What name is that they echo third ? 
What but our Bonny Swett ? 


AUGSPUR. 


P.S.—Sir, Mr. Avespvr on seen ewer picksher has gone in fitts. 


y I set him; | He ses the artis is a fool for hees evently mistakin the direcshun and 


ne into South Kengston Museum instead of Mrs, Tater Sats wear 
e was sent. I wish I could find the wretch. JanE Brown. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Ir is to be regretted that no better record than such a feeble and 
worthless work as Farringdon Without (Green, Fleet-street,) should 
have been published about a ward with so many illustrious and 
interesting traditions and connections. We have never heard of its 
author, Mr. Apotpuus Decimus Francis, before; and to judge from 
the pamphlet under consideration, think it unlikely that we shall ever 
hear more of him. An auctioncer’s catalogue could scarcely do less 
credit to a locality with such famous associations, while of the literary 
ability of the book one line will suffice to give a sample. It occurs in 
a brief account of Green Harbour-court, where Gonpsmitu is described 
as having written “ The Vicar of Wakefield, a beautiful novel!” The 
best passages are those which contain adulatory notices of the present 
residents (of any influence) in the ward— the worst, those that refer to 
the great names of the past. Altogether a more bald and ill-composed 
history of a noted locality could scarcely be conceived, and it is a pity 
that good paper and good printing should have been wasted in serving 
up such a poor hash. 

We.can honestly recommend Sydney Smith’s Method for the Pianoforte 
(AsHDOWN AND Parry, Hanover-square), to all beginners of music. It 
is simple and clear in its instructions, which are carefully graduated by 
the degrees of difficulty ae each step. A person utterly 
ignorant of the merest rudiments of music could not fail, by a mere 
—— to acquire a fair understanding of the initiatory elements of 
the art. 





A New Version. 


Whuo'p be a butterfly? NotI forone! 
Chased by each idle young sun of a gun, 
Damaged by many a slap and a rap 
From Tatterdemalion’s unmannerly cap! 
Who'd be a butterfly? Who, I say, who ? 
Not I,for one! For another, not you! 


Caught by rude hands, whose brute-owner presumes 
Fingers don’t damage your delicate plumes ; 
Rubbed with rough touches till powerless to fly, 
Then loosed, to flutter away—and to die! 
Who'd be a butterfly ? Who, I say, who? 
Not I, for one! For another, not you! 


Who'd be a butterfly ? E’en at the best, 

Prey of some keen entomologist’s quest, 

Pierced with a pin, and with pinions displayed, 

Safely away in a cabinet laid! 
Who'd be a butterfly ? Who, I say, who ? 
Not I, for one! For another, not you! , 


Ah, brother-butterflies—two-legged, I mean! 

From these poor insects what morals we glean : 

Do not the faults which the angels deplore 

Soil our bright wings till they sink—and not soar! 
Who'd be a butterfly ? Who, I say, who? 
Iam, for one! For another, are you! 


E’en at the best, we have butterfly-fame, 

Pinned in a case with a label and name :— 

Gazed at with pride for a week—or a day— 

Then in dark cabinet huddled away ! 
Who'd be a butterfly? Who, I say, who ? 
Well, I’m afraid, my good friend,—I and you! 


Cutting. 

In some cases Lynch Law is only that kind of law which gives an 
ynch to people who will take an L:— 

Lynch-law in Kentucky is made to apply to lazy husbands. An indolent 
blacksmith was recently tied to atree and given 62 lashes because he did not support 
his family. 

This seems hard. The reason for his not supporting his family ma 
have been that he could not dear them. Why, then, make his bac 
bare, when he could not support the burden? Couldn’t his neighbours 
have collected enough to keep the family without resort to a ‘ whip ?” 


Mean Fighting. 
We hope the American Congress will take warning from this 
paragraph :— 


It is reported tiat the Mormons are arming with a view to resist, by foree; the bill 
prohibiting polygamy. 
Let them remember that some years have elapsed since the war, and 
that their soldiers are to some extent inexperienced, while every 
Mormon—with the special opportunities of several wives—is thoroughly 
used to fighting. 


Damages how much P 


‘ France is luckier than England in its American relations. IT,ook! 
ere :-— | 


It is said that Theresa has refused seventy thcuzand franes and‘ expens s for.a || 
six months’ engagement in the United States. 





Bushers to Correspondents, 


' 





[ We cannot return unaceepted. MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do net hold ourselves 


been let loose on the American people, what might not the claim for || ;esyonsible for loss.) 


damage have been against France ? 


“=e 





Capping Verses. 


Everysopy knows the old couplet— 


Him as prigs what isn’t his’n 
When he’s cotched’ll go to pris’n. 


We understand that another couplet has been discovered at the British ; 


Museum, and hasten to give it:— 


Her as cops what isn’t hern 
On the mill will take a turn. 





An Agreeable Consequence. 


Some day, we suppose, ladies will be “ after” writing—as Pat would 
say—M.P. to their names. There may then be more “ pairing:” in 
the House, but we may be sure that there will be less cheese-paring in 
the matter of floral adornment for the Parks. 


Grown Groans. 

“Conscience,” says a philosophical contemporary, “is an.excellent 
| thing to cultivate.” If the people of Middlesex undertook its cul- 
{ tivation, would not its fruits be a “county crop?” We pause for a. 

reply. But as we don’t expect one, we don’t mean pausing much. 


Seta > 


a 


Talk about Alabama claims !— supposing that howling nuisance had | 
| Mr. 


‘Lunatic; 8S. E.; P. B., 





CuEzrK (Weather Office).— Révenons a nos moutons—that is to say, turn 


! -your attention to the weather, and don’t waste your time in scribbling. 


NICHOLAS PuMPKIN. - Somewhat forced. our lines ’mid our jokes 


‘| wecan’t number. Our columns if we should begin to let with such queer 


Srisk-you-cumber, we should to a pump prove a-kin! _ 
Bui1g.—You must have notions of originality. The joke about B(ujey 


was made long ere you were a baby even. 


C. C. (Leeds).—As old as the old Comic Annuals! 
APoLLo.—An assumed name, with a vengeance! We like your assump- 


‘tion. But we don’t think much of your lines. 


T. (I ou'h).— You can obtain a portrait of the late Mr. Prowse of | 
; Watkins, of Chancery-lane. | 
Wuvutucan.— Short for W ian. 

F. J. (Leamington).—Not of much use. The ph was correct. 

H. W. G.— Ziological, decidedly, but in familiar parlance ‘‘ The Zoo!’ 

J. O. Jun., (Birkenhead).—Thanks for the cutting. The plagiarists will 
hear more of it. | 
J. H. H. (Drury-lane).—We do not consider the murder of our country- 

men in Greece a fit topic for puns. It appears you do. 
Declined with t _W. C., India Office; A. G., Wolverhampton ; | 


A. C. 8., Bath; E. C.; L., Kingsland; Simon Singular; Adjectives; B. T., 
Manchester ; B. B.: F. In? tos 
. Cavendish-street; Nem. Con.; J. T.; F. S., Tynemouth ; T. P. C 


Luxy; Bedmunds; Mo; X. Y. Z 
Oxonian; J. de V., Highbury; Toodles; F. P., Southampton ; 
Union, Oxford; A. W.C., Glasgow; H. * 
Lewisham ; Pesky Cuss; B., Dalston; Quiz in a Corner; Beauty; J. &., 
Pentonville; Doggie; -Dan; 8. S., Liverpool; Ca Ira; Squashee; 
The Dean. 


a. yo - + 
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Dealer :—“ Nort tks um ?”’ | 


Dealer :—“ Wett, I sHouLD HAVE THOUGHT HE’D JUST HAVE SUITED you.” 


THE MAGS. 
Y. 


CHATS ON 





MA 


The Gentleman’s Journal, besides its usual enormous “lot for the 
money,” contains a capital picture of the boat-race, with a very clear 
and well-written acccunt of the contest. There never was such a 
capital = ical for boys. 

Our Young Folks is better than usual in the art Sagaeqnaes, while 
its literary contents are fully up to the regular standard. 

th seenatianebeahen a charmin 
most in i es and some g poems. Very readable too 
are the sketches of the country, which are Fiutes of this excellent 
magazine. 

The Atlantie Monthly is full of articles of merit, some light, some 
serious. A letter about the “Bourbon Duel” is most interesting. 
There is also a ao critique on Mr. F. Bret Hanrre’s “ Luck of 
Roaring Camp,” a book, which we hope will be published (an author's 
edition, of course) in England, where we predict t popularity for it. 

Cope’s Tobacco Plant is an amusing eames evoted to the interests 
of smokers. It will form an admirable corrective after the twaddle of 
the Anti-Tobacco- League. 

A capital little handbook is the London and Suburban Railway, 
Steam-packet, and Omnibus Pocket Guide. The only unwieldy thing 


is as good asever. There are two or three 
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Customer :—“ No! He’s sucH A GREAT COARSE BRUTE!”’ 


about it is its name. Its contents are admirably arranged, and simply 
too! It goes easily into the pocket, and it costs buta penny! It 
contains an excellent map, moreover, and is a miracle of condensation 
and clearness. 

We have also to acknowledge the receipt of the Gardener’s Magazine, 
The Young Lady’s Journal, The Westminster Papers, The Food Journal, 
Amateur Authors’ Magazine, Le Follet, and Cook’s Excursionist, which is 
full of interest this month. 


Lirperty’s SHeet ANcHOR.—The Press. 


Wuen young ladies wager gloves, in what colour do they usually 
pay ?—Smoke! 





NOTICE.—At the end of May wiil be published, 
NICHOLAS’S NOTES, 
With other Writings by the late W. J. Prowss.: Edited by Tom Hoop. 


RovuTLeDGE AND Sons, Broadway. 


Nezt week, price One Penny, 


The Derby Double Number of Fun, 
Containing the only Correct Tip going, with numerous Illustrations. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
FURNISHING ESTIMATES, 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. 


to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publi: generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing of SEVEN, TEN, and 


(May 28, 1870. | 












List of their Furnit: re, 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED 
various Rooms, and ena 
whole house, 





HOUSES (in preferencé to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
bling intending Purchasers to see at ence the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tet 1 cost of Furnishing tbe 





THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 8.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: May 28, 187°. 
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_ the public will soon leave you in undisturbed possession. 
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A VACILLATING VATICINATION, 


Shall bold Macgregor be my tip? 
He boasts one omen pleasant— 

He’s kilted, so his legs outstrip 
The legs of others present. 


Yet one thing, when I think again, 
His chance may fairly flammox; 

The Camel can “ devour the plain,” 
He has so many stomachs. 


Still, if on Camel I should lay, 
My coin might be mislaid. 

One glorious burst of Sunshine may 
Cast all into the shade. 


Yet even there I do not see 
My path all clear of doubt ; 
A Bonny Swell a swell may be 

That cuts all others out. 


I have a plan that’s safe, but then 
A chance I may not get— 

Wait till the race is run, and, when 
It’s o’er, begin to bet! 





*¢ But I go on for ever!” 


THERB is a movement a-foot to erect a monument to 
Roser? Bruce on the field of Bannockburn. Consider- 
ing the time it took to complete the monument to 
Wattacz, and the probable reluctance of those Scots, 
wha hae for Watuace bled, to bleed again, we trust the 
movement will not prove an approach to the discovery 
of perpetual motion, like the Laureate’s “Brook.” 


What’s in a Name? 


TueER:E is at any rate some propriety in this name :— 
A new town in Mississippi is named Jolification. 
Of course there should be a Jolification in A-merry-ca! 
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OUR DERBY FAVOURITE! 




















RULES FOR THE ROAD. 


We believe that the pleasure-going world has never yet been 
favoured with a volume on the etiquette of the Derby. Such a work 
would obviously supply a national want; and we hereby propose to 
take a step in the right direction, by providing a few hints on conduct 
for all who intend witnessing our English Carnival. 

1, Early rising is indispensable on the occasion of the Derby Day. 
This can only be obviated by sitting up the whole of the previous 
night with a few select friends and relating ghost stories about horses. 

2. The costume chosen should be as unassuming as possible. By 
neglecting this rule you render yourself liable to observation and 
criticism of an unfriendly nature. We should recommend a blue dress- 
coat with brass buttons, a stick-up collar with light green tie, a plaid 
wrnaront, pepper-and-salt unmentionables, and white hat with crape 


3. Make the matter of diet a theme for long and earnest reflection. A 
mixture of gin and porter will be found mildly stimulating, but should 
not be too freely fodnlee! in until after the great race. It is highly 
perplexing to see every horse in the field running a dead heat with 
some ghostly quadruped which exists only in your mind’s eye, Horatio. 

Sausages are more easy of digestion than pork: and the saveloy 
of commerce cheers without inebriating. Hard-boiled eggs will be 
found refreshing, especially if not sat upon too often or too violently. 
N.B. Remember a: a simple pennyworth will suffice for all your 

es. 

4. WHen addressed by strangers in the course of the journey, let 
your demeanour be courteous but firm. Court popularity but resent 
insolence. Never decline to communicate the name and address of 
your hatter when demanded with politeness. Interpose as little as 
possible in the quarrels of others, particularly when the combatants 
are muscular and ferocious. Make a point of saluting with fervour 
all the young ladies and nursemaids who line the walls from Clapham 
Common to Sutton; it is a little compliment that they expect and 
appreciate. 

5. Do all in your power to secure a good view of the race. If the 
Grand Stand be above your means, work your way by means of the 
elbows to the front row on some favourable point of the course. 
Should your ‘struggles prove ineffectual, raise a cry of “ Fire!” and 


VOL. XI. 





it you can proclaim loudly that the race is postponed on account of the 
severe illness of an outsider. This will have the same effect on an 
excitable populate. 

6. Do not bet with strange men to any considerable extent, and 
refrain from having your fortune told more than twice. Leave your 
watch and chain (if you have a watch and chain) on the piano (if you 
have a piano) before starting on your day’s excursion. 

7. Don’t go to the Derby at all, unless you are perfectly prepared to 
follow the foregoing rules and regulations. 





Too Much of a Good Thing. 


I rHInkK a man must wisdom lack 
Who lays upon a hump: 

Then why should I the Camel back 
With an enormous lump? 


Patience Lost. 


To judge from a little display of temper in the House a short time 
since the heir to the Wentworth estates seems determined not to be a 
“ mute,” if he must be an “ inglorious, Mitton.” On the strength of 
having travelled and written a book about his experiences, his Lordship 
seems to fancy he is as wise as any biped—not to say quadru-man— 
that has seen the world. Well, travel does improve some minds— 

others rather 


Resemble copper wire or brass, 
Which gets the narrower by going farther! 


A Philosophical Remark. 

Tue reflections of an owner of racers must at times be painful. 
Imagine feeling sure that if a certain animal cannot “cut down” his 
horses, you will have to ‘cut down” your expenses—or your timber! 

A Hippophagic Hint. 

Tur Sportsman speaks of Tourist as “an extreme Derby outsider.” 

Does that mean he is going to the dogs? Because if so, the best thing 


If you prefer | to be done for Tourist is to Coox him. 
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“DON’T GO; MA’AM!”? 


Miss Bakbored :—“ Tus WRETCHES ARE 80 RUDE, I #HALL WITHDRAW !”’ 


Fair Pupils :—“ Ou, Miss Baxsnorgsp,—way ?”’ 


Miss B, :—“ Wit, YouNG Lapizs, J’M NOT GOING TO STAY TO BE STARED AT!”’ 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 1st, 1870. 


HERE is as little certainty in legislation as there is in horse- 
racing. The odds were anything you like—“the Bank of 
a to a chaney orange ’’—that the Deceased Wife’s Sister 
Bill would pass into luw this session. - But at the last moment 

a little jockeying in the Upper House threw it out, and it will have to 

start again next session. The Upper House is as fatal to 
tena te SERGE NO: POUR, 80 StRBER ; and we should not 
an attempt were e to out a new course 

in order to get rid of unnecessary danger. . 

The political stables contain many good horses yet, and the Govern- 
ment will doubtless carry off most of the prizes. Lanp-Briu has 
itself a good stayer, and Bautor will no doubt be tried before 

, though naturally a dark horse. Economy is likely to pull off a 
deal money for the A pew, for whom Lows, one of the 

everest boys that ever weighed out, landed something handsome on 
Spat in spite of this iti , 
in spite is it is a sell fora good many that that queer- 
tempered and uncertain animal Pzer or wun “Range “ehiden by 
CHANCELLOR, should have cannoned against the game little Sisrsr or 
Dsczasep Wire, just as Hoveuron was steering her s0 straight. 


We are glad to see that the inhabitants of Wandsworth are 
qoegstically st work to yoovent any Susther encseachments on the 
Common. y have been strongly supported, and the Lord of the 


[But tf that was ail she needn’t have left! 


Manor will find that he has no slight opposition to overcome. For 
some time for lack of a combined action on the part of the Commoners, 
ple have been «nabled to encroach and enclose, but there will be an 
end of that sort of thing now. At a recent meeting, when a con- 
siderable sum of money was collected, Mr. Buckmaster said— 

The tenants of the manor were periodically summoned to attend the Court Leet at 
which the lord or his agent presided. Since the accession of the present lord no 
court has been summoned. This court had, and still has, the power of punishing 
misdemeanours, such as eavesdropping, stopping rights of way, stealing the 
common, or attempted enclosures of the common. (Hear,hear.) Alli these offences 
were punished by the Court Leet with the pillory. (Laughter.) The best reform 
is sometimes to go back. What a delightful thing to walk some fine morning on 
Wandsworth Common, and see a motley group of speculating builders, thieves, 
lawyers, agents, railway jobbers, and fine gentlemen grinning in the pillory for 
stealing pieces of Wandsworth Common! (Laughter and cheers.) I should be the 
last man to interfere with these men having their rights in the pillory. (Applause.) 
Such an exhibition would raise all the money we require to try what right these 
men have to do what they bave done. 

We should like to see such an exhibition vastly, and if Mr. 
Buckmaster will organize it, we will promise to immortalize it in an 
outline in our pages, as a warning to all common-thieves. 


A DERBY DITTY. 


Is Rob Roy 
Your only joy ? 
Or do you look on Sunshine ? 
~e Camel's ae 
e gress chec 
Of ace in the run shine ? 
Will Bonny Swell 
Bearoffthe bell? 
Prophetic light of Fun, shine! 
ie 
e 
And radiant at lunch shine! 
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OUR DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC: OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIVE TIP TYPICAL. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


I nave not been well since last I wrote you, a sudden and grievous 
shock into the particulars of which I would rather not enter having led to 
disastrous results indeed. Why will affectionate relations in their zeal 
for the welfare of a loved one (and very often in their fear that should 
anything happen to him they would have to go on short commons) 
subject him to the most horrible tortures in the shape of emetics, 
blistering, cupping (both cross and simple), leeches, gruel, hot-water 
with mustard in it, black draughts, blue pills, and all other kind of abomi- 
nations? A week ago, owing to the traitorous conduct of an individual 
whom I have for ever torn from my bosom, and who had endeavoured 
to make me look ridiculous in your pages, I was in my anger seized 
with a sudden rush of blood to the head. It was nothing, and had I 
been left to myself all would have been well; but the list of remedies 
mentioned above, and many others whose names I forget, have left me 
prone and — upon a sofa, which, though beautifully carved and 
gilded, covered with magnificent damask, stuffed and springed to per- 
fection, and warranted for two years, yet affords no solace to my 
wounded body and afflicted mind. My mother-in-law assures me that 
my business is in very good hands, that the private advice goes merrily 
on, and that the selections have been numerous and successful. This 
I firmly believe, because I ‘have ever found that those who know 
nothing whatever about horses are of course unbiased by prejudice, 
and spot the winners like winking. But I notice with feelings of 
remorse—mind there is no selfish thought in all this—that my 
mother-in-law’s snuff-box is in more frequent requisition than ever, 
that towards evening her voice is uncertain—and it isnot pleasant 
for an invalid to have an elderly ad hows female prostrate upon him, 
and quite unable to get off unless assisted, more ially when help 
is not readily forthcoming. oar e degraded young 
reprobate, has been brought home by policemen in a helpless 
state of intoxication—not the policemen but the boy—but my mind 
wanders, my shaven head aches, my brain is enfeebled, and my dear 
old mother-in-law* says that it is time I left off for to-night. Dear 
Fun, believe me, if I die for it, you shall have my Derby final 
selections to-morrow, 





Waking early in the morning when the birds began to sing, with the 
rustling of She leaves and trees significant of spring, I thought I could 
1ish from a so on the wing these words, “If you'll take 

my advice you're sure to break the ring!” So off my sofa I did rise, 
and or from out my eyes, did start at work with glad sur- 
prise, and all my talent bring, to bear a the awful tip which spite 
of spur Py spite of whip will place the winner in the grip of the 


ing. 

Vith much difficulty and trouble I arranged my papers, which had 
during my illness been placed anyhow, and selecting those animals 
which appeared most probable to start for that piece of blue riband 
which every sporting writer talks about, but which no one but myself 
has ever seen, and from which pews of starters, numbered about twenty- 
four, I then selected the following dozen as the pick of the lot. 
The first column represents the horses ; the second, their parents ; and 
the third, the distinguished horsemen who will upon their backs—the 
horses’ backs, of course—career half a league, half a league, half a 
league onward; that is if they finish :— 

Aspirant. Progenitors, Equestrian, 

Bonny Swell. Newminster—Princess Royal . Jeffery. 
en ‘ —Bribery . . . . Kenyon. 


_ From these, by process only Inown to myself, I eliminato the best 
could, if proprietors had not to be consulted, ; cheat tal 
throo in the Order they will run, and my tip would be, ea given lat 


Maccrecor . . . . , . . . . . 1 
SUNSHINE 0 TE Cvs 6.8 28 Ore: Boe 2 
Bonny Swen . . 3 


But as the owner of my selected second is very likely to reserve her for 
Cusuliiatenistglincinehialichiaithndies oc ee 


* Note subsequently sent—The old beast is looking over me. 


in the order named, have the full confidence of 





wins the , 
Turf being worn by A(u)roarer ? 


[June 4, 1870. 





the Oaks, I shall in that case elect in her place to be represented by 
Came, while the other two of my half dozen will make the rest of the 


starters very tired before they leave off running. 


Until the decision of the Derby the Oaks—that fierce, fast, and 


fearful race, between fickle, fresh, and fair-fed fillies—does not attract 
much attention ; but— 


SunsHINE, MAHONIA, 
HEstTeER, Patf, 


AUGSPUR. 
SS 


THE BLACK-LEGGED BIRDS. 
A Ballad for the Welsh-(s)harpers. 


‘¢ Hibernis ipsis Hibernior ’’ : 7 
‘‘ Welsher than the Welsh.’’—ZJrish Free Translation. 


E’ RE backers you 
can’t smoke, 
For we are up 
to snuff. 
Yet though we 
cut it fine, 
some folk 
With us will 

cut up rough! 
That we're 
fy birds of 

AAG prey, alack, 

Say _ those 

“a people un- 
NN forgiving, 

SS For we, like 

Ki +» the rooks, 

RAE AN and with 

AN legsas black, 

On the turf 

pick-up a 
living. 
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a So they pick a 
— crow with us, 


g ‘Ss — 


Why should they make about that a fuss— 
e’re no worse than the rest 
Of the tribe of birds of prey 
In commerce, whose religion 
Is to pluck every bird that comes their way, 
And constantly feed on pigeon ! 


We're not from Wales, per-’Ap’s ; 
Yet Welshers they say we be— 
They don’t imply that (T)affyble chaps 
By any means are we! 
But “Taffy he was a thief ’’— 
They mean we're fond of thieving ; 
That we make it a point to “steel the beef,”’ 
When we “ put on the pot,” believing! 


For feathering 
thus our 
nest ; 








MOONSHINE OR SUNSHINE. 
TO THE EDITOR OF * FUN.” 


§Sre,—Su ing as how as a hoss called Sunshine—not but what 


she may be.a mare for all I know—but anyhow supposing Sunshine 


a 
Derby, won’t it be the first instance of the Blue Riband of the 
Yours, &c., 

| A Oounrry Bertsman. 


Para Huss.—I have laid, like a Polish hen, against Macgregor, and 


hereby begs to state that if he wins it'll be downright Rob-e-Roy! 





Cons for the Course. 
is it impossible to make parchment out of the skin of a camel ? 
| 


Way 
Because it isn’t a drum-head-ary. 


under certain circumstances would this Epsom meeting be .a 


a 3 job? Because the Oaks may go to a Paté, and the 
to a Macgregor tart-an. 


tis the difference between Leda and King Pepple? She was 


a swanny belle, and he is a Bonny swell. , 
Why must Temple continue an outsider to the last? Because he 
was appointed to an Exeter-ior lot. 








ee 








LO 
—_—_——_—— 


ee 


LL en 
ea 
A EOC 


 —————— - UW N .—Joure 4, 18 











an 








an 


~~. 





| 


eel 


9 pe 


ie 





—> 





. ASS 
SSN 
SY 

ee Se 

a ——_ = .oe, e 


i , . Set SS > owe Wa sy = = ; = ——— “Ys 
: = ; : ees 
| --— - ,  - 7RE S e = 
| S —_ eed Oe a ae. — S 

av A Sn a x = 


ANY aN Se => F = 
y _ Vn oa =, i SS 
Was ie 


‘~~ 


sy 
= \ } AN 4 
————— , ‘ts 


\ 


aN 
S ‘ \ \ 


ee 
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“On reaching the corner, the promising filly, Sister to Deceased Wife, was cannoned against by Peer o’ the Realm, ridden by Chancellor, a: 
better when next she runs.”— Vide Sporting Political Press. 
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“On reaching the corner, the promising filly, Sister to Deceased Wife, was cannon 
better when next she runs.” — Vide Sporting Political Press. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 


173, Little Pulteney-street, Soho. W. 
EAR SIR,—I dinno what to do wid Binpy—she’s gettin’ out av 
awl karactur—divil a minit can I get to meself wid her wantin’ 
to go galiwantin about to see the quality, an’ ye wouldn’t 
believe it if I tould yer honer, that she wants me to give her the 
muney to buy a bustle, and to hop about like Mick O’Brien’s sisturs 
that look for all the world like turkey cocks in petticoats wid thare 
packs broke. What did she do the other day whin I wantid to go an’ 
see the landlord, but she says, “I want to sce the Queen, she’s goin’ to 
havea Drawing-room.” “Who the divil tould ye?” says I, jibin’ 
like; “you poor ignurant crathur,” says I, “sure she has as many 
drawing-rooms in wan place an anuthur as there is in Limerick gaol.” 
«Tis you that’s the omadhaun,” says she, “do ye think they’d cawl 
annything by its name whin they’re talkin’ about the Queen. Shure 
they cawl wan av thim sojurs that’s always meanderin’ about her the 
m av the chambers an’ the robes as if she was a horse—God 
betune her an awl harm—but that’s no wandhur whin they call thim 
gentlemin mares that has as much goold about their necks as ’ud 
hang wan av the boys fur makin a hole in the back av a bailiff.” 

There was no good in talkin, [had to go wid her. In we walked to 
the k, wid binds a-piece in our backs as if we wor horseguards 
until we kum to a place whare there was a sthring av carriages as long 
as if there was a parson’s funeral. ‘“ Where are they awl goin’?” 
says I, to a man that was tawkin’ to a young woman quite convanyint. 
“To the Drawing-room,’’ sayshe. ‘ Bedad,’’ says I, “’twill be a big 
wan that'll hould ’em all.” “Be my word”—for Bippy would no 
more sware before stranghurs than she’d stale the priesth’s cravat— 
“bad manners to me,” says she, “ but if what they tell me is the truth 
and that op com that goes to see the Queen gets a little drop av 
something to , I think the best thing she can do is to get a little 
whiskey sthill on hur own account. Icould recummind her a gorsoon 
that u make hur a glass av sperits that ud mayke wan av thim 
sthiff-necked futmen av hurs dance a jig to the tune av‘ Peg in the 
settle-bed ’.’’ 

I wish yer honer ’ud tell me what to do wid Bumpy. Be the way 
she’s goin’ on I wouldn’t wandhur if she wanted to get a pair av thim 
shoes wid the buckles in ’em as big as a bishop’s that makes the purty 
girls walk as if they wor game cocks hoppin’ about on a hot fryin’- 
pan. An’ now—divil a lie in it—she wants to go to the Darby races, 
an’ she can’t make out why they call it that though she thinks hurself 
as knowin’ as a leprechaun. 

Tawkin’ av the races reminds me av the wondherful Greshun bind 
that Pec Fianurry used to have at the Limerick races. Ye may have 

ere billyards an yere divarshuns wid the high-flown names over here, 
ut divil a game ye ever see in Ingland like the wan we call Waggle- 
ty ‘over in the ould country. *T wasn't av wire or any av thim 
dals that Peaay used to make her bustle, but av honist dale boords 
that’ud make a flure for a dancing masther. But ye dinno know 
what the divarshun wus, but a child unborn could understand it. She 
furst begins cawlin out, ‘‘ Nine sthrokes a pinny,”’ as if she was askin’ 
some wan to put his foot or his shilalegh on the end av hur pettycoat, 
an’ thin whin the customers come up she says, “ Now there’s the five 
fut ring, an I’ll give ye sixpence if ye knock me out av it.” Divila 
| lie in it, I see boys at the races that ’ud make a hole in a crowd av 
people in a skermish, whacking away at Paccy’s Greshun bind till they 
worn’t able to lift the mallet, and sorra a chance they had av stirrin’ 
her, no more than they had av movin’ a tombsthone. 
Couplin that ’tisn't sorry Mick O’Brren ’ll be when Brppy laves 
house fur she’s always bringin’ down his sisthurs’ fine talk. Be 
jabers I think they thry to put thimsilves off as Inglish if they didn’t 
spake brogues a-piece that ye could cut wid a rowlin’ pin. Buupy 
says the other day, “Tisn’t enuf for ye” says she, “to be takin’ awl 
® money out av the counthry but ye must take away its characthur. 

Ye can’t hay races widout callin’ ’em afthur Darny O’Suea or some 

uther av the nabors, an thin,” says she, winkin at me—upon me soul 

aed aggravate the priesth—“ ye must call the horsis afthur us.” 

V coorse,” says she, “‘ ye’ll say that the wan wid the Hawthorn in his 
name isn’t Irish ; but my name isn’t Biopy De.any, if there wus evur 
annything off av that timber that wusn’t as Irish as a Galway herrin. 
~ tis the dasint people they won’t let alone. How can they expect 
ln hav luck if they call the brute bastes afthur Christians—the 
ythens. An afthur SarsurieLp too, the gintleman that showed 

6 Buy that he wasn’t goin to put his nose through iviry stone 
ye the kingdom whin he turned out his blood relashuns and made 


mint kick out her fathur.” ‘Couplin that,” says I, “do ye 








And thin there’s Macs and O’s, and the mane 
before the names av thim indasint Scotchmin that 
coats an long stockins, but, I suppose, ’tis bekase 
breechis. 


be born out ov the counthry if he died fur it, an’ 


get a chance av anything 


The baste is shure to be first in the races if he 


‘em colloguin near about the whisky sthills. 


Their pedigree, I’ll wager all my money on the 
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Pretty thief, there is not a disputer! 


For I’m certain to make with my Bessie a 


On its back, like the panier of fashion ; 


Since a swell bonnet’s oxen her passion. 
So no chance of a hedge am I likely to get, 


Yes—my freedom I’ve lost too, as long as I 
To that face, rosy, smiling, and dimply! 


SS 
Election and Epsom. 


nature. 


it is threatened to scratch him, he is possibly 
erston. 





Where there’s a Bill. 

Somenopy told Mrs. 

rejected the Deceased Wife's Sister Bill. 

surprise her—it was enough to 

Bill, and how could the hussy propose to a 
especially as it isn’t Leap Year: 


nn 


mbur the song that used to make the parson’s clark laugh an say 
that the commandhur must hav as many lives as a tom cat ? This 1s 
verse that he was always chucklin’ at as if he found a four-laved 


. » 


‘I saw brave Sarshfield draw up nigh, 
An unto me make this reply— 

For Erin’s cause I’d live an die 
As I often done before.’ ” 
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dasavurs sticks "em 
goes about in petty- 
their wives ware the 


If they deny that, there’s wan thoroughbred that couldn't 


that’s our friend the 


Exciseman. Upon mé sow! I don’t wandher though that they give the 
name to a horse in Ingland, fur ’tisn’t ofin in Ireland that the gaugers 
except an onconvaynient dose av small shot. 


runs away from the 


other wans as fast as the gaugers cut their sthicks when the boys see 


Thin no mather what the horses’ size, or what may be their age or 


gaugur. 


Yours most obadyently, 


Tuapy De.Lany. 


SSIE AND BET. 


44, my Besste’s the 


sweetest and 
dearest of loves, 
The dearest of 
loves and the 
sweetest ! 

But I own in the 
matter of bet- 
ting in gloves 

Of fair cheats 
she’s about the 
completest, 

For her losses in 
kisses e’en pays 
she not,—yet 

I am certain to make 
with my Bzssiz 
a Bet. 


Of course she backs 
Sunshine — ’tis 


seen in. her 
smile ! 
Macgregor — for 
she’s a free- 
booter, 


Our hearts with 
free-beauty that 
she can be- 
guile, 


Howe’er the race ends I shall be in her debt, 


Bet. 


The Camel she backs, for the hump that it wears 


For Bonny Swell too she a penchant declares— 


Though I’m certain to make with my Bessiz a Bet. 


What's the odds that I lose in the odds that I give ? 
"Tis my heart I have lost—not gloves simply ; 


ve, 


Would she wed me, my losses I ne’er should regret— 
I should win two to one, making Bessiz my Ber! 


Ovr worthy contemporary the Sportsman said the other day :— 


The movements concerning Bridgwater have been of a somewhat mysterious 


This of course refers to the Derby horse not the bribery borough : 


Still it is odd to find his stable-companion is Palmerston, : 4 
; “the itching palm ”’- 


and that as 


Maxapror the other day that the Lords had 
Her reply was that it didn't 
kill any wife to have a sister called 
the Lords at once 


rT 
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THE FESTIVAL 





ese Stet 


To the Tune of “ Hey, derry (Epsom) Down !”” 
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IS the Festival of Folly, when the whole of town goes mad, 
From the West-end to the East-end, from the noble to the cad, 
From—the first time they’ ve seen Epsom—youths, not downy though 
smberbes, 
To the veterans who’ve visited some five-and-forty Derbies. 
So come along, 
And join the throng, 
For once let’s all be jolly— 
And crowding down, 
We'll empty town, 
This Festival of Folly! 


The streets shall all be empty, as a brewer’s empty vat ; 
The only living thing about will be a lonely cat ; 
A solitary creature that to Epsom will not j gs 
E’en to gloat with feline feelings o’er the luckless Derby dog. 
So let’s away 
At break of day— 
Since statesmen e’en leave poli— 
Yes, politics, 
With us to mix, 
This Festival of Folly! 
The dolls shall be our emblems, and our special sport shall be 
To shy at sticks with bludgeons—at a penny for the three. 
To talk chaff, for whose antiquity we will not care a bit— _ 
“‘ Not in these boots !’’ shall be reckoned as the acme of all wit. 
So, off we go, 
And laugh, ho ho! 
And sing like Mr. WHattEy— 
Whose name, I vow, 
é Comes fitly now, 
This Festival of Folly! 


We'll see Macgregor spin along, with Sunshine close beside, _ 
And the long neck of the Camel, and the Bonny Swell’s big stride : 
And whichever wins the Derby, you may swear will go the pace. 
But of the spree far more think we, ’tis certain than the race. , 
For lose or win 
We don’t begin 
To deal in melancholy— 
We'll have a lark 
From dawn till dark, 
This Festival of Folly! 


—_ 
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Well, you see, as Binks said he should be detained in town until late 


and learning it was Derby Day, she said she would see the people coming home. 


are inadequate to describe the scene ! 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tuznz is little need to recommend Nicholas’s Notes (ROUTLEDGE AND 

Sons, Broadway,) to the readers of Fun, who so thoroughly appre- 
ciated “The Old Man’s”’ sporting papers. They read as freshly now 
as when first they appeared, for they did not—wonderfully lucky as 
the prophecies frequently were—depend for their success on the 
emphemeral connection they had with the races of the time. It is the 
character of Nicholas as revealed by himself that gives the chief 
Interest to the book; and it is wonderful to note how in that most 
difficult form for the purpose—the autographical—the development of 
the man’s faults, his meannesses, his “ vanity-gloriousness” and his 
self-deception is achieved without forcing. We know of few finer 
creations than this vivid portrait of the tipster, and when we recall 
under what circumstances of pressure of work and of ill-health it was 
wn, we are lost in wonder at it, as a simple feat of brain-work. 
. It 18 impossible to read the last paper without a regretful feeling, 
it is so strangely prophetic, though not in Nicholas’s ordinary prophetic 
The last paragraph, read by recent light, is almost painful. 
Yet at the time when it was written we, and the readers of Fun, looked 
week after week for the next instalment—which was never to come. 

At the end of the volume, a few poems—three hitherto unpublished 
—will be read we are sure with interest and admiration. They display 
& mastery in those more delicate touches where pathos and pleasantry 
mingle. There is not one of them that would not have stamped its 
writer as possessed of the poetic faculty. The biography is brief, but 
will, we think, be welcome to the admirers and friends of the departed 

us, a8 a record of his life and work. The frontispiece is a portrait 

@ photograph by Cuartes Warkins, is drawn by Mr. T. Scort, 

whose admirable likenesses are unequalled in the annals of draughts- 

manship. If more be needed to commend the book, we can add that 
the proceeds will be devoted to the Prowse Memorial Fund. 








Trp to Timz.—Watchmaker’s apprentices. 
G@ Prom Guenny.—Long bean extinct: the Bow-street 
runner. 
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KING!” 


b. thought she might as well go round and see her sister at Clapham, 
Imagine her horror and disgust when she saw Br but no, words 


Mrs. 








Propria, que marry—buss! 
Herx’s a new development of Woman's Rights :— 


Iowa recently had a wedding in which a female clergyman tied the knot and 
officially kissed the bridegroom. 
This will create quite a revolution in religious matters, Of course if 
we have she-parsons as well as he-parsons, we must have her-nology 
as well as hymnology. But then we must also expect not only he- 
resy, but she-resy. 


Whuy should the Suez Canal improve the visionary powers of 
Africa? Because it makes it an eye-land. 


Gushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not held ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


Jack Daw (Chelsea).—None of your John-Daw-ry, you fish-out-of- 
water. Your local Reach could not be more far-fetched. 

A. G. (Wolverhampton).— Why can’t you people strike out original lines 
for yourselves instead of mildly plagiarising the ideas of others ? 

R. S. P. (Crediton).—As the halfpenny stamp is not yet issued, we could 
not overpay you as we should wish by sending you a quarter of a stamp. 

A. C. (Manchester).—Apply to our advertising agent. 

Fasivus (Manningham).—Not up to the mark—but overweight in postage 
for all that, and cost us twopence! 

No Fwun (Liverpool).— Your opeas are worthy of the cause! 

J. R. (Hackney).—Declined. hy not send to us direct ? . 

H. S. B. (Stockwell).—MS. at office. As regards previous contribution, 
please see rules. 

Port Gumpot.—Mind what you're about ! ' 

Declined with thanks: —T., Canonbury Park; Barney’s See; Pitch and 
Toss; A. T. Newcastle-on-Tyne ; A. W. C., Glasgow ; Fille Domestique ; 
Cookie; E. W. W.; C. B., Blackheath; G. A. F., Waterford ; pei 
Booby; E. W., Kidsgrove; Novus Homo; Estorga; W. J. H. Y.; 
E. A. K.; Constant Subscriber; W. P. W., Bayswater. 
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oh ¢ | A ~*~ DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I69. 
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. J \ : oe C Ly N Never a place, be it city or town, 
. “iy BS Wins for its carnival greater renown. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 


Heroine :-—“ Ha! what A FEARFUL SIGHT MEETS MY DISTRACTED GAZE! 


THE FOAMING FLOOD—BUT MY LIPS REFUSE—HA!”’ (Screams.) 






Lo! where the multitudes throng, where they roar 
Loud as the surf on the wave-beaten shore ; 
Pleasant it is when you put on your tin 

~~ To find that you very successfully win. 


1. We're told that this is softer far 
Than any baby’s cheek, 
And where cold winds and icebergs are 
You'll find it, if you seek. 


2. I’ve heard of a governor who was an earl, 
Another had hair that would famously curl 
On a grand-dueal forehead in many a ring ; 
But this ruler’s name is “ the foot of the king.’’ 


3. In courts of justice he assists, 
His name occurs in Cambridge lists, 
And yet that statement’s hardly fair, 
For he has special functions there. 











4. Few people, I trow, of this very queer word 
Have chanced in their lives to have oftentimes heard, 
And yet it’s quite plain, though its sound is surprising, 
It means someting eastern, or anything rising. 


5. With this complaint, she caught it from her 
“ brudder,”’ 
I couldn’t kiss her, for it made me shudder ; 
I said, “‘ Dear girl, may I be hugely jiggered, 
But your poor cheeks are terribly disfigur’d.”’ 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 167. — Tramway, Briz- 
9 : Throb, Roller, Aei, Minx, Waterspout, Argo, 
earn. 


Correct Sotvutrons or Acrostic No. 167, rEcrIvep May 25th.— 
Diggory Dibble; D. E. H. 








A Brrp or Itt-omen.—The Raven-huo officer. 

Tue Po.trest or Proressors.—The Dentist who ex 
tracts your tooth by congé-lation. 

From what point of view should the race for the 
Oaks prove most interesting to ladies ? At Zuattin’-’em 
Corner. 





‘* He who fights.” 
We see that a Monstzur Merson, editor of the Union Bretonne, has 
ht a duel with the editor of the Gazette de I’ Ouest and the editor 
of the Espérance de Peuple. The report adds :— 


The weapon chosen in both instances was the pistol. No blood was shed. M. 
Merson has now fought twenty-two duels. 


Were the other twenty like the last two—fonght with and 
without blood-shed ? so we fear the editors forget to do to their 
pistols what they always do to their leaders—“lead’’ them! If one 
could get the ¢clat of a duel without any danger in this way who 
would object to fighting as a Merson-ary ? 


Plaid out! 
Ir is on the cards—correct cards of course—that the blue ribbon of 
the turf may this year turn out to be a tartan. 





Ditties for the Downs. 


Tue Woovrer’s Wanste.—Haul in the Downs! 
Tus Losan’s Lay.—“ Parting ’’ is such sweet sorrow! 


Sonc ror Berrixa Man.—I love the Mexry, Merry Sunshine.” 





Putting the Donkey before the Barrow. 


At a meeting of the Golden-lane Free Ragged Schools and the 
Mission to Costermongers, Lorp SuHarrEsspury is reported to have 
said :— 

He saw they had a Costermonger’s Donkey and Barrow Club, which he thought a 
very good idea, and it would give him much pleasure to become a member of it. 


His Lordship did not say in which capacity he was qualified for 
membership. As an Earl he cannot claim entrance as a barrow-night. 
What then? 


Homasopatuic Diet ror A Racen.—A Tadled Oat. 


NOTICE.—Now Ready, price One Shilling 
NICHOLAS’S NOTES, 
With other Writings by the late W.J. Prowsz. Edited by Tom Hoop. 


RovuTLEeDGE AND Sons, Broadway. 





NOTICE.—Many subscribers having complained of the inconvenience of the 
Fun volumes ending at irregular divisions of the year, it has been deter- 

@ mined to bring the present volume to a close in June, so that in future 
they will be completed at Christmas and Midsummer. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 
. FURNISHING 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
ESTIMATES: 


le care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 


Mesers. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO, beg to state derable care had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 


js of their Furniture, ney have compiled with conside 
URTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES (in preference to publis 
various Rooms, and enabling in Purchasers to at 


119, 120, 121, 122, 


g an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
see at ance the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
1 


123, BOROUGH, S§&.E. 
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LANES WITHOUT A TURNING. 


Wuar scores of moralists you hear 
Exalting Patience as a virtue ;— 
When sad, they bid you be of cheer, 
No earthly troubles long can hurt you. 
Their sympathy and :00d advice 
I hope you never think of spurning : 
They ve told you, maybe, once or twice 
Long is the lane without a turning. 





Suppose your journey rather brief, 
And straight the line that leads you through it: 
You need no zig-zags for relief, 
The path is plain and you pursue it. 
But make the journey Jong, you see— 
One faet you cannot help discerning. 
Your way, though pleasant it may be, 
Looks longer far without a turning. 


Still on and on, precisely straight, 

You find monotony is teazing— 
And very soon begin to hate 

The hedges that at first were pleasing. 
Now just imagine the dismay 

That fills your bosom upon learning 
You can’t escape in any way— 

You’re in a lane without a turning. 


Life’s path seems either long or short ; 
Some like the trip, some wish it over :— 
Though very few of any sort 
Make adi the journey through the clover. 
And when in love, or when in debt, 
Or haply with ambition burning, 
Long seems the lane, and longer yet, 
Because it’s one without a turning. 


Your travels lie—they often do— 
Through roads beset by thorny trials ; 

The Fates have drenched you through and through 
In all the wrath of all their vials. 

Long seems the way— full well it may ; 
For some encouragement you’re yearning. 


This lane’s a lane without a turning. HAVE! 








Birds of a Feather. 

A CORRESPONDENT asks us a question as to the following story 
which we must pass on to Mr. Frank Bucktanp:— 

A tame magpie, belonging to Mr. F. Corrall, and a tame jackdaw, belonging to 
Mr. H. Talbot, of Lutterworth, both birds being endowed with the gift of the gab, 
have for some time been mating, and it may now be said that they are fairly mated, 
**maggie ” having built her a nest in an elder-tree ina garden in the Stoney Hollow, 
where she is carefully and gallantly attended by Mr. Daw as her mate. She has 
already commenced laying, and no small curiosity is excited as to the character of 
the young ones. 

Our correspondent wishes to know whether the young ones will be 
Jack-pies or Mag-daws? If Mr. Frank Bucktanp can’t tell him 
he must try Lorp DunpREARY. 


A Long Job. 


This is from the Bombay Gazette :— 


At Lahore the Maharajah of Cashmere presented the Duke of Edinburgh with a 
shaw] for the Queen, the like of which, according to our Lahore contemporary, was 
never made. Three hundred shawl-weavers had worked on it incessantly for three 
years, and many of them lost their sight through the fineness of the work! Its 
actual cost in Cashmere is estimated at 25,000 harrisingha, the harrisingha being 
equivalent in value to 10 annas. 


No wonder the poor fellows’ went blind when employed in s0 
harrisingha labour ! , 





A Tatur-Trappist. 


Herz is a curious bit of news :— 
A monk of the order of La Trappe has invented a new potato-peeling machine, by 
means of which a man can easily peel 600 lbs. of potatoes per hour. 
We wonder whether the pious inventor was animated by a desire to 
_8kin Murphy. Mr. Wuatuey should inquire into this.’$ 





Idiosyn-crazy. 

Aw American paper speaking of a lunatic recently consigned to the 
asylum stated that “his disease is termed intellectual insanity.” If 
mpt's so, we should prefer to accompany the intellectually insane, 
ead of staying with the unintellectually sane. 
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A MARRYING FAMILY. 


Up come Job’s comforters to say, Alfred :—“T say, Ma, wHat A LoT or DAUGHTERS Mr. Spryster must 


THERE ARE SOME OF ’EM HAVE THEIR BANNS CALLED EVERY Sunpay !”’ 





What do you think of th’hat? 

Here's a tip-top tile! 

The latest novelty in head-gear has made its appearance in Paris. During the 
ensuing summer it is thought the new form of hat will become exceedingly popular. 
In appearance it is snowy white; itis light and comfortable, and looks very like 
good straw. What will be said when the new hat makes its appearance in this 
country? and when it is discovered that its price is—inferior quality, 24d.; better 
kind, 94d.? This light, cheap imitation Panama is made from wood shavings ; 
A hat so cheap must, of course, have certain defects. This one is admitted to be 
fragile, a heavy shower would reduce it to the consistency of blotting-paper. It 
must be carefully handled, and only brought out in fine settled weather. 


Besides being cheap, this new style of hat will, we think, have the 
advantage of durability in spite of its alleged fragility. For if it is 
only to be brought out in fine settled weather, it will only be used once 
a year in our climate. 





England Expects. 


A rvurtous correspondent sends us this clipping from a con- 
temporary :— 

England is being now washed away by denudation. It is onlya matter of time 
when the sea will once more roll over it, and bury its cities, its lives, its loves, its 
treasures, its beauties, its ages of organic creations in the depths of the ocean, there 
to remain till some future changes of the earth’s surface raise it once more to the 
wonder of beings who may then be existing on this ever-changing planet.— 
Herdma’s Speculative Cosmology. 

Our friend asks us by what right this foreign craft runs us down. He 
adds—‘* Herd-ma, indeed! Tell your grandma!”’ 


Eggs. gratia. 

Tue Californian A/ta is reported to have spoken of the crime of 
egg-stealing as even worse than robbing a church. This is coming it 
rather strong, though to be sure it may be, not worse, but as bad, 
when the stealing in question is a case of sack-real-eggs. 





A Very Bad Case. 
ible? Why, Ass-cot, of 


What races most resemble a donkey's s*: 
course. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 8th, 1870. 

+ is not quite easy to say whether the authorities or the 
. I "ae in the late outrage at Oxford are more to blame. 
wy Feebleness and incompetence have long been the characteristics 
“~ of the Oxford Don, who combines the paltry spite of an old 
woman with her inability to understand the follies, or distinguish 
them from the vices, of the young men he is supposed to govern. 
Order and intelligence have not been the characteristics of the Oxford 
Undergraduate, but he has been supposed to combine with the follies— 
say, even, the vices—of the lad, the instincts of the gentleman. 
Perhaps of the two, the Undergraduate has been less true to his 
traditions than the Don, in the late outrage. } 

The. worst of it is, that the young fellows, concerned in the 
disgraceful destruction of works of art, are not the sons of plutocrats 
of yesterday,—men, who might have imbibed the Manchester faith of 
their fathers, that money can purchase “‘Old Masters ’’—as good as 
new! They are sprung of families in which the treasures of art are 
heir-looms, familiar from childhood as the pride and prize of their race. 

The Dons, on theother hand, in punishing the perpetrators of this 
lasting disgrace to: our first seat of learning, have displayed their 
accustomed. stupidity. They have awarded no severer pen ties than 
they would have bestowed on a noisy party who broke a few windows 
or screwed up) am obnoxious tutor’s oak:— d-propos of the latter 
offence, indeed, we question whether they would pretend for a 
moment that they held the destruction of an antique Venus as anything 
like as bad as the incarceration of a modern Don. 

Between Don and: Und uate there is nothing to choose. Each 
is equally unfit to be with objects of art. The treasures of the 
Taylor and the Museum had better be at once transferred to 
London, where the working man, accustomed to the sight of South 
Kensington, the Crystal Palace, and the British Museum, will be able 
to view them without a burning desire to destroy them. 





OUR CORRECT TIP TYPICAL. 


We are almost tired of prophesying many Look at our Derby 
Hieroglyphic, oh, British Public, and acknowledge that therein the 
winning horse is so clearly signified that only a pretence of mystery is 
kept up, lest the interest of the race for the world at large should be 
sacrificed by too obvious a revelation. 

You see the Dial-plate! 

You know where on the ordinary dial-plate of a clock the figure 
ONE stands! 

You see where the K—for Kingcraft—stands on our Dial-plate— 
at ONE! 

You observe that the book of our prophetic book-maker backs it !— 
positively and exclusively backs it ! 

ou note the scornful smile with which the jester indicates the utter 
failure of Macgregor, who is at sixes and sevens! 

Unanimous Admission of the British Public, “ We do! wedo!”’ 


Cutting a Poor Figure-o. 


A sMALL and dear y paper, bearing the very new and original 
title of the London Figaro, with the cheap insolence of prints of its 
calibre, said in its introductory address :— 

Our programme will admit of nearly every species of lugubrious literature, but 
articles from writers in the London comic weeklies cannot be admitted. 

Possibly not; because—as far at least as our experience goes, such 

writers are in the habit of being regularly paid, which might not 

possibly suit the programme of speculations of the Figaro class. That 

when they are not paid-for, but stolen, articles from the writers in one 

London comic weekly can be admitted, we found, as we expected, fully 
roved before the mp0 was much more than a week old. We quote 
rom the 8th number :— 

*O would I were a bird!” wailed one of the humble street-brethren of our 
complaining melodist. “‘So you are; you're a howl,” was the certainly Cockney 
reply of a City Arab. May not our dinmer singers be of the “‘ howl” species 
a and may not this fact be some reason for amateurs being at times per- 
mi) . 

The “howl” story is stolen from page 54 of the 4th volume of Fun, 
new series. 





Oh ! 


Wuy do mares only run in the Oaks? Because horse would be out | can 


of their El’ment. 
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CARL VON BOCKBIER : 


His Ampitiovus CAREER, AND ILLUstRiIovs ENDING. 


" 


) 





ARL was a painter of very 


small note, 
All his capacity lay in his 
throat— 
For of Bock-beer, of Lager, 
of Wiener-bier, oh ! 
Down his gullet what gal- 
lons a-gurgling would 
go ! 
Ho! ho! 
Hullo! 
By St. Kilderkin, Spigot, 
Black Jack, and Brown 
Geo! 


At work on a picture beside 
the blue Rhine, 
For one line he painted, of 
pints he drank nine ; 
For of Bock-bier, of Lager, 
of Wiener-bier, oh, 
Down his gullet what gal- 
lons a-gurgling would 
0! 
Ho! ho! 
Hullo! 
By St. Kilderkin, Spigot, 
Black Jack, and Brown 
Geo! 


But an Englishman chanced to that spot to resort— 

And he drank a barrel where Cart took a quart, 

Though of Bock-bier, of Lager, of Wiener-bier, oh, 

Down his gullet what gallons a-gurgling would go ! 
Ho! ho! 


Hullo! 


By St. Kilderkin, Spigot, Black Jack, and Brown Geo ! 


Said Cart to the stranger, “I truly can’t think 

How such quantities bestial of beer you can drink !”’ 

Though of Bock-bier, of Lager, of Wiener-bier, oh, 

Down his gullet what gallons a-gurgling would go! 
Ho! ho! 


Hullo! 


By St. Kilderkin, Spigot, Black Jack, and Brown Geo! 
Quoth the Briton, “It takes of your liquors some length— 


Ere your quantity equals our quality’s strength ; 
And of Bock-bier, of Lager, of Wiener-bier, oh, 


Down one’s gullet what g 
Ho 


Just so, 


allons a-gurgling must go, 
h 


To recall Attsopr, Bass, Barcuay,. Perxins, AND Co.!” 


Cart came to England uncommonly quick, 

But in crossing the Channel was horribly sick. 
Though of Bock-bier, of Lager, of Wiener bier, oh, 
Down his gullet what gallons a-gurgling would go, 


Ho! ho! 
He’d know 


More of Auisorr, of Bass, Barcuay, Perkins, AND Co. ! 


Once landed, of porter he ordered a 


pot : 


“ Pots-thousand ! ”’ said he, “ What a treat I have got— 

Though of Bock-bier, of Lager, of Wiener-bier, oh, 

Down my gullet what gallons a gurgling would go, 
Ho! ho! 


Just so 


Shall their Attsopr, their Bass, Barnctay, Perxrns, AND Co. !”” 


Then to blow off its head he attempted—no quiz! 7 
’Stead of his blowing its off—why, IT BLEW OFF HIS! 
Though of Bock-bier of Lager, of Wiener-bier, oh, 
Down his gullet such gallons a-gurgling would go ! 

| Ho! ho! 


He was laid low , 
By the stout ALtsorr, Bass, Barciay, Parkins, AND Co. ! 





Mawst Incredible. 


Ir may surprise the editors of the Field, Land and Water, and natural 
historians generally, to learn that a patent feeding-bottle is used by 


little ones frem their Maw ! 


aries in rearing their young! How? Why, theold birds feed the 
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Working-man (to Friend) :—“ 1 SAY, BILL, THEM THERE YOUNG SWELLS AT OXFORD HAS BEEN AN’ BURNT A LOT_O’ WALLYBAB 





uNE 11, 1870. 


ij! 


Nai 


Pie 
MPN  O 


ad 
er f 


. m my Fa 
no 
na 
i fe 
| 


aT 


i 
| 


1 
| 


nS ! 


UL dake 
A 
HAL 


! 
Hi} 


r | 
Mi} 


{ 
SS 4 25h 
ae ) Ha 


— —s 
eee 
Seer 


—— 
—— 


Oe 


“a 


a ‘ie 
un 

ww || 
Ng \\ 


xx AY Ye 


— 


SS ! 
SS 


: i 
ie i ae 


AA piss. 
UB BI) 


— TW i, 


a) | 


i \ fH) / 4 j 
SS AS 


Wf 


4 
Vi 


SS 


“Ys Le 
le 


3 
ay, 


ae 


eS P 
Vt hE 
Veli pi 


Yf igs 


Uy) 


Vy 
Lh 


Ys 


DP ede 
i} 
4 
ij 


— 
PT 


|e Yi 

Wi a) 

" NL 
Tae aa 


~ 


a 


Ts 
- 
— 

roam 


NY . 
l 


BABLESTATUES. THEY’D BETTER SEND THEIR OBJECTS OF WIRTU UP TO LONDON FOR US TO TAKE CARE OF!” 
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Mrs. Brown on Things in General, 
ee 
THE CLAPHAM JUNCTION. 


'M sure as no one didn’t ought never to attempt for to go any 

( wheres as leads to that Clapham Junction, for of all the places as | 
ever I did see to puzzle you, that’s it; and talk of fair Rosamun’, | 

as they did use to call’er, I’m sure if that king ’ad been an’ put’er | 

in Clapham Junction the queen couldn’t never ’ave found ’er, not with | 
all ’er threads, as I always considers acted cruel, tho’ no doubt acess | 
to aggrawate any woman. | 
But as I were a-sayin’ about that Clapham Junction I never did see | 
sich a place, thro’ a-goin’ to spend the day with a old friend at Mort- | 
lake in the name of Morar, as is left comfortable thro’ MorGrn ’avin’ | 


made a good bit of money in the second-’and furniture line, as she'd 

ive up the business to her son as ’ad been and married, and they was 
_all to live together, as I know’d would last as many nights as days, as 
the sayin’ is, so when it come to ’er a-throwin’ a bottom drawer at ’er 
mother-in-law, as it’s a mercy it missed ’er and only struck the milk- 
man jist come up at the shop door, as sent ’im flyin’ with no bones 
broke, tho’ both the cans emptied over a carpet at the door as good as | 
new, it was ’igh time to part. 

So part they did, but Mrs. Morcrn she'd wrote, leastways got ’er 
niece to. thro’ bein’ no scholar ’erself, and says, “Do come and spend | 
a long day as is not three minits’ walk from the station,’ as would ’ave | 
been all werry well if I'd been at ’ome, but I was a-stayin’ up agin’ | 
the Marble Arch, thro’ my place bein’ painted, as I can’t stand the | 
smell on, as every whiff is sick ’eadache to me. 

So I says to Mrs. Papwicx’s niece, as I was a-stayin’ with thro’ 
’avin’ married the under butler, and ’ad took a nice little business in 
the greengrocery line jest out of the Edgware-road, and ’im a good | 
connection at waitin’ as you’d never take for hired, not to see ’im 
dressed for the evenin’ and a pair of white Berlin gloves like the 
driven snow, tho’ a tender foot, as is a great ’indrance to’im a-movin’ 
about active, and suffers dreadful from the ’eat. 

So I says to ’er, ‘‘ Mrs. Riciey,’”’ as is her name, tho’ in general | 
called fermilier Janz, I says, “I can’t goto Mortlake from this.” | 
“Oh,” says ’er ’usband, ‘‘easy, bless you, and from the Baker-street 
station, as is nearer than the Edgware-road one.’”’ He says, “You'll 
do it well in three-quarters of a ’our.”’ 

Jest as we was a-talkin’ in come young Cox.ns, and he says, | 
“Well, sich weather as this I'd never go by none of them under- | 
grounded railways, but in a bus, as runs to the werry door.’ I says, 
** Wherever does it go from.” ‘ Why,” he says, “ All along Picca- | 
dilly, and if you was to take it easy thro’ the Park as far as the Dvkz | 
oF WELLINGTON’s statue, the bus would pick you up like a bird,” 

| 





as is "is way of talkin’, thro’ bein’ young and free in ’is ways. 
“Well,” I says, “I certingly should prefer it,” so makes up my 
mind as I’d go that way, and the next day after that I started, and I 
know’d Mrs. Ricitey was a-goin’ to’avea good turn out with the 
sweeps, and was off myself afore ten o’clock. 

It’s all werry fine to say walk thro’ the Park easy, and so I would if 
I ’adn’t been astupid, and asked a party as was settin’ on aseat where | 
I was a-restin’, my best way. 

* Oh,”’ she says, “don’t go to the DukE or WELLINGTON’s, but over 
by the Serpingtine, as ’ll cut off a good corner and bring you out by 
the Barricks ;”’ and so I goes that way, but, law, if I didn’t take the 
wrong side of the Serpingtine, and found myself in Kensington 
Gardens. I'd have gone back, only thro’ knowin’ as Mrs. RicLey 
didn’t want me at’ome. So, arter takin’ a bit of a rest, I makes my 
way out of them gardins into the road, and there I stopped and 
waited for the bus, as there wasn’t many as passed, and them all 
full. So at last one come up as was a-goin’ to Mortlake, with only 
one place outside. I says to the conductor, “I never can get up.” 
“Law,” he says, “why you're a downright fairy for weight to a 
lady as travels with me werry often,” the coachman, he says, ‘‘ Look 
sharp ; ’ere lay ’old of the strap.’’ Well, I put my foot on the wheel, and 
& werry nice old gentleman in a yaller coat and white ’at as were out- | 
side, says, ‘‘ Give me your ’and,” asI ketched ’old on that sudden and | 
pulled ’im slap off the bus, as would ’ave been killed if he hadn’t fell 
soft in a mud ’eap as was scraped up on the road side. 

He was a deal put out, and it’s well it wasn’t no worse as he was a- 
goin’ to a christnen, he said, and what with one a-’awlin’,and the other 
a-pushin’ at me they got me on to that bus, as was the last seat at the 
end, for the old gent as I’d pulled down was on the box. ; 

There I set, with my legs a-danglin’, and my ’ead that confused with 
the wheels, a-goin’ round, and the ’orses ’oofs as kep’ a-splashin’ up 
the dirt, and every time as the bus seemed for to swerve like, a-turn- 
in’ in the least, I thought as off I were. 

I’m sure the way as the grumpy old beast as were a-settin’ next m™~ 
swore cos I ketched ’old on ’is arm you’d thought I'd killed ‘4 id * 
says, “Don’t pinch, hang it,” leastways, he said, wurus as I — th 
repeat. I says, “I didn't go todo it.” ‘ But, oh!” I says, For Z 
bus give another turn, and ketched ’old of’is harm. He says, Coach- 





a 





man, you must put this old woman down, she ’s pinched me black and 
blue.” I says, “Pinch your grandmother, why I’ve took ’old of your 
arm.” He says, “My arms will be black and blue.” “Well,” I 
says, “You don’t wear short sleeves, that’s one comfort.” He 
says, “ You touch me agin and take the consequences,’ as I do 
believe would ’ave knocked me slap off the bus, as he would ’ave done 
it easy with a back-’ander in my chest with his elber; and of all the 
rides as ever I ’ad. And then we got to Mortlake, it’s a mercy as there 
was a ladder for to get down by orI should ’ave been on the top of 
that bus till now, I do believe. 

Mrs. Morcin was glad to see me, as was a-livin’ with ’er niece ina 
pretty little ’ouse enough, as is a werry amiable gal, with ’er 
shoulder growed out and a ’air lip; as isa ’ome for ’er thro’ bein’ one 
of nine, and all afflicted. 

Mrs. Morey, she’d a deal to tell me, all about Morarn’s death, 
as were a vreat sufferer, and the first doctors in London as couldn't do 
nothink for ‘im but take the money, as they did pretty free. ut of 
all the brimstones as ever I did ’ecar tell on it was ’er precious 
daughter-in-law, as would stuff up the chimbley, and then light a fire 
for to try and smoke the old lady out, as were ’er own ’ouse, and 
never a bit of wittles fit to eat. Not as Mrs. Morcry’s much of a ’and 
at eatables ’erself, for of all the meat pies as ever I did try for to get 
my tecth thro’, the one as she’d been and made for me beat ’em 
’oller, as was a crust like plaster of Paris, anda bit of weal not over 
fresh, and I do think the rustiest bacon as quite give me a turn, with 
a green gooseberry puddin’ and a drippin’ crust as I can’t a-bear. 

We'd a early cup of tea, for I was a little bit fidgetty about the 
railroad, not as I could ’ave gone ’ome a-top of that bus agin, 
not for all the world, as the sayin’ is. 

It wasn’t more than seven when I left Mrs. Morarn’s, and got 
to the train jest as one was gone, and ’ad to wait ‘arf-a-’our afore 
another to come, and took my ticket for to change at Clapham Junction. 

We ’adn't got but to one station when the guard told me as I must 
change, for that train didn’t stop at Clapham, so there I got out, and 
’ad to wait at Barnes, as they calls it, ever so long, and of all the 
crowds, and when the train come in it was a downright fight for to 
get into the carriage, as was that full as glad I were when we got to 
Clapham. 

I'd ’arf a mind to go to my own ’ome, but know’d if that paint smelt 
strong a sick ’eadache were my potion fora day or two; so [ says 
to a party as were on duty there, ‘‘ I wants a train for Edgware-road.” 
He says, ‘Go down them steps, turn to the left, and up No. 5, and 
then you'll get to Kensington, as is your way to the Edgeware-road.”’ 
Down I goes, and met sich lots of parties a-comin’ up them steps as quite 
confused me, and whether I turned to my right or my left, as I ain't 
never quite clear about at the first blush, asthe sayin’ is, I ain’t sure. 

Well I goes up them steps and gets ona platform, and there I stands 
as there wasn’t nobody about, and as I were a-waitin’ there who 
should I see on the next platform but one but Mrs. Atnens and ’er 
little boy, as lives close by Mrs. Rictey, where I was a-stoppin’, and 
a ’ard-workin’ woman, as keeps ’erself and that boy on a mangle thro’ 
bein’ a perliceman’s widder, as were injured by the garotters, and 
lingered seven months with ’is back broke, as she’s got a joint on now 
as she keeps by ’er in a pill box, tho’, in my opinion, better buried 
with him. 

Well a-seein’ ’er I says to myself she’s a-goin’ the same way as me, 
and thro’ a-wantin’ for to ketch ‘er eye, I shouts and waives my 
umbreller, but she didn’t take no notice, tho’ the gas give a werry 
good light, and I see ’er a-movin’ away and thought as I should miss 
’er, 80 thought as I could get across them rails and give a jump, when 
I ’eard a ’oller, and was seized that wiolent behind, and at that moment 
by comes a train under my werry nose that near as there wasn't a 
‘air’s breath, as the sayin’ is, between me and sudden death. I don’t 
think as ever I was more frightened, and certingly a good deal ‘urt, 
for in pullin’ me up they’d scratched my backbone agin the hedge of 
the platform dreadful, and what was wuss than all up come a 
superintendent and a perliceman as said he'd take mein charge. _ 

‘What for,” says I? ‘For crossing the line,” says the perlice, 
“as is agin the bye-laws, and a ’eavy fine.” I says, o Bye laws, 
indeed, I don’t believe as it’s bye laws as you keeps partics a-waitin’ 
‘ere till their patience is gone, and then rushes in desperation slap 
under a train.” Well, they come a deal of bounce and demandin’ my 
address, and a-sayin’ as J should ’ear more about it. So I says, “* With 
all my ‘art, but show me the way for to get to the Edgware-road, as 
is close by where I’m a livin’.”’ wus says, “ Why 

I see them look at one another, and then their “ve as your name 
you've give a false address then, and { says, “Do if you dares.’’ 
Sox Oe et shall dctai> e about that ; and if he didn’t tell the 

line 208 to-take me to the station-house in the W ands worth-road. 
PThought I should ’ave dropped. 
(To be concluded in our next.) 








Tuz Sunny Sovru.—The Basque provinces. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Well, local colour is—don’t you see, it’s that sort 
of thing which every fellow understands, and, therefore, there’s no 


“Loca colour ? 


need for explanation. It’s like Brace’s Charcoal, as it refréshes the 
memory, cools the brain, and makes everything clear_toe‘the most 
doubtful. I should have thought that explanation was.easy enough to 
understand, but you sporting men are so thickheaded =, Ou re all alike 
— only your individual symptoms are rather strongé “Inost others. 
Now, then, supposing you were going home at ht, slightly 
unsteady—of course, frosty weather—and you fell dewn and cut your 
head. Well, in the morning your skull, thick as,it is, would feel 
sore; you, a trifle more obtuse even than usual, would be doubtful how 
it occurred ; gradually the few thoughts you possess would assist you 
in obtaining a faint glimmering as to how and where the accident 
happened ; you naturally revisit the spot; and viewing the fractured 
curbstone, suddenly awake to a remembrance of the whole transaction, 
and depart rejoicing. That, sir, is local colour!” 

The above speech, Mr. Editor, was made by the literary gent that 
corrects my writing—in fact, he does a deal of work that way with 
prophets ; and, as he says, he finds it profitable employment. _He’s 
very clever, and can write anything, from a handbill to an advertise- 
ment at an hour's notice, and his advice is always good. I have often 
seen him sitting at the Dulmatian, giving counsel, till quite exhausted 
and speechless, but even then he would by signs instruct the barmaid 
how to mix his last threepen’orth. I was determined that your 
benighted artist should have the benefit of local colour, and therefore 
waited on him with an assurance that the Junction Club must be done, 
to soothe the outraged passions of the bettors so cruelly portrayed by 
Yike amQu in consequence behold that palatial establishment raised, 

© castle, almost in a single night from the ruins of a 
mouldy cabyaru. ~xx;") 7 
by the beet book-makemenducted, quiet, orderly, and tenanted only 
old friend Bright-eyed Biri, 1"gidio™_1 8m proud to recognise my 
in which Cigars, Civility, Cheques, Coin, Correct Caras, Capital 
Cooper—I have a weakness for Cooper—Careful Cunning Comphu. 


and Creamy Champagne, Can always be obtained by these who have | 


the Cash. 





Macgregor did not win the Derby. He did not. 
or Bonny Swell obtain places. 


ee i 





Neither did Camel | 
They did not. Now Mr. the Editor | it all mean ? 
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of Fun, I want to know who ever thought in the recesses of his ow 
secret and inmost breast of ‘hearts that they would doso? It may be all 
very well for a set of people who call themselves prophets to tell the 
public a parcel of lies, and then after the race to show that it’s the 
horse’s fault and not theirs, but that won’t do for me. I want my 
money back ; I was promised to be put on toa good thing, which ain't a 
good thing, and as I believe you stand in the swindle I give you notice 
that if that infernal rascal of a’ prophet of yours, who has been doing 
me and all my mates with his private advice dodge and putting our 
money on for us, don’t shell out we’ll wake him up. Look out at your 
oftice, for Salford lads won’t allow themselves to be done without a shy. 

[The foregoing is but a specimen of hundreds of letters which have 
been forwarded to us, all complaining in a like spirit, but some are 
much more violent. We feel sure there must be a mistake, as Mr. 
Avocspur has always behaved respectably, and it was only yesterday 
that he forwarded a couple, of cases of Roederer with the following 
letter, which must be in cypher for no one at our office can understand 
it :— 

= ty Gir, my rum ’uns, I - knew the pot was going to be upset, so I 
slated against the stiff’uns, landed fourteen monkeys in one hand, had 
sixty coms of a tenner each to back my seiection, but I had the speech, 
put the pieces in my sky ; and in clover is yours AUGSPUR. 

P.S.—For protection’s sake I have got two professors of the noble 
art with me, and they are teaching me the language of the fancy. 
They say I’m not at all a snide’un. 

2nd P.S.—Left the old lady to answer the door. Hope she likes it. 

oe ae 2*tt 
Quick March. 

Ws really think this advertisement is one of those things no fellow 

can understand :— 


MARCHING ALONG. New Song by the Author of “‘ The Vagabond.”’—Published 
this day. ‘ Marching along.” New Song by J. L. Mol'oy. Sung by Mr. 
Chaplin Henry. : 

‘* Marching along, fifty score strong, 

Great hearted gentlemen singing this song.”’ 

The author of that capital song, “The Vagabond,” is, we are aware, 
Mr. C. L. Kennzy. But the lines apparently quoted from “‘ Marching 
Along’’ are from Mr. Brownrno’s “ Marching Along.”” What does 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


| Tue Crystal Palace has begun the full swing of its various enter- 
| tainments. <A fortnight ago we had the first flower show of the season, 
| which was remarkably successful. The display of bouquets was a 
| novelty and a pleasing one, and the arrangement of the exhibition 
| altogether was more than ordinarily tasteful. Among the notable 
things in the show were Mgssrs. Dorson’s splendid calceolarias, the 
like of which however we can hardly believe can be grown by the 
amateur as stated on the stall, even with Messrs. Dorson’s seed. A 
large hardy clematis, a new variety, was another noteworthy object. 

Last Saturday week was the first of Mr. Pavu’s Rose-exhibition. It 
is needless to say that the queen of flowers was well represented, but 
it is as yet too early, we should imagine, for any of the dark varieties, 
whose almost-black velvety petals were required to contrast with the 
blushes and whites. Besides the roses some fine gcraniums and some 
very beautiful foliage plants were shown. 

The weather has been so hot of late, and the public taste for ice- 
cream-soda has increased so rapidly, that on a popular Saturday the 
crush of thirsty beings about the one machine and its one attendant 
would move to pity the hearts of Messrs. Berrram AND Ronerts if 
they witnessed it, and would perhaps induce them to increase the 
supply of the cool and uninebriating drink. 

On Thursday last the first firework display of the season took place. 

The musical legend by Mr. Giipert and Ma. Cray, at the Charin 
Cross Theatre, is a pleasant, sparkling little piece, that may almost c 
itself an operetta. The Gentleman in Black takes its name from a 
personage, who by his dark art transfuses for a month the soul of a 
virtuous peasant into the body of a bad baron, and the soul of a bad 
baron into the body of a virtuous peasant. The peasant-baron, while 
distracted to see the baron-peasant making love to his (the P. B.’s) 
soul's idol, is saddled with the real baron’s wife and family. His cup 
of misery is filled to overflowing when the baron-peasant assures him 
that they were both babies together, and that he, the peasant-baby, 
changed himself fur the baron-baby, and that consequently—but we 
need not carry our explanation any further, as any one can understand 
it at a glance! These complications anyhow are amusingly carried 
out, and all ends happily, thanks to the Emperor, who by altering the 
“ Old Style’’ of the Calendar to the “ New,” brings the month toa 
sudden end, and restores the proper souls to their proper bodies. Mr. 
Fiockton as the ,and Mr. Danvers as the Baron, acted well, 
and Miss Corz as Bertha, sang charmingly. The remaining charac- 
ters were sustained with spirit, and the performance came to an end 
amid loud applause, both author and composer being summoned before 
the curtain. 


| 
| 
| 


Senses 
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A TARDY TRIBUTE. 
Ix Memoriam W. Jd. P. 


Yov pass, dear friend, into the land of peace ; 
Your footprints fade upon the silent shore, 

Where Life’s importunate complainings cease 
For evermore ! 

Too soon you leave us—who have worked with you, 

Cheerful in heart, these many weary years — 

| Lacking your presence, to begin anew 

Our toil, in tears. 

We miss your noble words, bent o’er our task ; 

In leisure times we miss your sunny song: 

‘ 
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We walk beneath a dull grey sky, and ask, 
‘‘Oh, Lonp, how long? ”’ 
Struck dumb with sorrow at your early fall, 
We with that utterance first relieve our pain, 
Remembering well—as you have told us all— 
We meet again ! 
Dear friend, forgive, then, that Love made no signs 
Of vocal grief till now beside your grave ; 
| That tears—more eloquent than these poor lincs— 
Were all I gave! 


Casting-up Figures. 
Vr learn from the Atheneum that at a recent meeting of the Ma- 


thematical Society :— 
Dr. Henrici exhibited a plaster cast of the surface x y z—(7)8 (2+ y+z—1)5=0. 





O, indeed! Is the plaster cast of zyz a bust of the Atheneum re- | 
porter, or did the learned doctor cast-up these unknown quantities, as 

described, with plaster of Paris? We have asked several artists and | 
scu'ptors to give us a rough sketch of this cast, but without avail. | 
Our only escape from this bewildering difficulty is a “ Bah!” | 


elief. 





A common epidemic in sea-side lolging-houses.— Palebit(e)is. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 170. 


Weary of town altogether, 
Tempted by beautiful weather, 
Folks from their work steal a week : 
Pack-up their clothes in a scurry, 
Off to the railway they hurry, 
Ocean’s broad margin to seek. 


1. That gifted Yankee, Coronet Qvacca, 
As you're aware, was quite a wag ; 
And probably addressing me — 

Or you, whichever it might be— 
Would use a term, in general said 
To mean an aged quadruped. 


2. A mudlark free, 
I love to be, 
In this enveloped to the knee! 


3. They said she was a lady—but I at least should guess, 
From the way in which she treated him, that she was somewhat less. 
Yet despite such conduct shady, 
Still he sang, ‘She is a lady.” 


4. A messenger, in garments bright, 
Despatched from the Olympian height : 
You cannot guess? ’Pshaw, what’s the use ? 
Shall I say “ bow” unto a goose ? 


5. Ah, many a wondrous thing, I wis, 
You meet with printed upon this. 


6. If I were a doctor and I were here, 
You’d not prevail on me, I fear, 
With ease, to face the frost so fell 
Because your wife was not quite well. 


7. The boatswain stands upon the deck, 
While Ariel’s powers feign a wreck. 
Stephano’s drunk—the others far-gone, 
sut still the boatswain deals in jargon, 
And sailor's phrases by the peck ! 


SotvTion oF Acrostic No. 168.—Summer Coming: Sac, Unio, Me- 
dium, Mufti, Ensign, Rig. 

Correct SoLvTions oF Acrostic No. 168, rEckEIVED JunxF Ist —Bandy-legged 
Borachio; Timothy an. Co.; Chummie; Sour Lemon; Suffolk Dumpling; Ruby’s 
Ghost. 


An Invasion a l’Irlandaise. 

Tue Fenian raiders appear to have quite carried out the views of 
their general O’NeEILL, whose Hibernian appellation seems to warrant 
the explanation—the only one we can find —that “the Fenian invasion 
of Canada”’ meant running away from it as fast as they could. 


Ausiorts to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss, } 


Pir.—We reject that riddle about Samson and the old cheese, not becaus 
of *‘ the Biblical reference,’ but because you have committed a breach of 
the eighth commandmant :— the jawbone—strange to say, is not your own' 

S.— Your sentiments, madam, as to the ** Woman’s Movement Question ’’ 
are admirable, but your verse is the re- verse 

Atticus — Yes, where's his Sa/ ? (we don’t mean his gal). He should 
call his MS. Zhe Pic-nic Papers, because he has forgotten the salt and 
supplies (s‘and-whiches. 

b. M.—Your ‘ vegetable maid’ is very small potatoes—and not early 
ones, for the subject bas been treated long ago. 

Weican.—lIf it amuses yeu to write vulgarly abusive anonymous let'ers, 
we can assure you it doesn't hurt us, so continue. 

SAx.—If they ever reached us, the answer must have appe. 
can’t recollect what happened, Sax, week ago. 

M. B. W. (Notting-hill).—A subject we wouldn’t touch with a barge- 
pole. . : Se - 
TURTLE Dove —Too complicated :—where is your proverbial simplicity ¢ 

E H.C. (Bury St. Edmund's).—The lines and bill are as fi.ulty in com- 
position as they are bad in spirit. 

H. (Lesness Heath).—Thanks for the suggestion. 

Declined with thanks:—H. H., Poste Restante; Alex; G. G., Dalston; 
G.S, Birmingham; J. K. L., Lambeth; S. A., Cheshire; L. W., Craven- 
street; C , Thames Ditton; H. E., Bromley ; J. J. C., Bermondsey ; F. xs 
Liverpool ; Curio; A Tremenjus Cuss; 8. M. G.; T., Leeds; J. J., Kings- 
land; H. C., Maidstone; G. P.; J. W. W., Scarborough: E. O. W., 
Teignmouth; Nedeko, Norwood; B. K , Bedford-row; G T., Bilston; 
Broad Arrow; Windsor House, Edinburgh ; Oxonian, C. ©. C.; D , How- 
land-s‘reet ; B. B 


ed ; but we 
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N.B. When you give a party, at which you expect any very lovely ladies, don’t ask your artist-friends—they can’t resist the temptation to lug 


out their sketch-books. 








CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
JUNE. 


In the Cornhill we arrive near the end of Mr, Reape’s novel, in a 
highly sensational, yet capital chapter. ‘The Plebiscite in Gerolstein ’’ 
is an admirable bit of burlesque, and the other papers are readable. 
| “ Against Time”’ increases rapidly in interest. 
| Belgravia contains an article in Me. Sara’s best style, about 
.s Miserable oe ; ah other contents are » A o lr of the 
ou rn. SawyeEr’s “ Dream o e Sea,”’ the way, 

| is eee it aber. , 

London Society contains a picture by Mr. Watson, which goes far to 
redeem the fall of the other illustrations below Z. S. mark. The 
literary contents are light and pleasing, as usual. Mr. Tuaner’s 
“ Dissolving Views "’ is a delicious little poem. “ Riddles of Love” is 
either ] y written or little revised this month. 

The best thing in The Argosy is “‘ Doctor Barbe-Blue,” a pleasant 
no of “ Blue-Beard.” “A Remarkable Experience’”’ looks rather 

ke another attempt to saturate our periodical literature with 
spiritualistic humbug. We miss Jounny Luptow, as he would say, 
awfully ! 

In Temple Bar we have for backbone the work of Mr. W. Giuzerr, 
and Mr. T. A. Trotiopz, with some clever verses, entitled “A 





Fetichist to his God.’’ Against these score Mr. Le Fanv, and Miss 
Marryart, and an article on “ Our Novels,” in which the writer does 
an apologetic “ bock agin ’’ upon his former smart paper on the subject. 

The Poetical Magazine contains at least one good piece of verse this 
month—‘‘ The Huguenot.’”’ But there are other fair samples, though 
we may here note, we think parodies, like that of ‘‘The Brook” should 
be excluded. One gentleman amuses yet puzzles us :— 


Awake, ye troublous sonnets! Leave my mind! 
Thy unexploded music gives me pain. 


What is the unexploded music of sonnets? Publishers say sonnets 
don’t “ go off’ nowadays—is that what the gentleman means ? 


A Hint for the Heedile. 


Now that the Ministry is beginning to look forward to its holidays 
would it not be well if the Premier were to determine on having “a 
change of Ayr(Ton).” It would greatly increase the strength of the 
Government, and the general health of the House. 





NOTICE.—Many subscribers having complained of the inconvenience of the 
Fun volumes ending at irregular divisions of the year, it has been deter- 
mined to bring the present volume to a close in June, so that in future 
they will be completed at Christmas and Midsummer. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING 


ESTIMATES, 


Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publis generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furnit: re, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES \in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tot 1 cost of Furnishing the 


whole house. 


119, 120, 121, 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
122, 123, 


BOROUGH, 8.E. 





Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieto™) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: June 11, 1870. 
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PAST MENDING. 


| Or all the old proverbial bosh, 
That, like some cheap and flimsy stuff, 
Cannot be warranted to wash, 
I’ve tried one maxim oft enough ; 
And under no 'vicissitude 
Have found its truth proved in the end! 
To this it is that I allude— | eS YE 
“‘ When things are at the worst, they'll <, 
mend.’’ | 


My coat is threadbare at the seams, 
Its cuffs are worn—its elbows out ; 
My boots—mere “ uppers ’’—are not themes 
One could sole-iloquise about. 
Now-— now, or never, is the time 
If self-repairing they intend! 
But no! They but disprove the rhyme, | 
“When things are at the worst, they'll | 
mend !”’ 
My wife's a vixen, and a shrew, 
Of all my life she’s proved the curse. 
If she’s not at the worst a few, 
I'll trouble you for one that’s worse. 
On shirts all buttonless and torn, 
Her time I beg her to expend— | 
No! ’tis not true, that I’ll be sworn, 
“When things are at the worst, they'll | 
mend!’’ 


A Laboured Argument. | 

Lxt those whose constant cry is “out of | 

work ’’ be of good cheer—rest assured that out | 

of work come the necessaries and luxuries of | 
1re. 


THe Reat “Greenwich Time’’.— The | 


ninepenny tea, with shrimps, season. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Two Roses at the Vaudeville, by Mr. Atnery, is a pretty 
comedy enough, of the Robertsonian school; but we must at the outset 
protest against the nasty doubles ententes, which too often do duty for 
wit in it. Although the Vaudeville has not been long open, this is 
not the first time a complaint of the kind has been made. Mr. 
MonracvE is in the latitude of the Strand, but he comes from the 
higher regions of Tottenham-street, and should see to this. 

The A pen is not particularly new, but there are several effective and 
original situations, the scenery is pretty, and the love-story stimulative 
of sympathy. The dialogue—with the exception of the fault we have 
named —is pleasing, and crisp, though with a tendency to wander 
away from the plot in search of telling bits. The characters have 
distinct individualities, which are well sustained, and not overdone. A 
sponging hypocrite with two daughters suddenly finds himself heir to 
a large fortune; whereupon he discards the two hitherto-eligible 
suitors of the girls, and is generally ungrateful to those who have 
assisted or suffered him. In the second act, we are shown the 
continued affection of the lovers in spite of adverse circumstances ; 
and in the third—in which by the way the meeting of the young 
people is brought about by rather forcedly sending one of the lovers to 
tune a piano—the piano tuner is discovered to be the rightful heir 
and all ends happily. This meagre sketch, however, does scant justice 
to the many clever passages and pretty combinations which occur 
throughout. 

Mr. Irvine wasexceedingly good as Digby Grant, Mr. Honey was 
amusing as ever as “ Our Mr. Jenkins,” and Mr. Tuorne acted the 
blind Caleb with care and feeling. Mr. SrepHENs was, as usual, 
admirable though in a small part, and Mr. Monracve performed a 
young lover after his accustomed fashion. Miss Newron made a 
favourable first appearance as Ida, and Miss Puriures and Miss Largs 
made much of not very important ré/es. Muss Fawsitr will do better 
when she abandons, in the last act, an unsuccessful attempt to imitate 
the espiéglerie and vivacity of Miss Marre WILTON. : 

We gladly welcome Mr. Atsery as an addition to our dramatists. 
He will do better than the Two Roses, although it is one of the prettiest 
pieces recently produced. The performance concludes with Don 
Carlos—a burlesque of the ordinary class, handsomely appointed and 
acted with spirit. In “The Roman Fall ’—a song occurring in 1t—we 
are glad to see the author credits Fun with the origination of the 
notion, as we understand Mr. Asruur Lioyrp does in singing it—but 


as Vance and other plagiariste do not. 





RIGHT ABOUT. 


Polite Bandsman :—“ AND WHAT SHALL MOoNSIEUR VISH US TO PLAY?” 
Irate Briton :—“ A QUICK MARCH—AND STEP IT!” 


Light. 


Fon dees not like the notion of sides aching—except from honest 
laughter—and he therefore gladly welcomes an mvention called the 
Phellopektos skirt and corset. The Greek means ‘“ Cork-manufactured,’’ 
and the material is all that can be desired for strength and elasticity. 
One word will recommend the notion. The discovery was made by 
the inventor in his anxiety to find a comfortable and wholesome corset 
for an invalid member of his own family, and his success in doing so 
induced him to patent the idea. 

N.B.—As the seaside season is at hand, brutes of husbands are 
advised met to get their wives Phellopektos skirts, which would possibly 
act as life-preservers if the dear creatures fell into the water. 


Dust, oh! 


Tue South London Press says :— 

Camberwell is so full of dust that arrangements are being made to supply every 
house in the parish with a ‘‘ D” card, and it is also the intention of the authorities 
to make agreements with shopkeepers at the corner of streets to exhibit a board 
giving information to the dust-collectors. What a pity the admirable dust-hole 
syetem of some provincial towns is not in vogue here ! 

It’s all very well to supply the cards, but surely the dustmen may 
fairly decline the invitation. Why should they be expected to go 


voluntarily to the ‘*D’’? 


Liquors not to be licked. 
Tue New York Times reports that :— 


They have been analysing some whisky, gin, and port wine in Stonington, Conn., 
and the result must be very comforting to the tipplers in and around the district. 
The port wine contained oxide of lead and sulphuric acid, besides various colouring 
and stringent drugs. A pint bottle of whisky was found to contain sulphuric acid, 
lead, iron, and fusel oil. The gin consisted of lead, sulphuric acid, oil of juniper, 
oil of turpentine, sugar, and other ingredients. Such are the liquors apon which 
people make merry in Connecticut. 


What an awful state Connecticut must be, if it gets “cut”’ with such 
poison ! ee 
Woman’s Rights. 
Tuts is from an American paper :— 
Women prisoners in Iowa have all the rights of men. 
stone. 


We should like to give the silly creatures who go about talking 


They are set to breaking 


| Woman’s Rights nonsense a taste of this kind of rights. 





VOL. XI. 





| 
| 
| 
' 
| 


ee 


a ee ees | 


- 


. Pe Sh + 5 ew 
ln ig ia <nciteeaae 


- ee 


os 


. - 


a Bi Rr a WS ee ee 


Po Se Se es eo ef. 











FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 15th, 1870. 


Gor last the Irish Land Bill has passed the Lower House, and is 
4 pro formé sent up to the Lords. Hereditary wisdom. has 
\ez5 doubtless all the inclination to destroy and damage that 
useful measure. But it lacks the power—or rather. it dares. 
not to use it in defiamce of the popular will. For apart from tlie 
desire to do justice to Ireland, the British public has a not 
anxiety to see a little justice dometo England. Measures of primary 
and pressing importance have been shelved while the means: of 
ifying Ireland have been under consideration. But we cannot 
submit to have all the time the Commons have spent in. perfecting the 
Bill wasted by the arbitrary folly of the Lords. 
So their lordships will please to look at the pictures—pictures of 
fature rity for Har—and let us have the book back, unsoiled: 


and uninjured, like good. boys. | 


Who kills fat oxem should himself be fat. That is to say—who is 
always performing at the benefits of others ought himself to get a 
bumper. And no doubt he will—he being moreover Mr. J. L. Tootz, 
who takes his benefit'at'the Gaiety on the 20th instant, with a telling 
programme, and the aid ofastrong company. As he is leaving town 
shortly, not to return till Christmas, we need scarcely hint to his mauy 
admirers among the British public to make the most of the oppore 


tunity. 





| Clear and Clearing. 
Tue moral of the following is obvious :— 


A young man in Indiana worked all summer to clear an 80-acre tract of land 
belonging to a young woman who had promised to marry him. When, just as the 
weather began to get cold, he went to claim his reward, she married another fellow 
who had looked on while the victim was working. 

Of course the young lady wished to ee upon her energetic suitor 
the difference between agriculture and husband-ry. 

Wuen is a scolding woman most of-fence-ive ?— When she’s as deaf 
as’a post, and rails. 

Why is the neck-handkerchief business a good trade to follow? 
—Because “ties pay the dealer ’”’ always. 


THE REAL HISTORY OF ANTHONY 









ROWLEY. 














Charles Bickens. 


LITERATURE has just sustained a severe loss~an almost irreparable 
one—in the death of Caries Dickens. The grave has hardly closed 
over the mortal remains of the lamented’ Manx Lemon, when another 
representative manis snatchedfromus. Nor is literature alone the loser : 
the cause of the oppressed and the suffering has lost one of the ablest 
advocates who ever stirred the popular heart with the story of wrong, 
want, or misery. He goes from us too just as he again—after the 
lapse of some years—has centred our attention and interest in those 
well-known green-covered monthly parts. Edwin Drood is left a 
fragment ; its author has learnt the éreat Mystery, which all must 
solve sooner or later. He goesdowm to his rest loved, honoured, and 

etted, and the plain words, ‘“* Cuaries Dickens,’ on his tombstone, 
ul mean more, and be more dear to posterity than the proudest title 
im.the world. 


One Good Turn Deserves Another. 


Once never a day of my life could I spend 
Without seeing my Tomkins, the true. 

He came and he stayed, like a sociable friend— 
Lunched, dined—aye, and supped. with me too! 


But once he lacked cash—all his ready had flown— 
So he wrote! And forthwith, to evince 

My faith and my friendship, I sent-him a loan— 
Gad! he’s left me alone ever’since! 


Their Berks worse than their Bite.’ 


[June 18, 1870, 
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We learn that Berkshire has been visited by an enormous number of | 


The trembling emigrants no doubt found the country a ‘error 
ineognita, but their invasion needs cause’ no local alarm, unless the local 
heroes are no great shakes. 


Arithmetical Progression. 
A SraristTicaL paper says :— 
Two-thirds of the school-teachers in the United States are women. 
Well, what’s the odds? We onlyhope that two-thirds are also better- 
halves. We despise arithmetic. 


A Material Question. 
Heavy woollen clothing is certainly not calculated to increase the 
efficiency of the police in the height of summer, but is it not just 
possible that they may have too much “ drill.” ? 








That game Anas objects-to, quite! 

How then could he be LittywuirTE ?)— 
The Duck— excuse that long digression— 
Of love for Froggy made confession : 


“a : SS TE er FF Froggy, who'd a- 
rie c ra Ge ‘ ; = SS Se wooing §°, 
: ; ay: oes The story every one 
must know ; 
How a tremendous 
jump he took, 
Returning home, a- 
cross @ brook ; 
And how a duck, 
inclined to sup, 
The hapless jumper 
gobbled up. 
The bard of “ Frog- 
gy;” scorning 


rhyme, 
Intended “up” with 

“brook” to chime! 
Now Dr. Jounson 

said, the man 


— aye — 
# \ ,. 
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Who made a pun would steal a pan! 
(So he who steals a penny bun, 

Per contra, would commit a pun!) 

I think at truth he’s no great shakes 


Who faulty rh (wt supra) makes ; 
And I believe frog did not die, 
And think the poet told a—prevarication ! 


“You mottled, spotted, lively fellow, 

In livery of black and yellow, 

Ilove you! Pardon me, I do!” 

Quoth cautious Foggy, “I love you ! 
Viewed from this spot, your eye and beak 
Are lovelier far than croak can speak.’ 

‘“‘ Beak!” said the Duck, “say rather Bill!” 
Quoth Froggy, courteously, “ { will!— 
That is, since to my humble ear, 

Bill too familiar would appear, 

I call it William!” Said the Duck, 

‘« With your appearance deeply struck, 

I would a nearer view enjoy 

Of——’”’ “TI believe you there, my boy,” 

The Frog broke-in ; “ but I, ’’twixt friends 

Like us, consider distance lends 

Enchantment (SuakgsPEarE!) to the view!”’ 
It wasn’t SHakEsPxarz, thongh, he knew!) 

ith that our Froggy cried “ Adieu! ”’ 
But he pronounced adieu—a-do. 
The Duck, I fancy, thought so too. 





Mora. 


No! Froggy, as he homeward went, 

On sweet amphibious thoughts intent, 
Perceived a large-eyed pensive duck, 
That through its coop its head had stuck. 
The Duck—(why did the poet ticket 

His duck as quite a bird for cricket ? 


Friend, if a stranger some shares in a company 
Offers you readily—well! as a rule, 
Money, to purchase them, up if you stump any, 
Won't he just gobble you-up, for a fool, 
In this wholly solely Mammon and Sin age 
Why, all man’s want tin is only! 





Soe oy eee Seen aie 
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O U R é .. E R K S ‘ - from his humble desk to the rostrum. 
Y With this view he rehearses sales in his 
Lo leisure hours, and knocks down all the 
furniture of his lodgings, at very high 
figures, to crowds of imaginary bidders. 
He belongs to a small convivial club at 
the Bald-faced Stag, because it gives him 
an opportunity of taking the chair occa- 
sionally. When he does so, he is worth | 
; 
{ 








LEASKE, don’t think “our’’ clerks are intended for 
the clerks of anyone firm or business. They 
are “our’’ clerks in the national sense ~ clerks 
of every size, shape, and description—or rather 
a few samples culled from clerkdom generally. 
The youth in the initial, for instance, is clerk to 
young PLEEDHAM, of the Middle Temple. 
PLEEDHAM gets a brief now and then, thanks to 
a friendly solicitor or two, and he supplements 
the stock by dummies, so that the bag which 
Tim Whist pr, his clerk aforesaid, carries, looks 
more like “business”’ than it really is. If 
PLEEDHAM is lucky and gets a Revising Barris- 
tership, County-court Judgeship, or even if he 
gets a good practice, Tim will emerge from his 
present chrysalid—not to say grubby— case, and 
be quite a Triton among the minnows of minor 
legal lights. Tim’s mother is a washerwoman, 
and Trim helps to bring up four little brothers 
and sisters— the more credit to him. So, here’s 
wishing PLEEpDHAM—and thereby constructively 

; Tia WuistLeErR — good luck and lots of 
. briefs. 

This is a clerk of quite another kidney. 

Old Bipprx is “ Confidential,’ bless you! 

The prized and beloved Confidential of the 

highly respectable firm of CurIPPERTON, 

SHARPSHANKS, AND TaTTInoy. The secrets 

they give into old Binpie’s keeping are of 

the most important nature, enough to make 
that worthy old boy’s hair turn grey—sup- 
posing it hadn’t long ago turned itself off 
altogether, leaving him as bald as a coot. 
A most important party is Brinpte! He has 
become 80 imbued with his “Confiden- 
tiality,”’ if I may use the term, that he can 
do nothing without seeming to be overcome 
by some secret responsibilities. His most 
innocent remarks about the weather are 
whispered to you as if thousands of pounds 
depended on your being the sole depository 
of the secret. He takes a pinch of snuff as 
if it were an oath in Chancery, and when he 
has his chop and pint of stout, goes through 
the performance as if it were a solemn 

Masonic ceremony. 
There's nothing mysterious about our next friend. He’s a clerk in 

the Military Maladministration office, which has no secrets save one— 

to wit, the secret of how it manages to get 
such a slice in the Estimates, with so 
little to show for it. Mr. Rurvs Hey- 

BREAD is a distant connection of a peer, 

and so obtained his nomination. He is 

actively employed all the year round in 
checking the Paymaster’s accounts for 
candles, and his special duty is to learn 
whether any candle-ends are wasted. In 
the performance of that duty he expends 
in stationery about twice the sum in- 
cluded in the possible waste of candle- 
ends. He is quite a swell, however, in 
spite of his epistolary dabblings in 
tallow. He changes his coat, waistcoat, 
and trousers for working garments when 
he comes to the office, assuming them 
again when about to quit it at four, and 

take a stroll in the Park. He has a 

flower in his button hole, which he 

carefully places in water during office 
hours. He is not overburdened with 
ideas, yet he is a well-meaning fellow, 

\ not more selfish or idle than his fellows. 
ut he can’t write English a bit, and the official letters he writes 

Ped give the revered dust of Lanpizy Murray the cold shivers. 
This is quite a different style of clerk again. This is young 
OWING, the clerk of Mr. Gawn, the auctioneer. He is hard enough 

wrked to make up for the leisure of twenty Hrysreaps! He makes 


Ott inventories, draws up catalogues, looks after the advertisements, 
keeps a note of all the sales. He listens with reverent admiration 


he persuasive harangues of his chief in the rostrum over his head, 
and if he has any ambition in his soul it is to rise someday or other 
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watching, for he raps with his hammer to 
call for order or asong,as if it was a French 
bedstead, or a miscellaneous lot. VPossi- 
bly some day, when Gawwn is gone for 
good, (;ow1nG may step into his place and 
wield his hammer. 

Here you behold Muneg, who is the | 
fag of the whole office at Messrs. Tayr, 
PHERRETT, AND GRaBB, solicitors, of 
Aflidavit-street. A lean man is Mudge, 
and a mild one. His clothes are shabby 
—so shabby that, seeing him standing outside 
the office, you might fairly put him down 
as a legal scarecrow— the efligy of a beg- 
gared client set up to warn off others. Poor 
fellow, his is a life of constant drudgery and 
exposure to all sorts of weather. His salary 
no housemaid of any spirit would accept as 
wages. It is not surprising, then, if at times 
the old man’s voice is husky, his lip tremulous, 
his eye moist, and his nose red! Who would 
begrudge him such small and fleeting consola- 
tion as can be snatched in a furtive “‘ Three of 
gin?’’ Who would ?—Why, Puernrert, I'll 
bet you! PuHeERretr goes home to his snug 
villa at Clapham every evening, and takes his 
quiet bottle of port, and he is naturally dis- 
gusted to think Mupce drinks gin at a public- 
house. He has threatened to discharge him 
for doing so several times, but on second 
thoughts conjectures that it might be difficult 
to find such another drudge at such low terms. 
What will become of MupGe when he is too old 
and infirm to run on errands, I don’t know. 
Perhaps Tayp,} PHERRETT, AND GRABB will give hima pension. Per- | 
haps they will. But then, also, perhaps they won't. I think it not 
unlikely! 

Here you behold the raw material out of which most clerks are | 

moulded. This intellectual youth, par- 
- taking of an apple furtively, after the | 
ae fashion of his earliest ancestress, is Bor 
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Srirvrtes. He is “clerk” to a linen- 
draper, and does cashier's duty. His 
duties are generally not very arduous. 
“Cash!” cries an assistant, paying in the 
price of articles he has sold. Bon gives 
him a cheque in return, the transaction is 
complete, and Bor applies himself once 
more to the improvement of his mind by 
the consumption of apples. If old CLorn- 
YARD catches him eating though, won't he 
give ithim! But CLoruyarp won't catch 
him this time, for, as you perceive, Bon’s 
intelligent eye is screwed round almost 
into the back of his head, by the effort he 
is making to keep that visual organ on 
his employer's movements. By and by, if 
Bos shows promise of clerical excellence 
he may be promoted. There is a grand 
career before him—the prizes of Clerkdom 
may be his, if he does not sacrifice them to 
the consumption of apples. 

Our limits will not allow us to select more specimens of the large 
and useful class we have been considering. Perhaps on some other 
occasion—but then, as we said about Munesr, perhaps not. But one of 


the two decidedly. 














Non Omni-buss. 
We don't know who expelled this schoolmistress, but we guess the 
motives :— 
A schoolmistress in Hamlin county, Iowa, was ousted the other day for kissing 
the big boys. 
Some miserable Committee-man went and had her turned out, from 
mere jealousy, because he knew he couldn’t be several big boys! 
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Comforter :—“ Au, Nevrarcia! 
Victim :—“ Hump! 








MY AFTER-DINNER CLOUD. 


Some sombre evening, when I sit 
And feel in solitude at home, 
Perchance an ultra-bilious fit 
Paints all the world an orange chrome. 
When Fear, and Care, and grim — 
Flock round me in a ghostly crow 
One charm ese them all in air ;— 
I blow my,after-dinner cloud. 
"Tis melancholy to devour 
The gentle chop in loneliness. 
I look on six—my prandial hour— 
‘With dread not easy to express. 
And yet, for every penance done, 
Due compensation seems allowed. 


M o’er, its price is won ;— 
i os my es? ga cloud. 
My clay is not a Henry Clay— 
like it better, on the whole ; 


And when I fill it, I can sa 
- I drown my sorrows in the bowl. 


For most I love my lowly pi 
When weary, sad, and a : 
At such’a time behold me ripe 
To blow my after-dinner cloud. 
As gracefully the smoke ascends 
In columns from the weed beneath, 
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I KNOW WHAT IT I8, MY DBAR BOY. I’VE SUFFERED ENOUGH MYSELF TO KILL A HORSE!”’ 
THAT ONLY PROVES THE SUPERIOR POWERS OF ENDURANCE IN THE LOWER ANIMALS,”’ 








What wonder if it stills my care 
To quit the present for the past ; 
And summon back the things that were, 
Which only thus in vapour last ? 
What wonder if I envy not 
The rich, the giddy, and the proud, 
Contented in this quiet spot 
To blow my after-dinner cloud ? 





A Horse and Bull Story. 

Tue Derby prophets generally are abused for not giving any hint 
of the powers of Ringcratt. Well, the Ii/ustrated News (to be sure it 
was after the race) did undoubtedly allude to Kingcraft as an extremely 
clever horse. It said :—“ Kingcraft was saddled by himself.” Talk 
about a clever horse after that! 


Echo Answers. 
Somrzopy, writing to the Manchester Standard, d-propos of Ritualism, 
winds up his letter thus :— 
I would ask you—Which of the clergy in Oldham at the present moment is the 


greatest transgressor? I emphasise the greatest because all doso; but which is 
the greatest !—I am, sir, yours respectfully, OLp TiMEs. 


Why does he want to write such a long letter, then? It seems plain 
enough—“ Which is the greatest transgressor? I am,sir!”’ His 
letter is a waste of our time as well as “ Old Times.” 


A Flight. 


We commend the following paragraph to the notice of naturalit 
historians :— 


See of Fenian leaders are said to be proceeding to London and other partjof 
& 


Geese are not usually observed seeking our coasts about this sean. 
Possibly the new-comers are kites in goose’s feathers. 
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MAY IT PLEASE YOUR LORDSHIPS. 


Bull :—“DO YOU THINK WE CAN TRUST HIM WITH A WORK OF SUCH VALUE?” 
Gladstone :—“* OH, HE’LL BE A GOOD BOY—HE WANTS TO LOOK AT THE PICTURES, AND HE WON’T TEAR 
IT OR DIRTY IT, LIKE A GOOD LITTLE LORD.” 
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Mrs. Brown on Things in General, 


a 


THE CLAPHAM JUNCTION. 
. (Concluded. ) 


SAYS to the inspector, ‘‘ You looks like a fatherly man,” I says, 

( «as wouldn't be ’ard on the widder and the orphin’, not as I’ma 
widder, tho’ certingly Brown’s ’ealth is not what did used to 

be and only fifty-seven last birthday, and as to orphin my 
parints ’as been took this many a long day.”’ q 

So the inspector he smiled wisible and says, “I don’t want for to 
lock you up, but,” he says, “if you'll promise never for to cross the line 
agin’ I’ll let you go this time.” 

I says, “’Ow do _you mean, ain’t I never to go by a railway no 
more.” He says, “‘ You ain’t never for to step on the plates no more.” 
i couldn’t make out what he was a-talkin’ about, so I says, “I'll 
promise.”’ 

He says, ‘‘ All right,’”’ and then he says, “ Jest show ’er the way to 
the platform,” as a party in a fustian jacket did accordin’, but when I 





rhe 


parched as I says to the man, ‘‘ Wherever can I get a glass of ale ?”’ 

**Oh,” he says, “‘ The refreshment stand is on the next platform as 
I'll show you the way to,” and so he did, and I give ’im a glassof ale, 
and then he says, ‘ You set ere quiet and I’ll come and tell you when 
the trains a-comin’.” So as I’d took my ale I went into a sort of a 
shed place, and there I set a-waitin’, and [ do think as I must have 
nodded a bit, anyhow, I woke all of a fright, and jumps up and says 
to a man as was passin’, “I wants the Edgware-road,” he says, ‘‘ Come 
on,” and I follers ’im down one set of stairs and up another and come 
on to a platform where a train was a-standin’ and bundles into it jist 
as it were a-startin’. 

My breath was that short as it were ever so long afore I could ask 
if I was right for the Edgware-road, and when I did a lady witha 
infant says, ‘“‘ No mun, this train is for Epsom.” 

I says, “‘ Whatever will become on me?” but they all says “ Set still; ’’ 
and so I did till it stopped aswere Wimbledon, and when I got outI give 
it em pretty well to rights for a-sendin’ me wrong, but they only said 
as it were my own fault, and if I said much more they’d make me pay 
to go back. I ’ad to wait ever so long afore a train come, and then I 
was sent back to Clapham Junction. As soon as ever I got there I 
goes into the office, and I did speak my mind pretty free. 

Up comes that inspector as says, “‘ What, ain’t you gone yet?” 
I says, ‘‘Gone! I’ve been took I don’t know wheres, and it’s a down- 
right swindle.” 

He says, ‘‘ You'd better be civil, or,” he says, “I shall give you in 
charge for loiterin’ about ’ere.”’ I says, ‘‘ Me loiter ? why I’d give the 
world to get ’ome, I ’ave lost my umbreller as it is.’’ So he says, “I 
never see such a woman, why,” he says, “you won’t go ’ome.”’ 

I didn’t feel as I’d got any strength in me, but he says, ‘“‘ Here's a 
Kensin’ton train a-comin’ in, now do come on,”’ and if he didn’t take 
and drag me up and downstairs, and put me into a train that confused 
in my ’ead, and if he ’adn’t the impudence to say to the guard, “* Give 
a eye to that old duchess, and see as she don’t come back ’ere botherin’ 
again.” 

I could ’ave give’ ’im a bit of my mind, only the train were off as 
took me as far as Kensington. 

I says, “’Owever am I[ to get to the Edgware-road?” He says, 
“Go along the platform, and you'll see the train a-waitin,” I 
walks along and sure enough there was a train, but no injun, nor no 
guards, nor nothink nateral. So I saystoaparty, “ Is this train a-goin?”’ 
She says as she didn’t know, “For,” she says, “they do play sich 
tricks with them trains, as ’appened to my own aunt, as were shunted 
into a shed thro’ fallin’ asleep, and never woke till daylight, and ’as 
been laid up with the rheumatics ever since, as was last Easter ‘Tuesday, 
as ever were.” : ; 

I says, “ This train is never a-goin’, I’m sure, as can't go without a 
injun, as any fool knows.” So I walks back to where the train ’ad 
come in, and just at that werry moment in come a train, and who 
should I see in it but young Co1ins, so I says, “ I’m right now,” and 
into the train I gets, not in the same carriage with young Cots, but 
the fust as I could get into, for my legs was a-totterin’ under me, 
thro’ bein’ that tired. I didn’t seem to ’avebeen in it two minutes afore 
it stopped agin, and I ’eard a man a-callin’ out somethink, so I opens 
the winder and says, “Where are we?’’ He says, “ Clapham Junc- 
tion.” a 

I thought as I should ’avesereamed. I says, ‘Let me out, this is a 
regular plant for to kidnap me.” Says the porter, “ Where do 
you want to go?” so I tells ’im Edgware-road, and he says “ You 
can’t go there to night for there ain’t another train. . Z 

“Well then,” I says, “I must get a cab and go tomy own ome. | 
He says, “ There ain’t no cabs sich a night as this,” and if it adn't 
begun for to rain cats and dogs. I says, ‘‘ Whatever ‘ll become on me? 
“Why,” says the man, “there’s a train to Wictoria, and there's lots 
of cabs there as would take you to anywheres. ’ 


got to the place what with the fluster and the worrit I was that 
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Well, walk a step I couldn't, so I says, “I must goto Wictoria,”’ but 
law bless you the train were jest on twelve afore it come in, as took 
me to Wictoria, and there wasn't acab there to be had for love or 
money ; leastways there was one or two as was snapped up in a jiffey. 

What to dol didn’t know, and was a speakin’ to a perliceman as 
said no doubt there would be cabs ina minit; but I'm sure it was a 
good arf-’our afore one come up as were drove by a old party as were 
werry ard of "earing and smelt awful of rum. I was glad for to get 
it and didn’t ’ardly like to go to Mrs. Rrexey thro’ a sayin’ as if not 

ome by eleven not to expect me. 

_So | tells the cabman to take me to South Lambeth, and jist men- 
tioned to ’im’ow I'd been treated at Clapham Junction. We ‘adn’t 
gone far afore that cabby stops and says to me, “ Would you mind me 
a-gettin’ a glass of ale for the ’ouses will be shet werry soon. I says 
“ Certingly not, and you may bring me one anda biscuit, and,” I says, 
‘pay for it and I'll settle with you when I gets ome.’ A werry nice 
glass of ale it were and I really felt the want of it. I don’t think as 
ever I knowed a cab go so slow, and it wasn’t no use me a-speakin’ to 
‘im out of the winder as only kep’ sayin’ “ All right,’”’ 

On he goes ever so far and at last pulls up and comes to the winder 
and says, ‘*’Hre you are.’ I says, “Where?” ‘Why,’ he says, 
“Clapham Junction, of course.” . 

I says, ‘You drunken wagabone, I never told you Clapham 
Junction.” He says, “You did, and said as you'd been brought 
away from it agin’ your will.”’ 

I says, “ Drive to the Wandsworth-road.”’ He says, “I shan’t.’’ I 
says, “ You shall, or I won’t pay you,” and go sayin’ I felt for my 
purse and if if wasn’t gone. 

Says the cabman, ‘Pay me.’’ I says, “I can’t, I ain't got no 
money.” He says, ‘‘’Ere, perlice!’’ and up come a perliceman. 

I says, ‘‘ Perliceman, protect me from this ’ere feller.’ Says 
the cabman, “I’ve been a-drivin’ ’er about all the evenin’ from 
one public to another, and a-payin’ for liquor for ’er, and now she's 
brought me out ’ere and ain’t got no money.” 

I was took aback altogether, and up come another perliceman, as 
were the same as ’ad seen me afore at the station, and he says, “‘ Well, 
yow ’ave been on the spree.’ 

I says, “ I’ve been nothink of the sort,’’ but I says, ‘‘ You make this 
cabman take me ’ome as is close agin the Wandsworth-road, and you 
come and see, as it’s all right,” and so he did, but the work as it were 
to wake Mrs. Cuauncy, and that gal, as I’m sure it’s a mercy as I 
wasn’t fire, or they’d ’ave been burnt in their beds. 

So at last I got in and paid the cabman, leastways gave the per- 
licemen the money, and was glad to get to bed, if it was only to rest 
my limbs, for sleep I couldn't, thro’ the smedl of the paint, as is pison 
to me, but nothink to that Clapham Junction, as did ought to be put 
down ; and the seats that filthy as ’ave sp’ilt my dress and shawl, and 
to be robbed like that of every farthin’ of money, let alone my 
umbreller, and nearly frightened Mrs. Rietey to death, thro’ a- 
’earin’ a report as a fieldmale had been smashed on the ’Ampton 
Court line ; not as I should ’ave thought as she would ‘ave considered 
me a fieldmale, as I am sure I ’ave never been one to behave like. 





A FEAST IN FANCY. 


By an EPIcvrean. 


In my garden grows a Cu— 
Grows a great Cucumber, 
(There be lots of melons too, 
Marrows without number), 
In yon river is a Sal— 
Is a bouncing Salmon, 
(You can’t call that a canal, 
Which you find no dam or). 


In my cellar is some Hoch— 
Is some rare Hocheimer, 

Just a little scanty stock, 
Suited for a rhymer). 

These three things could they be u— 
Could they be united, 

For a pleasant snack would do— 
Just two friends invited. 








Light or Dark? 


Aw American paper says :— 

An astronomer predicts the coming of a comet, this year, of such brilliancy that 
night will be turned into day, and gas companies will be ruined. 
We don’t know what sort of stuff American gas companies supply oo 
we only know that the comet’s displaying “ brilliancy’’ is the last 


thing likely to interfere with the monopoly of our gas companies | 


_ Their monopoly is darkness. 
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THE BODEGA. 


By Ovr Specrat VintaGE ComMISSIONER. 


Wet, and in the first place, what is a Bodega? Humph! En- 
quiring de Bodegibus, you must arrive at the explanation per Ambagibus, 
to borrow the very correct Latinity of a writer in the I//lustrated News. 
For instance! You remember Fatuer Provt, of Watergrasshill—or, 
perhaps of Waterglasshouse, bar the water ? 

Dulet 
Hala vino Lavery— 
But, by the way that’s Horace, not Provr, Prout says— 
Animula, blandula, vaga, 
Cui semper placebit Bodega ! 

Don't understand Latin? Well, Bodega is Spanish, and Glass-house- 
street means a street where there is a house where you can get a glass 
of wine. But that is not the meaning of Bodega. 

Why did they plague a 

Bard with so vague a 

Name as Bodega! 
Possibly because—but, after all, the solution is simple; a Bodega is— 
is—a Bodega, You understand! It’s the same thing as Kathleen 
Mavourneen. No! not that; it’s Dermot—A Store. That’sit! A 
store, where, in short, wine is stored. It's a place where they keep so 
many casks for you to taste that your tongue is a barrel organ, with no 
end of variations, and no stops. You can taste—sherries for instance 
—of every flavour from the camomilean, bitter and dry, to the syrupy, 
full and sweet, while your eye is tempted by every tint from a brown 
sherry worthy of Vanprkg, to a pale straw-colour or an amber—in 


which amber don’t get fly ae sap.) not because there’s a headache | 
ead (experto crede), but because it’s nice here, and “ fly not | 


in a hogsh 
yet,” as Moors says. (Say no more!) 

A pleasant spot, not—as the Poet Laureate observes—not quite 
within the busy hum nor quite beyond it lies the Bodega. A little off 
Regent-street—one might say “a little on,’’ but that is unknown in 
the regions of pure unadulterated wine. From it you can see the 
stream of life in busy Regent-street, and beyond it —— stop! On this 
side of Regent-street you can take ent, on the other you can 
go in for in-Vigo-ration, Hush! let us dissemble! a bad pun might 
cause a ferment among those excellent wines. (Yes, r 


will take 








































another. Just one more. I like it dry.) Ihave often thought, while 
you take it dry, you can’t be accused of over-indulgence in lrquid. 

But look here, old fellow, seriously: if you want a really good, 
pure, cheap, glass of wine, that’s your tip. I have tried mose—I have 
tried most of ’em, Of them. Anthebeauyofytish. And. The. 
Beauty of it. Is. That there isn’t a hogsyinaheach. No, I mean. 
A. Headache. In. A. Hogs. Head. 

Slero. 

So-lero. 

Moll’la’o. 

Montla’o. 

Amontla’o. 

Amon. Till. Ado. Very fine. You'd berr. Better. You'd better 


tasteem. Them. All. I did. Clarr—clarets too. Pawtoo. You- 
know-whar-I-mean. Port. Too. 
P.S. Next morning. I think my copy was posted allright. As fresh 


asa bird. It ts astonishing that, with good wine—mind you, it must 
be good ; none of your charity-dinner stuff—there is not a headache in 
a hogshead. 

I think I said the Bodega is—as was explained to me on asking its 
meaning yesterday. Really the explanation has escaped my memory, 
but as I remember writing it in the MS. forwarded—either by post or 
special messenger last night—it doesn’t much matter. 

Never felt so well in my life. I think you had better double my 

The fact is, I have been so pleased with some wines I tasted 
that I want to order im a few dozen dozen. There’s such a choice. 
And by the way, if you’re passing and will drop in I can give you a 
glass—or, perhaps I had better call at the office with this copy, and 
we can go to the Bodega together. * 








Capital Invested. 
Many people may sneer at this female :— 


_A lady in Indiana, with hair 10 feet long, receives 10 dols. per week for merely 
sitting in a hairdresser’s shop as a show. 


We don’t! She earned her money by head-work quite as intellectual 
as that which is better paid on many papers ! 





* Certainly.—Eb. 
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In sound of the Breakers, Monday. 
Few of the people inhabiting London have any idea of the felicity 
attending on a sojourn by the seaside—that seaside with which our 
glorious island is begirt; though it is hard for anyone who has never 
previously been beyond the Pool to imagine that we have sea-water all 
round us. For the matter of that, however, most of my acquaintances 
before I started tipping didn’t know much about water of any kind, 
| 
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salt or fresh, and as for soap, a pen’orth would have lasted the whole 
court a twelvemonth. But to be sure, people arn’t to blame for objecting 
to water from a cistern full of enough animal and vegetable matter to 
have made a pieman’s fortune, and I did hear Musty Bob the whelkman 
say once that he wouldn’t mind clearing it out for the produce. And 
Bob knows a good deal, Bob does. Before he took up with whelks and 
liberty, which in this case means perambulating itinerancy, he used to 
keep a stall in Sharp’s-alley for the supply of gentles to anglers. 
Mem.—I suppose that is why ungling is called the gentle craft. I 
don’t mean because Musty Bob kept a stall in Sharp’s-alley and sold 
gentles, but because those excellent, elastic, and energetic young 
creatures are essentially necessary to the welfare of all bottomers. 
Bob says there ain’t much liberty about walking round with whelks, 
and in fact he looks back with regret upon the days of his captivity 
among the fleshpots of his Sharp’s-alley stall; because, as he says, 
“T’se troubled with bunions, and they finds you out arter tramping 
round all day and then going o’nights into all the publics to try and 
sell a few sarcer fulls. But whelks ain’t what they was. A few 
years back you could sell out in a single night, but now your stock ’ll 
often hang on hand for days, and it costs all your profit to put ’em in 
salt to keep ’em fresh night arter night. And coves as has no regular 
doss often finds a differculty in getting taken into a drum for a night's 
lodging when they’ve got a load of unsold ’uns- which are beginning 
to go a little bit wrong. Now, gentles was something like a game. 
There they were, fourpence a quart for groundbait, and sixpence fat 
’uns selected for hooking. But since the cookshops about the City 
have left off the old-fashioned baked jint and taters, and taken to what 
they calls hongtrays, Sharp’s-alley’s been knocked silly, and liver and 
plucks has gone up awful.” 

But I am digressing, and must dissemble; and therefore ravenous a 
la mouton (I find that a knowledge of good French is indispensable to 
the true sporting writer, but I have left my book of quotations in 
my study, and write from recollection of the works of Ranrieav) [If 
this is wrong don’t put it in} which means that chops being original 
and proper food, we invariably return to them after coquetting with the 
delicious duck, the superior and savoury salmon, the succulent saddle, 
the surfeiting sirloin, the quantitious and often questionable quarter, 
the queerlooking quail, the grilled green goose, the ravenously regarded 
rumpsteak upon which we are informed that runions are fed, the lean 
and larded leg of lamb, and the many articles of food upon which the 
fourth estate which guides the inclinations of the investing-upon- 
horse-racing world generally regales itself. Talking about chops puts 
me in mind of the days when block-ornaments were regarded by me as 
a treat, and when a neck chop was a luxury only indulged in now 
and then (much oftener then), while now, the ships which come 
bounding over the rolling sea ever bring some fresh luxury to soothe 
the palate and tickle the taste of the tergiversating but truculent tipster. 

But to return (to my story; not, oh, not totown). Here I am. 
Circumstances will not at present allow of my naming the place 
exactly; but I am at the seaside, in a secluded bay where the breakers 
dash sullenly on the surf, and where except on calm days the wind 
blows its cap-fulls unheeded by the hardy mariners on shore. They 
always are on shore in windy weather, so we have had no wrecks, but 
you may depend upon a full description of the first that occurs. As I 
walked on the shore with my glazed hat shining in the sun, my locks 
fanned by the breeze, and surveyed old Ocean through my excellent 
binocular glass, a sudden poetic impulse seized me, and I wrote the 
following lines :— 

[Our correspondent has so wantonly wasted the space allotted him 
that we cannot find room for his verses, which are, however, no great 
loss to the reader, as they contain nothing but what has been done 
much better before, We also wish him to understand that we don’t 
want any shipwrecks, and beg to assure ourreaders that we engaged 
Mr. AvGspuR as a sporting prophet, and if he won’t prophesy—well, we 
must get some one who will. ‘Tenders to be addressed to the office. ] 








Srr,— Your telegram ordering me to prophesy is not couched in that 
friendly spirit with which I have ever met you, and I think you have 
forgotten what is due to my position as a turf magnate. But I will 
not now bandy words with you, and will at once get to work. 

Varticrnatory Prenicrions.— For the Hunt Cup at Ascot my fancy 
| is as follows:—Dolphin, Moonstone, and Argyle; while for the Gold 
| Cup of Thursday (with a wholesome dread of the post entries), I can see 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. !7I. 
A Litt. kingdom which can scarcely pay, 
Since martial rule springs from a marshal’s sway ; 


An old man lords it o’er the worst of kings, 
While revolutions are expensive things. 


1. We see them too often o’er windows and doors, 
And the stucco comes off when the heavy rain pours. 


. Where a Greek chorus danced, and where now we 
Make music with too little melody. 


3. Oh! curious shape, whate’er betides, 
You've equal angles equal sides, 
But they, as Cambridge tutors teach, 
Are not all equal each to each. 


4. You'd see if a carpenter’s work was in bits, 
Tis this, when each mortice so cleverly fits. 

. A curious prefix many words comes pat in ; 
"Tis Anglicised, but anciently was Latin. 


6. How awful if it went about in flocks, 
That armadillo, big as any ox. 
. He grew so like a monkey that this word 
We used about him. All opposed who heard. 


8. A name monastic—I don’t say who's right— 
O’er it an author and his critics fight. 


to 


qr 


a | 


So.uttion or Acrostic No. 169.— Epsom Races : Eider, Pach a, Syndic 
Ortive, Mumps. 


Correct SOLUTION oF Acrostic No. 169 receIvep Junge 8th.—Ruby’s host 


Trot. 





——__ _—__ 


A Sovereign Colour. 
Tus Photographic News announces as a new discovery a thing we 


should be inclined to consider no novelty. 


Experiments made to ascertain what colours are most quickly and easily perceived 


by the eye, seem to show that bright yellow is the colour most easily distinguished, 
and is therefore suggested for railway signals. 
We know instances in which poopie could have an eye for nothing else 


but objects of this “ bright yel 
circular objects of a metallic nature, and about a thousand of them 


They were, we may add, flat 


ow.” 
go to make up a thousand pounds. 


A common practice with vegetarians: Reckoning without their 
roast. 
Opor-1r-ERovs.—Jf Old Father Thames were pure, then would a 


high tide be even as rose-water. 


Gushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not held ourselves 


responsible for loss.J 


To NUMEROUS CORRESPONDENTS.— When we found our usual van-load 
of letters multiplied by two, we at once guessed that after the Derby and 
Oaks some very obvious puns had set in with their accustomed severity, 
and we guessed that in the former case they would refer to “horses that 
could pass Muster,”’ and in the latter to “a game ’oss.’" Correspondents 
will please to accept this grateful and respectful information. 

G. (Rainham).—You will find your answer in almost any of our baek 


numbers. . 
STILL AT LARGR.—On the contrary, very small, and not still, like a pint 


bottle of Derby cham. 
A. W. C. (Glasgow).—Letters should be addressed to the Fun Office, 


Fleet-street. 
JEGER.—You have written, ill, and consequently have not written well. 
G. (St. Ives).—Depends on the merit. page 
W. G. (Holborn).— Never heard of the periodical. 

C. C. (Arts Club).—Last autumn, we believe. 

S. H. (Fleet-street).—Too late. 

SauBR Kravt.—Do try something original! But to be sure, kraut is 
cabbage. 

Lux does not do his subject justice, of course. 

P. H. M. (T— Square). —Thanks ;—noted for future use. 

C. P. R.—We are as uninfluenced by flattery as by abuse—we get a good 
deal of both. And they amuse us. 

Declined with thanks : —Straight-tip, Glasgow; S. R. G., Hunts; J. &., 
Birmingham ; MeC., Southsea; G. W. G., Bishop's Wearmouth ; B.; W., 
Bryanston-street; S. D., Tavistock; J. B. T., Brixton; B. B. B., Dalston ; 
C.J. W., Holloway; T. H., Nottingham; C., Colebrooke-row; P. G., 


Southport ; Rob Roy; Tophist; W. T., Highbury; Qy; E. J. C., Fleet- 
: M. H. McB, Glas- 


RS SS sc 


street; L. E.; R. KR. B.; J. P., Dalston; T. T. F.: 
gow; J. W.; X. A. P., Oxford; C., Maidstone; W. O, Bowdon; D., 


Liverpool. 





nothing better to my fancy than Midsummer and Pretender. For the 
' Northumberland Plate, Newsman, Fleets, and Kennington seem to be 
the pick, and are most fancied by yours truly, AUGSPUR, 


— —— oe 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF AN ARTIST’S VOCABULARY. 


1. Colour and Tone. 2. Balancing the Composition. 3. Pig-me(a)nt. 4. A Lay Figure. 5. Studies from the Antique. 
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CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JUNE 


Tinsley’ s, in spite of a feeble first picture, is a good number, and full 
of variety. Itisa Few retribution, that in the same pages in which 
the American's fallacious photographs of England appeared, there 
should be published such a paper as “Curiosities of American 
Journalism.”” The number is eminently readable altogether. 

The St. Paul's is a trifle too solid in its padding this month. “A 
Farewell” is very musical ; but we miss the “ Editor's stories,” which 
we fear have come to an end. 

Ones a Week—* illustrated by Phiz and other artists ’—would be better 
for more fizz and less of the other artists. We confess we do not care 
for Mz. Bstiew’s “ ings ,’’ a new feature in the magazine, which 
in other respects keeps up to its standard. 

In the Sunday Magazine we must again give the palm to “Episodes 
in an Obscure Life’’—what an sdmivatio book they would make! 
They ought to be republished. The illustrations are particularly good 
this month. That on page 536 deserved to be printed separately 

fear 
Ts omas MILLER— iar to us how many years ago 
in his Rural Sketches and other books of the class—is pox 3 ‘oid 
recommendation for his new serial The Old Park Road, which o 
pleasantly enough, though we could wish it were contrived like Mn. 


Dicxens’s stories, to end a chapter with the number, instead of 
breaking off in the middle of a sentence. 


‘*I would I were a Bird.” 
Here’s something to make weary brain-workers envious :— 


Voit has recently proved the production of the cerebral tissue in the pigeon, and 
the coincidence of this reproduction with almost complete renewal of the cephalic 
functions. 


Henceforth instead of wishing for the wings of the dove, one will feel 
inclined to sigh for the brains of a pigeon. Literary aspirants will 
long to be tumblers, and disappointed students to be pouters. 


Turr ANnomaty.—When a horse improves his position in a race 
wiseacres say he begins to “ pull-up.” 

Pore Lirerature.—What should be found in all well-appointed 
households ?— Washing-books. 


NOTICE.—Many subscribers having complained of the inconvenience of the 
Fun volumes ending at irregular divisions of the year, it has been deter- 
mined to bring the present volume to a close in June, so that in future 
they will be completed at Christmas and Midsummer. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 


FURNISHING ESTIMATES. 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. beg to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Public generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furniture, oe have compiled with e care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the FURNISHING of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED H USES (in preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling in Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the total cost of Furnishing the 

THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 


119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, S.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 3t. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprieto™) at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: June 13, 1870. 
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CHARLES DICKENS’S LEGACY TO ENGLAND. 





THERE swept a sigh of sorrow universal 
From melancholy Medway’s mournful strand, 

Upon the nightwind’s desolate dispersal, 
Lo float along the land. 

The closing eve had had no shade of sorrow ; 
In silver haze we saw the planets swim :— 

But when the sun arose upon the morrow, 
We felt the dawn was dim. 


With grief-drown’d eyes we read—how briefly stated!— 


That he was gone—the man of pure renown: 

As if some bark, with our best treasures freighted, 
Had in the dark gone down! 

’T was but a whisper, yet more widely sounding 
Than the hoarse guns that for dead warriors roar, 

A thrill electric circled all surrounding, 
And spread from shore to shore. 

And that sad circle stretching, still unbroken, 
Around the world to utmost regions sped, 

And tears were shed, where’er our tongue is spoken, 
To know Cuartes Dicxens—dead! 


gu Remory. 


Within The Abbey let him take his slumber. 
Make room, oh great ones of the Long Ago; 

In your grand roll Cuaries Dickens thus to number, 
Ye smile, blest shades, we know ! 

Not his the coronet, or ermine legal, 

No herald-blazoned office in the state! 

Without a title, to the Council Regal 
But summoned when too late. 

Here lay him down :—the dust where he reposes 
Is glorious dust of the illustrious dead: 

And where he lies shall blossom Gonp’s rare roses 
When sounds the summons dread ! 

Calm be his sleep—despite warm tears above him— 
Who loved the weak, and never feared the strong, 

Whose page was pure, who made all good hearts love him, 
Who felt for others’ wrong. 

Yet though he sleeps lamented of a nation, 
The good he did for us shall ne’er decay ; 

They live—the beings of his fine creation— 
To make us glad for aye! 
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| FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 22nd, 1870. 

HE growing inefficiency and unpopularity of the Metropolitan 
Police must before long be made matter for graveconsideration 
by the House of Commons. If the authorities could be 
prevailed upon to abandon the attempt to make soldiers of them, 
and would proeure a better class of constables, by better pay and 
creater consideration, we should e saved the spectacle of respectable 
citizens justly afwaid. of, and habitual criminals disregarding the so- 
called Guardians of the Peace. 

They are neither fish, flesh, nor good red-herrings; they are not 
‘civilians,’ they are not soldiers, and they certainly are not 
constables of any higher standard than Dogberry’s men,—if they meet 
with a thief they suspect|him to be no true man, and do not meddle 
or make with him, but let him shew himself what he is and steal out 

| of their company, while they are meditating on “Eyes right! 
Attention!’”’ and “Stand at ease ! ’’— especially the last. 

' The worst of the matter jis, that being only bad soldiers, their most 

' milita points are the vices of the worst class of soldiers; violence 
and intimidation. For the sake of the really efficient policemen, who 
do their bestito.nedeem the credit of the Force, we trust Parliament 
wi!l recommend —and. if necessary compel—a reform. Less pipe-clay 
and momeinteligence ! 





Tuas evening (Wednesday), Mr. E. P. Hineston, the Acting 
Managerof the St. James’s Theatre, takes his benefit, on which 
occasion the performances will commence with Paul Pry, after which 
Mr. Eipmssan Vieziw—seen only too seldom in London—will appear in 
Doctow Davy, m piece founded on the same story as Mr. Roneutson’s 
Davi Garriech, by Mn. Avzery, the author of the ZJwo Roses. Besides 
these,attraetions; operatic and musical performances will be given, and 
if a stwong bill ever should fill a house it should do so to-night. 





TO YOUNG HOPEFUL. 


Comm, my-young friend, don’t you thiek you are going it 
Rather’teo:fast for your health and your means ? 

What; “yowcan’t see it?” Why, hang it! you’re showing it— 
Cutting-such capers, scarce out of your teens! 

Speakting: awsériewx, do you enjoy it now? 
Tell. me the truth, all this racket and noise, 

Doesitmetiweaken your brain and destroy it now ? 
Better—how far—were your muscular joys! 


Did you not think it a task full of merriment, 
Now and again, then, a classic to read ? 
What do you say to repeat the experiment, 
Ere tis too late and you're running to seed ? 
Once on a time, though the pink of propriety, 
Yet could you grapple and glory in brain ; 
Take my advice, then, and stick to sobriety,— 
Then you'll be truly Young Hopeful again ! 





| Catchpenny. 


JoyRNALIsM would, we are sure, have felt ashamed if one of its 
children—even the youngest and weakest—had been so ill-advised as 
to take advantage of the moment when all England was grieving at 
the unexpected loss of a great writer, to turn the event to catchpenny 
purposes. To put an imaginery case, if The Cheap Shaver advertised 
in large letters on its bills that it. published one of the latest letters of 
that lamented writer, addressed to its editor, it would be a decided 
offence against good taste. But if it turned out that the letter was 
merely a brief refusal—which would have been contemptuous too, if 
it had come from one less forbearing and kindly than that great 
writer—in reply to a request for contributions which the Shaver had 
“presumed ”’ to address to him, the matter would have been worse than a 
crime against taste, it would have been a blunder; for the half dozen 

ang en agg Ay an by its ae the Shaver's circulation 
| by buying it on this occasion, wo e uncommo i 
| did not “sell’’ them a second time! a on 8 
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Saving your Presence. 


To those who have reached three score years.: Claim exemption from 
serving on Juries. 




















DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 172. 


Tue dry earth pants beneath the sultry sky, _ 

All green things droop—the flowers hang their heads. 
The thirsty kine look up with amxious eye, 

But not a clowd its cooling burden. sheds. 
The shrunken stream steals-almost silent by ; 

Parched are the fields, and.parched the garden beds ! 


1. If you backed her to win, 

You were surely let in, 

And might home bootless spin 
In your carriage. 

For the mare was ill-starred, 

And from winning debarred ; 

And your fortunes were marred 
By a marriage. 


2. “ Busy, curious, thirsty fly,” 
Tiny toper, take your drop— 
I don’t grudge it, prithee, stop, 
Since ere nightfall you will die. 


3. I believe you, my boy! 
is wine of Savoy, 
That foams up so: brightly and sparkles with joy, 
Is the right sort of tipple 
To quaff to the ripple 
Of music and fountains—so go it, my cripple! 


4. In schooldays oft it made your back to ache, 
But. horsed another way, you find it merricr. 
It saves perchance the neck a fall would break. 
You cannot. guess? Go, seek it with a terrier! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 170. —-Holiday, Seaside: Hoss, Ooze, 
Lilla, Iris, Demi, A-bed, Yare, 

Correct SotvutTions or Acrostic No. 170, necetveD June 15th.—Ruby’s Ghost ; 
Malice; Bandy-legged Borachio; Snuffy; Timothy and Co, 


Catching a Tar-tar. 

We leave it for those who are accustomed. to eat the. reptile, to 
swallow this toad. We can’t :— 

On: Monday morning, a cooper employed by the Custom House authorities at 

Neweastle to. , for testing purposes, some:oasks ef Archangel tar’ at the bonded 
stores, found, in' d:iawing the bung from one.of the casks, a large toad immersed in 
the tar. The tar has been in bond for about six months, and it is supposed the toad 
had existed as found for nine months. 
Flies-in-amber must pale before toads-in-tar, but we think the 
gentleman who penned that paragraph was tarred with the same 
brush that pictures showers of frogs. Hadn't he pitched his tar « 
trifle tuo strong? 





A No-nonsense rhyme. 
Two begging-letterimpostors have-been committed for trial at Cheadle. They 
were “‘in distress through losses by the cattle disease.” 
TuERE were two impostors at Cheadle, 
Who money attempted to wheedle 
From the folks of that town, 
But got not a “ brown,” 
And were taken in charge by the beadle. 


Land, ho! 

WE learn that Mr. C. G. Leann, author of the famous Breitincin 
Ballads, has been travelling in Europe and will shortly visit England. 
We are all curiosity to see him. May we be pardoned the inquiry, 
when will Le-land 7 


Shop’s the Word. 


SILKSTON WALLSEND is a captain of volunteers—the moment he 
mounts, his horse commences to cara-cole. 





A Pen-feathered Note. 


Our prisons should never be built with wings—the goal-birds 
might fly. 





& Great Fact Crops up. 


AmaTEvR gardeners are the most generous of men—it is a pleasure 
with them to “ fork over” their grounds. 


Coot.—A Kew-cumber: The bridge toll. 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
5 17;, Little Pulteney-street, Soho, W. | 


VPA EAR SUR,—Another chapthur in the wrongs av me counthry— | 
in fact, I might say two or three chapthurs, but I'll say wan to 
6) make a long story short. I took Bippy to the races, an ’twas 
as glad she was goin’ as a fox among a flock ay geese, to 
think that wan av the Irish horses, that I spoke to ye about, was 
goin’ to win.—Ah ! thin, Bippy, agragai, ye nevur had such a nut 
to crack in a spellin’ book as the maynin’ av that same Darby: but 
the poor, innosint crathur didn’t know that they never Ict an 
Irishman be first in anything but the police-stashun. Av coorse 
thim sneerin’ divarthurs that ses that nothing good comes out 
av Ireland but speechis and whisky ‘ll say that the British liun 
couldn't be bate even if he wus a horse, but *twasn’t much ould Calcraft 
had to spare from Palmerstown—but, av coorse, that’s not an Irish 
name ayther, but they may deny that till the Detanys get back the | 
crown jewils av there ancisthurs. Sure ’tis meself that knows it as | 
well as I know the weathercock on the top av the Prodistint Church 
that shows how the prachin’ goes round and round wid the state av | 
the weather. Shure an the place is called afthur the fine ould Prime | 
Ministhur as they call him, but though I don’t contradict ye if ye | 
say he was Prime, he had about as much av the Ministhur about him 
as SHANAHAN the piper that was courtin’ the widow Motowny and her 
brace av daughthurs at the same time av the year, and murderin’ fine | 
girls they wor be the same token. Begor ’twas wan av ’em—Prcey, 
yerra thin ‘twas she was the fine Gawaw/ av a girl— but ’twas a small | 
balloon ye’d want to get into before ye’d get high enough to see the 
white av her eye. | 
But ‘twas the race I was tellin’ ye about, and it only showed 
what the shoneens ‘ud do if they could, whin they take away even | 


CIy> 


the names av the poor bastes that nivur shot a peeler. I 
told ye some time ago of the indacint bosthoon that took away 


the last lctther av the name of the DeLanys, an now whin they 
see that an Irish quadruped—bedad I'm gettin’ the big words like the 
skoolmasther’s gorsoon—whin they see he wus near winnin’ they take 
the letthur out av his name. Shure ’twas afthur darlin’ ould Munster 
the third horse was called and they made him Muster on the c’rect 
card—why the divil didn’t they say Mustard at wanse, but, of coorse, 
I suppose he wasn ’t Jot favourite enough for the blacklegs, though I 
hear he burnt a few av ’em before they wint home wid the veils in 
their hats asif they wor the parsons daughthurs on horseback. But 
begor, I couldn't help laughin’ at the way they spoke of Calcraft* in the 
noose-papers though ‘twas a horse they wor talkin’ about. Shure 
the ould Cromwaylian must be as savage as whin the man that kept 
the public house called him to pay for the liquor that he took to scour 
out his ould conscience wid. ‘Tis prime play acthurs they are— 
they wint on talkin’ about his Zangin’ on to the other horses until they 
got near the judge’s chairs. I wandher if he wears the red gown that 
the judge always wears whin anny av the boys are in throuble that | 
makes him look for all the world like the ghost av an ould sojur or a 
turkey cock wid the masles out on him sthrong. Thin they say that 
some av the other animu’s held out signals av distress, as if some wan | 
war sthandin’ or the trap door av the gaol. Oh meal-a-murthur if | 
he got hould av wan av thim reporthurs wouldn’t he mayke a scarf that | 
ud do ’im for a month av Sundays. 
Thin they say, whin fairly in the /ine be kept the advantage to the | 
bottom of the descint—heaven betune usand harm: it sounds like the last | 
will and dying declaration—an kept his neck advantage. ’Tisn’t the toss | 
up ava bad hapinny I'd give for them races; there wasn’t as much asa 
skermish among the boys as I ofin see on a fair day betune a crowd av 
gorsoons makin’ a shindy about the colour ava goat. Ye shuld see 
a race coorse ovur at home whin the elexhuns is goin’ on. The | 
dasavurs that wants to gct into the House of Comm»ns—why they call | 
it that always bothers me whin I think they’re the quality wid money | 
enuf a-piece to build a police barrack—comes out wid their carridges 
an a fellow blowin’ a horn as if they wor the sojurs playin’ at fox and | 
geese wid the Fanyans. Thin ye should see the ructions amongst the boys | 
whin some wan lays his foot or his shilelagh on another wans bit av a 
coat. An’ tis as knowin’ as the good people+ they are whin they want | 
to begin a battle. There isn’t a faction in Munster that hasn’t an 
ould corporal wid a wooden leg in the family. Thin whin aman says, 
“Will you lay yere fut or yere shileclagh on that little bit av broad 
cloth’ ?—down my brave sojur claps his wooden broomsthick on the 
ind av it an then be the powers, ye should see the timbur flyin’. | 
Whin they go before the magisthrate the fellow that began it all | 
says, “TI axed aman to lay his foot or his shilelagh on it and would yer | 
honer tell me if a wooden leg is skin and bone ora twig av blackthorn?r”’ | 
But, there, I won't say any more about the races—it took all the 








_* It will be observed that our Hibernian correspondent bas made a mistake 
similar to that inserted in the Paris journals, to the effect that the Derby was won 





} 


+ The good people is the name given to the fairies in the south av the ould 
counthry. 


| 
by a namesake of the Knight of the Halter.—Ep. | 
| 
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| But if of her great powers the 
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pride av the Deanys out of me. An’ thin they talk about the Oaks 
as if a tree evur took it into its head to run away wid anny one excipt 
a prisoner at the bar. I nevur see a man in that place though I 
often see thim skilogues wid the crowbars brakin’ down the cabins 


as if they wor goin’ to find a crock av goold in the chimney an few 


av em be the same token had that same. It only shows ye the way 
they're goin’ on; they let poor Munsther get the third place in the 
Darby, and thin says they, there’s another “ Irish representative ’’— 
begor, just as if a horse could be a mimbur av Parlimint—an’ we'll 
put him in the same place in the Oaks. ‘Who's that?’’ says an 
ownskunk to me whin I was talkin’ about the horse—“ Who,” says I, 
but what ye call Paté.”” “ Who the divil evur heard av a pyaty being 
spelt that way before?” “Shure, ye can’t get out av it, ye mane 
desavur,” says I, “if ye say tisn'’t pyaty—that manes what ye calla 
potato,”’ says I, “as if it had feet as flat as a drake’s—’tis Pat wid a 
tale to it, or tis Patsy with a letter knocked out, at anny rate ‘tis 
another chapthur in the wrongs av my counthry.” 

Poor Munster and Poor Pat, the Saxon did their best to cozen, 

sut as they both wor third, the two must be worth half-a-dozen. 

Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Devany. 


—_—— — --—— 
—_— _————— 


SERAPHINA. 


A RoMANCE OF THE OPERA. 


ERAPHINA FITZ- 
SQUALLINA she had 
set her heart upen a 
Grand désut in Lyric 
drama as a famous 

» wae donna, 

She could sing, she 
vowed, divinely, and 
her rivals all to vex 

She gaveout her voice’s 
compass was from A 
right upto X' 

Oh, the world has 
never seen a 

Girl like Sena- 
PHINA, 

The idol of the opera, 
and jewel of her sex! 


| 
| 


Marguerite, 
and 
5e0 


She, as 
was touching ; 
you'll seldom 
again a 
More finished piece of 
acting than = was 
hers, as Azucena ; 
[er Marta was delici- 
ous; and her Lucia 
was grand, 
full extent you'd understand 
You should see her as Amina— 
Gifted SERAPHINA !— 
It always moved to copious tears the leader of the band! 


Iler voice was sweet and thrilling like the flute-stop of an organ. 
It pierced all ears; it pierced the heart of Lorn Ap Jones Ap MonrGan, 
A nobleman who owned a very large estate in Wales, 
And when he heard from A to X how she ran up the scales, 
“QO, cara! O, divina,” 
Cried he, ‘‘SERAPHINA, , 7 
Be mine, and share my castle in the distant Cambrian vales! 


He used to throw her bouquets at the falling of the curtuin , 
He loved her most devotedly and blindly, that is certain ; 
At the notion of his wedding her, his family looked glum, 
Some said it was a pity, and some said that 1t was rum. 

But wasn’t there a scene a 

Few, when SeRAPiurna . 
Threw his lordship over placidly—and married 7 he Big Drum. 

————————— 


At Fault! 
ed that the classical rendering of the 
ins what 





AN anxious enquirer is iaform e € 
proverb “ birds of a feather flock together" 1s not by any me: 


he suggests—Foz foxibus hesit. 
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Artist among the number) ; and 3. Exhibited them to the populace. 
Saw Mills. 7. The City of St. Lawrence-on-Sea. 
climes, leaving Ramsgate on the lee. 


ST. RAMSGATE BY THE SEA. 


By Ovr Speciat SiGutTseer. 


Tue Cheap, fast train did waft me down, from Ludgate-hill to 
manne town. To represent you did I go. I don’t regret it, oh, 

ear, no 

Indeed, I do not. For rarely has any individual gathered so much 
experience in the way of carefully cleaned-out coal-carts for the con- 
veyance of cavilling critics, of marvellous men in majestic and manifold 
mummery, of ignorant idiots idling inanely, and of sardonic snivellers 
sneering, though vainly. 

Yes; at the inauguration of the future Gridiron City, which is to 
rule the destinies of a posterity that will some day, perhaps, venerate 
this predictious and perilously-presuming page, I assisted. Assisted is, 
I think, the word, and I flatter myself (not an unusual occurrence 
with your S. S.) that my assistance was advantageously adapted to 
acquire the admiration of the artful architect who planned the pleasant 
place which merited the measure of marvel meted out by the members 
of the Metropolitan machine which guides the i cacaiie of gentle- 
men. 

Our reception was, to put it in the mildest form, startling. No 
sooner had the train of cheapness and speed (especially the former) 

lided to its haven of rest & the banks of the brightly blue and 
unding billow, when an apparition, such as rarely greets the gaze of 
the brumous Britisher, appeared upon the platform. Wonderfully was 
he dressed :— 
His coat it was of a dark, deep blue, 
And his shoulders they bore large Spemetios two. 
(Just a few. ] 
A most gorgeous cap, it covered his head, 
And his trousers they shone most scarletly red. 
He rushed up to me, and he said, “Oh, yes, 
I think you're a Mewner or THE Lonpon Press. 
If you'll ap eee you'll find our van, 
Which has been cleaned-up for to carry your clan.”’ 





1. Our Artist starts to assist at the opening of the new City of St. Lawrence-on-Sea. 
in these sketches by a small boy.) 2. The astounding Personage who met the train, and took possession of the Members of the London Press (our 
4. The great Gothic Architect and his dawg. 


8. The Al Fresco Band. 9. The Concert. 


(June 25, 1870, 


(Owing to salmon and strawberries, he had to be assisted 


5. The Turkish Bath. 6. The 
10. Our Artist thinks it well to fly to foreign 





The Memsers having duly installed themselves in their conveyance 
the caravan, consisting of (1) a ponychaise conveying our friend of the 
unique uniform and a “pal”, (2) a nondescript containing nothing 
in particular, and (3) the press-pillory, was put in motion. Of this 
latter I can only say that, blushing and modest, I, your representative, 
tried to hide my slender form from the gaze of the cheering and 
excited Ramsgaterians; but your truculent artist seizing me in his 
grip of iron compelled my attention while he gave the signal for the 
huzzas of the surging population. Need I say that we heard a 
stringulatory and brazen band; that we were taken to a gentleman's 
house not much unlike other gentlemen’s houses ; that we were shown 
over a monastery (in which, I regret to say, various individuals sup- 
posed to be “ M.’s of the L. P.’’, but only too evidently belonging to 
that class which represents the press when there is no presswork to do, 
conducted themselves in the manner peculiar to the ill-bred Britisher) 
similar to other institutions of a like description; that we were 
escorted over a carpenter’s shop very suggestive of other carpenters’ 
shops; and that we were then led back to the scene of inaugural 
splendours to be banqueted? I think not. Imagine it all described 
with the pen of a ready and picturesque writer, and while you, Mr. 
Editor, give vent to your powers of imagination, your representative 
will have a glass of iekies-sioriot sparkling. Truly has the 
poet said (with slight variations) : 


How beautiful is champagne 
After the dust and heat. 
Whether with fish or with meat, 
In sunshine or rain, 

How beautiful is champagne ! 


Under its powerful sway 

Come the joys 

Of talking and making a noise 
And commotion. 

And down our parched throats 
It sparkles and floats, 








nai a 


————s 
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Till our eyes become dim TURNIN G OVER NEW LEAVES, 


As we gaze on the peaceful , 
But treacherous ocean. _ WE cannot say that we consider Mr. Bucuanan docs himself justice 
in his latest work, The Book of Orm (StRAHAN AND Co., Ludgate Hill). 


Mingling with the Memners were several songsters of both sexes, not | In portraying the trials and troubles of ordinary human life —especially 
| 
| 





to mention elegance and beauty at all. One antique young lady, among the poor—he has few equals. Some of his “ London Poems’ 
whose attention had been divided between a plate of calves’ head and | will live as long as the English language. But in his present book he 


I'll take a plate of ham. 


At a concert given in the evening the singing was good and the 
audience appreciative. The hotel (the Granville) possesses that oft- | the genus Vates 
felt want, a polite, gentlemanly manager, and a well-trained staff of g : i ile . . ‘ 
attendants; and it seems extremely probable that Mr. Wetny Pucty'’s | _ LE Royal Academy Exhibition (Rovtience and Sons, Broadway), 
endeavour to turn what is now a howling wilderness, inhabited only by | £° ntains a ‘critical description’’ of the chief picture of the year by 
the rapacious lodging-house-keeper and her ally, the Norfolk Howard, Mr. A. Guturtr, We agree with much that he says, and admire the 
into a populous and thriving city, in which the chief enjoyments of the fairness with which the praise and blame are meted out. ‘The book 
| denizens are to be invigorating Turkish baths and innocuous Gothic | WHI be useful to those numerous members of the British public who 
| architecture, is likely to prove a gigantic success. Enterprise ever | ™4™ Te to be told what they are seeing. 
commands our respect, and, therefore, in a bumper the Memnuers wish In Gymnastics for Ladies, MApaAmMe Brenner explains clearly and 
succinctly the various calisthenic exercises in use at Bruton-strect, 


and humble life, and we trust the epic he promises will deal with 


+ + 


humanity and not mysticism. Mar. Becuanan is a poet, but not of 


i a Member of the London Press, confided to her well-tanned duenna | has plunged into the mystical and quasi-religious, and he is certainly | 
the following statement, pushing her plate away with a sigh :— out of his element, so far indeed as to lose much of his usual vigour i 
I cannot mind my weal, mother, and music. We cannot understand how his ear could have permitted 
I know his vows are gam- such a line as — 
| Mon. But as I'm told that like cures like, Quietly he flingi?. 

We shall be glad to welcome Mr. Bucuanan again in idylls of home 





Prosperity to the New Venture! ; 
_ and illustrates them with explanatory drawings. We need not repeat 
a vant: here what we have said before about the beneficial effects of such 


exercises, which the book before us will, we think, do much to 
popularise. 


MR. BRUCE AND THE CABS. 


A RHYME MADE IN THE HovsEe or Commons. 





| 
MontTacve Guest 
Has done his best WHOM ? 
| 
| 


Whom-anum est errare. 


Tue wild jibboom, the gay jibboom, 

Twined with the flowers of the soft simoom, 
Over the sea, 
On the shimmering lea, 

It waltzed with the Neophyte’s tall stud-groom. 


To alter the Cab Regulations, 

Tis little use, 

For AvusTIn Bruce, 
"Mid the public execrations, 
Has left cabs bad 

Till folks go mad, 
And howl out objurgations. 


NS er ee ene yp, 


The sad jibboom, in its early doom, 
Was clad in Jew’s-harps from the painter's 1 
Grasping the grot, 


MontTaGvue GvEsT, 

| We Enow that pest- 

Tlence, say scarlatina, 

In cabs, may be Like a staggering yacht, 

By you or me With its plumein the glcom of the tomb to bl: 

Caught any day, I’ve scena Thus the wandering bard sang a soft te-whom 

Feverish drab eee oe 

In hansom cab eo tee ke as . 

I might ride in Med pari. Fun’s GuibE To Suorrinc.—lvady money and early h ars. 
Avpi alderman partem—as the schoolboy rendered ** the voice of 


the turtle.” 


| MonaraAGuE GuEstT, 
You guess the rest: 
’ Of cabs here one good use is, 
| Where fevers hatch 
For folks to catch 
And small-pox quite the deuce is, 
One day shall we 
Im vengeance see 
That Mister Austin Brvce is. 





Aushers to Correspondents, 





| 
| 
| 
| 

[| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are aecom- 
| panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do ust held ourselves 
responsible for loss. } 


First TriAL.—If we had the passing of your sentence, it would be 
case of last trial too. Such an attempt to perpetrate a joke is quite as 
serious as an attempt at murder. 

BLUNDERBUS.— Missed fire! If you missed the ‘‘ bus’’ too, you would 


be nearer the mark. 
VERTIGO.—We can’t advise you Ver-ti-go;—dont come to us, 


that’s all! 





‘¢ Which accounts for the milk.” 


Tuts is a curious fact :— 
| M. Didierjeau, a red-lead manufacturer, has discovered shat the use of milk at 
their meals, which he has made obligatory on his workmen to the extent of one litre | , ye , ‘ 
daily, preserves those employed in lead-works free from any symptoms of lead P. (Liverpool).—Can't find a rhyme to ‘Alligator’! What do you say 
' disease. He vouches for the truth and co:rectness of this communication. | to this, for instance 7 
. . . . } . : ? < . Lt ic < r c& eC aw ¢ the or k 
| We don’t doubt that it is literally true. But if he used London | 2 ped sereek- oe sucess be , Tos B, oth rock ov 
milk, so much of which passes through leaden pipes on its way from ard Kansas Joe | ied by—an alligator. 
T . ie _ arded ac a | Dine-Donc.—Under consideration. 
the New River and other streams, this can only be regarded as a , tee: it alti ented enaie-tl er 
strong evidence in favour of the “like cures like” theory of the C, (Bury St. Edmund’s).— We really cannot spare time to comply with 
Homceopath | your request. - ae ae : 
eopaths. atantele — H. J. H.—Nicholas’s first paper appeared in the number of the New 
Series dated May 27th, 1865, the last in that fur September 21st, 1867. . 
Sure as a Gun. A. J. W. (Bull and Mouth: street).— We must beg to decline a very in- 
WE are glad to believe that the 20s. gun-tax will appear a “stiff” | genious attempt at self-advertising. — Ae: a oe 
sum to the hedge-poppers. Many a little feathered friend to the Ant sincerely thanked, but we think the matter Lad better be allowed 
o rest. 


’ 
Yeu- 


farmer will be—not stiff—but blithe in consequence, and we heartily ; ae ah ie ie Aili ea, er. 
hope that effectual means will be taken to make all gun-carrying | sa ae Conte: ao Gos celon meet Z ‘ele a4. 
prowlers of country lanes exhibit their s'tiflicates. Burton-on-Trent: B ; C., Fochabers; U, Regent-street ; Poer Pillg rlie: 
S.C.;R. H.G., Rainham; T. W.; T., Brixton; A. B.C.; S. R.G, St. 
Ives ; H. M., Kentish Town-rvad; L. B.G, Islington; A. C., Wandsworth: 
Qy; D., Old Broad-street ; L , DaJston ; Toodles; F. J. . M., Liverpool ; 
He was | ainicus Curie; The Owdashus Cuss; P. P., Kingsland ; Vertigo; Curio; 
Q in the Corner; S. S., Manchester; W., Manchester; V. V. V.; B. F. G., 


‘ 


Pentonville; Civis Americanus; B. 8. T.; F., Leeds; T. L., Paris: 


PREVALENT JOURNALISTIC CoMPLAINT.—Rumour-tism. Lavender Kids. 


Sele crc cciasiach Sle par ene sianeniscnlnalbaieniacteaiiaipiaes 








Have-a-due-poise! 


How true is it that Fun is worth his weight in gold! 
invited times out of number on Epsom Downs to “ Troy”’ his weight. 
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Sprrr’s!”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JUNE 


Good Words for the Young has a pleasant surprise in the shape of the 
last instalment but one of the long-absent “Boy in Grey ’’—an 
admirable boy’s-story. ‘ At the Back of the North Wind” gives an 
excellent description of that valuable institution, The Hospital for 
Sick Children in Great Ormond-street. The pictures are just what 
wee be, not only attractive but good. Mr. Zwecker’s ** Leopard 
and Baboons’’ is excellent. 

Good Words contain a valuable paper on “The Thieves’ Quarter,” 
by one who evidently knows the subject well. Miss IncELow con- 
tributes four sonnets, and Mr. Krinas.ey is represented by a tropical 
letter. Of the illustrations, which are all good, the best to our thinking 
is that to Miss IncrLow’s poems. 

We have received four numbers of the Photographie Art Journal—a 
periodical whose excellence cannot be too highly praised. The 
exquisite photographs, printed in permanent pigments, are alone worth 
more than the price of the numbers. ‘“ Le Favori du Roi’’ in the last 
number is a fine specimen, worthy of framing. 

Tx Overland winds up its forth volume with a strong number. 
Mr. F. Bret Hanrre contributes a clever bit of verse called “ Dow's 
Fiat ’’—quite in his own peculiar vein. Mr. Sropparp’s “ South Sea 
Show ” is another capital bit of local originality. It’s a wonderful 
place that San Francisco ! 


whole house. 





ANT 
w . 
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IVEY 


Captain Typlin log.:—“’S a Mo’ STRO’NARY THING, Mis’R Porrins, THAT 
ALL GOO’ THINGS T’DRINK ARE WOR’S ONE SYLLBLE— Tor’, SHERR’, CLAR’T, Why wish to bea child again? 








[June 25, 1870. 


THE CARES OF CHILDHOOD. 


You tell me, poet, in your lays— 
You tell me, singer, in your song— 
That, looking back to early days, 
No brighter days to life belong. 
My poet and my singer, cease 
The empty verse - the vapid strain ; 
But answer, ere you hold your peace, 
Why wish to be a child again? 


Oh, must we o’er and o’er be told 
How quickly childhood fleeted by ; 
| With its December very cold, 
And very sultry its July ? 
July 7s warm, December chill, 
And thus will probably remain ; 
So, if you get your seasons still, 
Why wish to be a child again ? 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


That I myself have been a child 
(Some years before I was a youth), 
May seem a statement rather wild 
And incompatible with truth. 
But it’s a bitter fact; and thence 
I think my right is pretty plain 
To ask you, as a man of sense, 
Why wish to be a child again? 


« 


You think, when I was very small, 
That I was better than I am. 
But was I truthful ?—Not at all; 
Or honest >—No, I stole the jam. 
I treated mother as a foe, 
And nurse with juvenile disdain. 
If you, my friend, were ever so, 
Why wish to be a child again ? 


And now, in these maturer years, 
I know my will and have my way ; 


=. : ze O WD No unkind monitor aeenet, 
—— ‘__—— To thrash me when [ go astray. 


I have my whack of pleasure now, 
As then I had my whack of pain. 
The score is equal, anyhow ; 


WE have also to acknowledge the receipt of The Gardener’s Magazine, 
The Gentleman's Journal, The Young Ladies’ Journal, Le Follet, The Best 
of Everything, The Amateur Magazine, Cook's Excursionist, Scientific 
Opinion, The Food Journal, and The Westminster Papers. 


Money, mark it! 


We learn of the existence of a new and we venture to think 
unnecessary society from the following police report :— 

At the Central Criminal Court on Tuesday, Joseph Webb pleaded guilty to breaking 
a pain of glass, value £10,in the shep of Mr. Benson, watchmaker, Ludgate Hill, 
and stealing from the window two watches, and a gold chain, of the value of £36. 
Mr. F. H. Lewis, instructed by Messrs. Lewis and Sons, prosecuted on behalf of the 
Precious Metals Protection Society. Prisoner pleaded guilty. The facts having 
been proved by Mr. C. W. Wilcox, manager to Mr. Benson, the jury found prisoner 
guilty, and the judge sentenced him to 15 months’ imprisonment with hard labour. 
The idea of precious metals requiring to be protected! Why, we have 
been looking after them all our life, and if Gold is at all depressed 
(vide Money Market) if it will come to us we’l/ take care of it! Indeed, 
we will go so far as to say that if ever Money is tight—and we have 
seen it so described in the papers—we’ll see it home 


A TxHovGnt over A Satmon Cutitet.—Spring brings the cuckoo— 
better still, the cuckoe’mber. 
By A Brute eF A BacuEetor.—Food for powder: Babies. 








GOODE, GAINSFORD, & CO., 


CABINET-MAKERS, UPHOLSTERERS, 


FURNISHING ; 

Messrs. GOODE, GAINSFORD, and CO. to state that, having had numerous applications from their Customers and the Publis generally for a Catalogue, or Price 
List of their Furnitcre, they have compiled with considerable care and supervision, a Series of REVISED ESTIMATES for the furnishing of SEVEN, TEN, and 
FOURTEEN-ROOMED HOUSES iin preference to publishing an ordinary Catalogue), thereby showing the cost of three distinct classes of Furniture, classified in the 
various Rooms, and enabling intending Purchasers to see at once the exact cost of a single article, the cost of each separate Room, or the tet | cost of Furnishing the 


THIS ESTIMATE BOOK POST-FREE OR UPON APPLICATION. 
119, 120, 121, 122, 123, BOROUGH, 5.E. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: June 25, 1579. 


AND BEDDING WAREHOUSEMEN. 
ESTIMATES. 
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ROUGE ET NOIR. 
Captain Waddylove has fired offa round or two of blank to propitiate “ Little Pitcher.” 


Little P. :-—“ Ou, LET IT OFF AGAIN—DO!”’ | Captain :—‘*I HAVE NO MORE POWDER.” 
Little P. :—“ But, Cousin Emma, Won’T THAT RED POWDER IN THE BOX ON YOUR DRESSING-TABLE DO?” 


— 














A RONDEAU. 


of our comic page ; 
Mid pun, and joke, and sar- 


casm crushing, 
There’s nothing in it, we'll 
engage 
To set your pure, sweet face 
a-flushing. 
There’s kindly word for honest 
men, 
There’s keen contempt for 
paltry duffers, 
Who take to throwing mud; 


but then 
Their skin it is—not ours— 
that suffers. 


For laugh and chaff and 
decent jest, 
For wisdom mad, and folly 
sage, 
Here eyes may safely be ad- 
dressed, 
Fair reader of our comic 
page. 





Sporting Note. 
Tuer term “welsher” as applied to betting swindlers is probably 
intended as an allusion to the well-known Welsh-(s)harpers. 


VOL. XI. 





Answers to Correspondents, 





[We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


**T SHOULDN’T.””—Well, we wouldn't go howling and bawling, if we 
were you. 

_ LauGcuina Gas.—Rather, we should say, Sulphuretted Hydrogen, to 
judge from the ill odour of such a gross pun. Wedon't go in for the in- 
delicacies of the seasoning. 

SopuistT.— Your nom de plume is not right toa “t.’’ We should insert 
one after the *h.’’ 

PuILo (Chester).— We should have thought that “Cup” time was the 
time to say “ fill, oh, Chester.’’ 

CoMMERCIAL Roapb (Peckham),—Considerable promise. 

TimMins.— Your lines won’t wash—indeed, they won’t even dry, so 
what’s the use of them ? 

E. J. (Glasgow).—Asks us, seriously, for “ a remedy for over-fatness of 
the face.” Wedon’t undertake to answer such questions as a rule, but it 
strikes us that in this case the corpulence might be reduced by exercise— 
say, laughing on the wrong side. 

Sza-WeEED.—It’s difficult to resist yqur sea-wheedling ways, but the 
sketches are not quite the thing. 

C. H. R. (Rochdale).— We don’t intend to be pitted against vaccination. 

ZzePrHuo.—No thanks:—We wish you, and our correspondents generally 
would address to ‘‘ The Editor.”’ 

PousIBEM.—We are amply supplied with the article. 

Ata.— We have too many, 

C. W. (Corwen).—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks:—W. K.; R. H., 8t. John’s Wood; E. H., 
Penge; L. P., St. Paul's Crescent; W. P., Paris; C. J.; Toodles; O, 
Brig of Allan; R. C. M.; T. W.; 8S. L., Kingsland; R., Liv F 
Subscriber ;—Coventry ; S. E., Pontypredd; J. V. D., Wakefield; K. I. G., 
Waltbamstow ; X. 8., Nedigar ; ee Rob Roy; G. H., Regent’s- 
park ; A. W. T., Southampton; W. M., Pimlico; Bushy ; 8. R. G., St. Ives; 
W. G. C., Carlton; B., Abchurch-lane ; Birmingham ; L. C., Plymouth. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 29th, 1870. 
ARLIAMENT is launched on thé troubled waters of the Educa- 


tion question; and the Ministry is at last meeting with some 

Y opposition from their hitherto tmanimons Liberal party. It is, 
perhaps, healthy for all concetned that this should be the case, 

and if it hale to the »assing of a sould measure we shall have reason 
to be grateful to this form ‘of “the renewing of lové” between the 


Government and its supporters. 
the strains of a siren—to 


Mr. Forstitr is using all his 
conciliate thé Waverers. But|Ma. Vaanon Hancovar, put out 
in hi | ia, in evidently deaf to the voice 
that the measure under considera- 
tion does not please him—in short he does not agree with the motion— 
on puhegeys may be allowed. to say the motion does not agree with 






that he will not have 





and 
money to make the alteration, for the Poultry is not likely to have a 
cheap side, but, cheap or dear, the south side ought to be cleared, not 
only for the sake of appearances, but on grounds of convenience, 





On Saturday, the 2nd July, at the Holborn Theatre, Mr. Burteien 
will take his benefit, which should be a bumper if merit can command 
ence awe pular new 7% ne Ha a with Mr. 

ILLINGTON, ably supported, orm the staple of the orman 
but there will be other attractions as well. = — 








Quote Correctly, Please. 


We suppose the success of the London Figaro has not yet warranted 
an investment in a Dictio of Quotations; but in the meantime it 
may be as well for the editor of that journal to learn that “‘ How doth the 
little busy bee,’’ is not from SuaxespEarE—that “Tempering the wind 
to the shorn lamb” is-not Scriptural—and that Turrszr never wrote 
the proverb, “A monkey’s allowance is more kicks than ha’pence.” 
We are induced to mention these facts, because the Figaro assured us 
the other day that WorDswortx was the author of the line— 


Stars which in earth’s firmament do shine, 
which is from Lonerzsttow! When a man has never read Worps- 
wortH he ought to know that he is not likely to remember any quota- 
tions from him ! 
A Grove Sraztcusr.—“ Best Paris Kid, 1s. 114d.’’— Vide draper’ 
— id. per’s 


Tue Howzst Tatton’s Sona.—“ Shoddy upbraid.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 173. 


Or all sorts, shapes, and sizes, 
Competing for prizes: 
And really th 
Make a splendid display, 
1. The skipper cast a knowing eye 
Aloft, and watched the morning sky. 
“’T will blow,” said he. I asked him, “ Why?” 
Quoth he, ‘‘ Because the cloudlets fly.” 


2. A Spaniard he, of lofty pride 
And solemn mien. 
He wears a cloak, and by his sid6é 
3 His long sword’s seen. 


3. “It’s as broad as it’s long,” 
He pished and he pshawed ; 
But there he was wrong, 
It’s more long than it’s broad. 


4. To have them a cock is cock-sure ; 
If the truth my informant alleges. 
But if you’d a sample secure, _ 
You percharice may find some in the hedges. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 171,—Portugal, Saldanha: Pediménts, 
Orchestra, Rhomboidal, Tenoned, Ultra, Glyptodon, Apish, Laura. 
’ ee SoLurions or Acrostr¢ No. 171, necRrven June 220@.—Ruby’s Ghost ; 





Waking Snakes. 

Hexw’s & pretty coil !— 

The newest style for dressing the hair is called “The Cleopatra.” The hair is 
brushed high off the forehead, and braided low in the neck, surmounted by @ large 
imitation snake, which is coiled round the head. 

This may look like an invention, but it’s (s)naked truth. We have 
seen a daughter of Eve who had been by this serpentine style, 
and she resembled Medusa—in asp-ect. 





Such a Getting-up Stairs. 


WELL may you open your eyes! But don’t stair—it’s rude:— 

The Ear) of Stair will succeed to the lord-lieutenancy of Ayrshire, vacant by the 
death of the Marquis of Ailsa. 
The Eart or Srarr has clearly gota step. But we don’t see what it 
leads to. A stair that’s raised in Ayr must come to nothing—unless it 
has a landing-place in Skye. 


An Olio. 


Tue Leisure Hour, speaking of households in which in spite of many 
virtues there is discontent, says that such a family circle :— 

Wants the oil of love, without which the best intentions or the most strenuous 
propriety goes amiss. 


Is this the Oil of “‘ O-live with me and be my love!” Or & it due to 
sweet Amants ? 





Musical Mem. 
Ir is stated that the strong objection of the Sedtch to thé introduc- 


tion of music into their service at Kirk arises from a fear flat it may 
lead to the adoption of the piano-forte nine articles, 





AT LAST. 


HAT, trapped at last, my crafty friond ! 


At length your roguery is ended, 
Which long ago had reached its end, . 
Had not the Deuce your tricks befriended. 
Now all luck is gone and past— 
Trapped at last ! 


Ye two-legged Reynards all, take heed! 

I know a score of you—say thirty— 

Who warning of this nature need, 

Jack, Sam, and Harry, Jim, and Berriz? 
Your eyes upon this picture cast— 
Trapped at last ! 

What roosts you have contrived to rob— 

What hens destroyed—what broods diminished ! 

You'll once too often. try the job, 

And then your little game is finished— 

And there you stand amazed, aghast,— 


Trapped at last! 


‘ 
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oR cing, oe: See 
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MONDAY OUT. 
By Our Speciat SIGHTSEER. 


Monpay out in the East end of London on a broiling and dusty day, 
when the inhabitants of Bethnal Green and thereabouts stand in 
droves at the mouths of the black yawning chasms which contain 
what is known to these poor wretches as home, striving to catch a 
breath of air, or watching with listless indifference the groups of 
holiday-makers bound for the pleasurable pastures of Victoria Park. 
‘The park is full, and here is St. Monday worshipped with an ardour 
and an appetite not to be excelled in the more fashionable localities of 
Greenwich and Gravesend. Fried-fish of a kind known in no other 
quarter of the habitable globe, “ mysteries,” suspicious-looking 
sandwiches, perspiring pastry, peppermint drops, stone bottles of beer, 
cold baked jemmies, invigorating sherbet-water drawn from a 
perambulating fountain, and “toss or buy,’’ are but a few of the joys 
sacred to the patron saint of the metropolis in its most easterly lung. 
I wander along the gravel path, and the unbidden tear rolls down my 
nose as I see the suburban swain and his equally suburban but 
considerably more attractive swainess, billing and cooing on the seats 
which have been placed in the park for the purpose. And this, said I, 
brushing away the evidence of my strong emotion, is life! You behold 
the babe in arms taking its pleasure after the manner of its mentors, 
imbibing the maternal milk in its original double-diamond shape, or 
dipping its blessed little beak into the paternal pewter. Then come 
the sports of boyhood, the innocent aa interesting game of cat, the 
boisterous but beautiful sport of Ibobree (evidently of foreign origin), 
the pleasant pastime of push penny, and the many other mysterious 
methods of making master madcap mirthful. After this we find the 
youth of both sexes giving way to that natural inclination for each 
other’s company which was the chief ‘solace of those individuals 


whom— 






















Man’s first disobedience and the fruit 


caused to be turned out of house and home. 

How much further I should have gone on in this strain I know not, 
but for two reasons I was obliged to desist. Like a spasm of pain the 
thought struck me that nearly three hundred years ago, and long 
before Victoria Park had been designed, an obscure individual had 
committed to paper his observations on the growth and progress of 
that wonderful being, man. If he had never published his ideas I 
(Yes, I, your S. 8S.) might have become famous; but though the 
thoughts were similar (and, believe me, quite independent), he was 
first, and reaps all the kudos. The second reason why | desisted was, 
because having strayed, while ruminating, through the most easterly 
gate of this most easterly pleasure place, I found myself suddenly 
accosted by Britt Baw voc, the Smiffel Smasher, who used to give me 
lessons at the house of George White, the Sartorial Scrapper, in 
Redcross-street. ‘ Hallo,’’ says he, “ you'll be too late for the race if 
you don’t look sharp,’ and hooking hold of my arm he hauled me 
towards a crowd of the most terrific, turbulent, and troublesome ter- 
rorists it has ever been my special sight-seeing lot to encounter. 
Vainly did I assure him that with Hackney Wick (so called because it 
is the part of Hackney which is nearest Wicktoria Park) and its “ famed 
curriculum ”’ I had nothing to do. In a minute we were in the middle 
of the mob, which fell away before the imposing and well-known front 
of the Smasher, and coming to a gate I was directed by an invisible 
gentleman to “ Pay here.”” The advice came just in time, for as I 
placed my hand in the pocket which your liberality keeps ever well 
supplied, I found that one of the gentlemen behind, in his anxiety to 
settle honourably at the entry, had (by mistake of course) placed his 
hand on the purse which contains the emoluments derived from the 
laborious literary labour of a lifetime. Of course he immediately 
withdrew his “ dooks,’’ but I cannot help thinking that it is to him 
I owe the bashing-in of my new cork hat, and the toe-propulsion from 
which I have not yet recovered, with which J entered the renowned 
H. W. grounds. 

Within the enclosure all was excitement. Heavy browed men with 
leathern bags and lungs expressed their determination to lay “6 to 4 
bar one,’’ which, as there were but two in the race, seemed to me 
extremely goodnatured. Fighting men out of work, anxious to earn 
‘a few pieces” by the committal of any atrocity, from stopping the 
foremost man to knocking down the referee, were there, determined to 
“stand a bit’’ with anyone who made a bet, but never offering to 
“part.” Presently the cempetitors appeared on the course, a terrible 
being who looked as though his face had been stampedoed, and who 
I was informed was the redoubtable Flapper, attending on one, while 
the well made little Teddy Mills looked after the other, his brother. I 
shall not attempt to describe the race, but after odds had been laid on 
both sides, and when the contest was about to become exciting, Mills 
altered his mind about affairs, and stopped. Then came a scene of 
awful confusion, amid which I made my escape, but not without 
receiving several more playful and resonant reminders to bring out 
a low-crowned hat when next I visit H.W. As you are of course 
aware, my object in venturing out at all had been to visit the North 
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Woolwich Gardens, and smoothing my battered tile as I went, I 
endeavoured to make my way per rail. The rail, however, seemed 
constructed to go everywhere else, and after knocking about for some 
time, and changing carriages repeatedly, I at last found myself at 
Stepney, where I was informed that in due course a train of that 
terrible swiftness which has made the G. E. R. famous would transport 
me and my fortunes to the grand pyrotechnic display at the Pavilion 
grounds. 

As the interval of waiting was so long that it would occupy more 
space than you can spare, I must defer my experiences for the present. 


TO A COUNTRY COUSIN. 


Atnum VERSES, 


CRUEL cousin Kars, you ask me 
For a lyric or a lay. 
How tyrannical to task me, 
Cousin Kare, in such a way. 
Pardon me, I pray, and pity— 
(Oh, do anything but frown !) 
For I can’t be wise or witty 
In an album out of town. 


No, my Pegasus will canter 

Only here on civic stones ; 
In the country I instanter 

Come to grief and broken bones. 
Be it mine to sing the city, 

Where I seek my mild renown ;— 
But I can’t be wise or witty 

In an album out of town. 


Small my power and small my will is 
Rural sympathies to win ; 
Ludgate my sublimest Hill is, 
And my Fields are Lincoln’s Inn. 
All the muses in committee, 
Pouring inspiration down, 
Cannot make me wise or witty 
In an album out of town. 


London life in many phases 
I describe for cockney friends ; 
Lead me out amongst the daisies 
And my versifying ends. 
I can favour with a ditty 
JonEs, and Roxzinson, and Brown ; 
But I can’t be wise or witty 
In an album out of town. 


Cousin, hear my supplication ; 
Give me something else to do. 
Is there aught in all creation 
I would not ‘attempt for you ? 
Ask my life, my cruel Kirtry : 
Bid me hang, or bid me drown; 
But I can’t be wise or witty 
Tn an album out of town. 


—— 
—_——— > 


The Law of Harmony. 


WE are informed by a contemporary :— 

Lord Chief Justice Cockburn has accepted the dedication of the ‘‘ Wandering Jew .”’ 
the poem by Mr. Charles L. Kenney, of the Inner Temple, the music composed by 
Mr. James L. Molloy, also of the Middle Temple. 
And yet Se say that the law does not conduce to harmony! Mr. 
Kenney is clearly skilled to address the “‘ Wandering Jew’’-ry, while 
Mr. Mow.oy as a bar-rest-er, supplies the da capias—or whatever it is 
—and runs up the scale from John Do to fi-fa. The Chief Justice 


takes notes. 





Brick-and-mortar-fying News. 


We are sorry to see that:— 

The Athenaeum hears it rumoured that the Crystal Palace Company is going to 
let the most secluded aad enjoyable part of its grounds for building purposes. It 
is sincerely to be hoped that this is not true. 
The design of building is simply villa-nous. It is not wisdom. ‘The 
grand jury of the nation will return it no true build! 





Tur Movern Delf-1c Onacie.—Fortune-telling in tea-cups. 
Wirn A Venceance!—What a ferocious character must the man 
be who turns on—his heel. 
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(Jury 2, 1870. 


DISTANCE DOESN’T ALWAY LEND, ETC. 


Cissy :—“ Loox, Ma DBAR, THERE’S THAT HORRID LITTLE Kate FLasHineaton !” 
Mamma (evidently mistaking the object) :—“ InpEBD—BUT!—BUT, MY DEAR, GOOD GRACIOUS, WHAT A STRANGE WAIST.” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 
Tu Dog-show at the Crystal Palace has been an undoubted success. 
A finer collection of animals it has never been our lot to see ; and the 
arrangements, in the matter of entrance and other fees, had the good 
effect of excluding such inferior specimens as dealers might otherwise 
have been tempted to exhibit on the chance of catching an unwary 
purchaser. The show of mastiffs was very fine, and the bull-dog class 
was strong, while the display ure i was something 
very good. Of Pomeranians there were not many, but iels and 
toy-terriers mustered largely. The special feature of the show may be 
to be Mr. Macponna’s splendid St. Bernard’s; but the same 
gentleman showed some Dandie Dinmont puppies, which were 
“curiosities of literature,” being the lineal descendants of the Tarr 
Pepper, whom waa i i istori 
among the mastiffs, Mz. Kixcpon showing some with poranese ol 
back to the founder of the Lyme Hall breed, the dog which Sm Soom 
Laiox took with him to Agincourt in 1415, and which saved his life 
when he was wounded. The extra classes of foreign dogs were also 
regarded with interest, especially Mn. Wiensr’s magnificent boar- 
See There were also one or two collies, looking almost human in 
The judging was rather a tedious process—we su unavoidably ; 
and there seemed a few muddles among the ‘a eepers, sean 
inseparable from a first show; but the whole i were 
eminently satisfactory. The ts for the exhibition were 
excellent, the tents being ¢ool and well-ventilated, while the dogs were 
supplied with ample room and unlimited provision in the agreeable 
form of Sprarr’s Fibrine Biscuits. If we could anything it 
would be that another time the larger dogs— ially the water-dogs 
—should have more capacious pans for drinking from. Although the 
then ‘might hove Beis eupusainyeutag 3" terloes encictraane ts 
ve 0 various i 
cooling and ventilating the show. ie ne 
We are glad to think that the success of this first exhibition 
taken to insure its establishment as one of the regular at 
tions at the Palace. 


o } on 
Vs é vero é Ben trovato.”’ 


Jam Din. 
Here’s an Indian Jam, in an Indian Pickle, wants English 
preserving :— 

The Jam of Luss Beyla, now in Hyderabad, is unable to return to his capital, as 
it is filled with the Khan of Khelat’s seldiery, who are plundering his subjects. 
Upon the Jam’s juddee sits the eldest son of his enemy, and his right hand man is 
hiding in the hills. When the Jam will ever be able to get back to Luss Beyla, 
therefore entirely depends on the British. 

Owing to the squeeze of the Khan’s, the jam is going to pot. But we 
should have thought Hyderabad less suited to him than Jelly-labad. 
Does the Jam complain of our cust-tardy interference? But jam satis / 


Very Sharking. 


Tue author of the following paragraph is—never mind :— 


A fine shark about fiye feet long was captured the other day off the entrance to 
Langstone Harbour by Henry Burton, a fisherman of Portsmouth, assisted by his 
two sons. It is exaetly two years since some sharks were seen in the waters of the 


Solent. 
Two years—what a donkey! London is full of sharks, and they are 
always in-Solent | 


All Fours. 

We have been trying to square the circular, or rather understand 
the prospectus of the Rectangular Review, advertised for immediate 
publication. In form we ago it will not be like Ali the Year 
Round, being a four-quarterly. The sub-editor will be like a proposi- 
tion in Euclid, something about sub-tending the rectangle. But after 
all, what is the use of wondering about it; it is announced as some- 
thing new and original, and so there is some chance that in this case of 
the Kectangular Review “ none but itself can be its parallel”’-ogram! 


- The Ben-efit of the Doubt. 


i UNDERSTAND,” said Aigh, “that Mr. Disraxxi’s Lothair is founded 
t—the Marquis of Blank and” —“I can’t say,” said Bea, “ but 
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AT SEA. 


Mr. V*rn*n H*rc*urt :-—“I CAN’T SAY I LIKE THE MOTION AT ALL.” [ The Siren (his First Appearance in that Character), Mr. W. EB. F*rst*r. | 
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Answers to Correspondents, 13, 23, 33, 
43, 58, 64, 73, 83, 93, 103, 113, 123, 135, 
145, 155, 165, 167 

Abstraction, 23 

Alchemist and the Arithmetician (The), 
26 

April, 52 

Augspur at the Boat-race, 57 

99 in the Country, 155 

Add Nauseam, 58 

Approach of Spring (The), 73 

All-a-bam-ah! 101 

At it Again, 118 

All Fours, 170 


Bas Ballads (The) :— 
No. 79.—My Dream, 15 
», 80.—Damon and Pythias, 31 
», 8l.—Bum - Boat Woman’s Story 
(The), 45 
Brown (Mrs.) on Things in General: 
Barricades (The), 11 
Divorce Court (The), 33, 41 
Cabman (The), 61, 81, 101 
State of the Serpentine (The), i121 
Clapham Junction (The), 143, 153 
Brough, William (The late), 26 
Bare Idea (The), 38 
Bald-headed Coots, Rejoice, 44 
Bézique, 63 
Bald Statement (A), 86 
Birds in Hand, 96 
Bravo, Newcastle, 103 
Butter, 115 
Black-Legged Birds (The), 128 
Bessie and Bet, 133 
Birds of a Feather, 137 
Bodega (The), 154 


Bruce (Mr.) and the Cabs, 165 | 





Cuats on the Mags, 13, 24, 32, 54, 64, 71, 
94, 104, 114, 124, 146, 156, 166 

Charitable (The), 5 

Conundrum (A), 14 

Clear the Course, 16 

Caught Tripping, 73 

Comparatively Good, 77 

Chance for ** The Great Unwashed ”’ (A), 
92 

Conventional, 96 

Cutting, 123 

Capping Verses, 123 

Cutting a Poor Figureé-o, 138 

Carl Von Bockbier, 138 

Casting up Figures, 145 

Clear and Clearing, 148 

Charles Dickens, 148 

Catchpenny, 158 

Catching a Tartar, 158 

Cares of Childhood (The), 166 


Dovus.e Acrostic, 6, 17, 25, 44, 53, 64, 65, 
76, 85, 103, 111, 116, 186, 145, 155, 158, 
168 

Double Acrostic (Answers to), 6, 17, 25, 44, 
53, 64, 65, 76, 85, 103, L11, £96, 186, 145, 
155, 158, 168 

Desirable Importation (A), 72 

De-seat-full, 117 

Derby Ditty (A), 126 

Dust, oh, 147 


EpiToriAL, 6, 16, 26, 36, 46, 56, 66, 76, 86, 
96, 106, 116, 126, 138, 148, 158, 165 

Enterprising Tradesman (The), 97 

Exhossstive, 101 

Eastern Finance, 103 

England Expects, 137 

Echo Answers, 150 





| Letter from Low Latitudes 


First Salad (The), 75 
Festival of Folly (The), 134 
Flight (A), 150 

Feast in Fancy (A), 153 


Goop News for the Navy, 15 

Gloria Mundi Fumus, 18 

Gratitude, 56 

Government Telegraph Office (The), 82 
Gleams of White, 83 

Gift of Spring (A), 94 

Gourmand’s Hope (The), 102 

Glorious Apollo, 114 


Here, There, and Everywhere, 21, 85, 
103, 145, 147, 170 

Horace in London, 38 

How Not to Do it, 66 

Handy Notion (A), 85 

Home they Brought Her Warrior Dead, 
93 

Hark, Hark, the Dogs do Bark, 116 

He who Fights, 136 


ILLumtwatTt (The), 46 
Image of Despair (The), 57 
Isthmus to Cut (An), 65 
Inn and Out, 66 

In Memory, 157 


KettLe Begins to Sing (The), 56 
Kilt Twice Over, 96 


Lapy’s Whisper, 55 

Long Shot (A), 63 

Last Pipe (Tie), 71 

(A), 106 





Law, 115 

Lanes without a Turning, 137 
Long Job (A), 137 

Light, 147 

Liquors not to be Licked, 147 
Light or Dark, 153 


Mopkgt Father (A), 34 

Man of the Time (A), 35 

My Warrior, 51 

Mily-’uns (The), 66 

My Biscuit, 75 

More Libels on the Prince of Wales, 96 
Missing Grinders, 96 

May Invitation (A), 113 

My After Dinner Cloud, 150 
Money Mark it! 166 
Monday Out, 169 


No Fear, 17 

Not Nimble Ninepence (Tie), 25 
New, 35 

No Hemp-tie Threat, 46 

Norse Legend (A), 56 

New Helmet (The), 66 
Newsvencors’ Dinner (Tie), 72 
Noise or Musie, 91 

New Cruelty (A), 111 
No-nonsense Rhyme (A), 158 


Ovrwarp Bound Again, 5 
Ode to Boz (An), 32 

On the Towpath, 52 

Optical Illusion, 65 

Old Monkeys and Young, 66 
Outlaw’s Love (The), 71 
Ode to May (An), 96 

Order of the Bath (The), 116 
Our Sebool, 117 













































Our Correct Tip Typical, 138 
One Good Turn Deserves Another, 148 


Our Clerks, 149 






























Proud Damosel (The), 16 
Poet’s Dream of Spring (A>, 21 
Poet and Publisher, 34 

Piece of Cabinet Work (A), 36 
Prompter’s Box (The), 37 
Pretty Show (A), 74 

Prowse, William Jeffery, 76 
Pegasus Pounded, 91 

Parlez vous Francais, 95 


(The), 103 
Police, 103 
Pickings from the Press, 115 
Patience Lost, 125 
Past Mending, 147 


Quicx Mareh, 144 
« Quote Correctly, Please, 168 


Ruyuez and Reason, 16 

Right Man in the Right Place (The), 72 
Raw Material, 78 

Royal Literary Fund, 113 

Rales for the Road, 125 


148 
Reason of it, (The), 169 
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Sporting (Want of ) Intelligence, 73 

Stowe, Mrs, again, 73 

Swallows (The), 74 

Sporting Notes and Anticipations, 83, 91, 
97, 118, 122, 128, 144, 

Singing Prati (A), 86 

Serve him Right, 92 

Sour Plum (A), 95 

Spring’s Delights, 98 

Seasonable Rhymes, 102 





































Tuaxiwe over New Leaves, 14, 17, 43, 
58, 62, 77, 97, 123, 135, 165 
Types of the Thoroughfares : 
No. 7.—Piceadilly, 12 
6.—Whitechapel, 22 


» 9%.—Poultry (The), 42 
10. —Wigmore-street, 95 


», 11.—Regent-strest, 112 
Thady Delanyon Things in Particklar, 
23, 51, 98, 133, 163 
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Proof of the Padding is in the Eating 


Real History of Anthony Rowley (The), 
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Ladies! Ladies! 8 

May it Please your Lordships, 151 
Pleasant Reception (A), 19 

Rival Strains (The), 88 

Rubbing its Gums, 119 

Site we Ought Not to See (A), 28 


Truth in Absence, 98 

To a Jilt, 104 

Thoughts in a Cab, 111 
Tall, 121 

Tardy Tribute (A), 145 
To Young Hopeful, 158 
To a Country Cousin, 169 










Sword of Justice and Mercy (The), 
Ticklish Team (A), 108 

Thrown Out, 130 

Virtuous Indignation, 39 

Which are the Cads? 140 


VacrtiatTine Vaticination (A), 25 


Wa xine in the Zoo, 16 

What's on the Walls, 21, 63, 102 
What's o’Clock, 62 

Word to the Wise (A), 62 

Wrong Box (The), 75 

Winged Words, 81 

Wanted, 86 

Woman's Logic, 86 

Walking in the Zoo, 92 

Word with the Ladies (A), 98 
Watery, 118 

Who'd be a Butterfly, 123 

What do you think of th’hat? 137 
Woman’s Rights, 147 

* Which Accounts for the Milk,” 165 
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Artistic Eye (The), 146 


Bas Ballads (The), 
No. 79.—My Dream, 15 
9,3 80.—Damon and Pythias, 31 
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(The), 45 

Whom ? 165 Biting Sarcasm, 75 
Bottled, 144 

Youanvr, 77 Bettyng on ye Derbye, 122 


Binks! your Wife’s Looking, 135 
Behind the Scenes, 136 
Bodega (The), 154 
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Small Birds v. Small Sportsmen, 79 


48 


Story 


CARTOONS. Roudeau, 167 
Ar Sea, 171 
Dogberry Drill, 160 Conscientious Cabby (The), 58 
Easter Egg (The), 59 Cry is still ‘They Come” (The), 85 
Easter Holidays; or, Revels for the | Charles Dickens’s Legacy to England, 
Vacation, 68 157 ‘ 
John Bull as Lord Dundreary, 99 Curious Fact in Philology, 166 
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Thinking Aloud, 55 
Toute Autre Shoes, 118 
Trapped at Last, 168 


Was an Archer (A), 84 
Walking in the Zoo, 92 
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Dis-GREASE*FUL, 14 

Design for Cartoon for the Houses of 
Parliament, 38 

Desirable Change (A), 65 

Don’t go, Ma’am, 126 | 

Distance doesn’t alway lend, &c., 170 














ExTraAORDINARY Instance of Instinct in | 
a Cat, 24 

Easter Decorations, 64 

Etiquette, 104 



















Festiva of Folly (The), 134 










GovERNMENT Telegraph Office (The), 82 








Harp on the Major, 62 
Hard on the Captain, 103 
Highly Absurd, 115 
Hard, 150 

















I Covtp a Tale Unfold, 18 

Indiscriminate Alms-giving, 102 

Implied or Expressed, 124 

Illustrations of an Artist’s Vocabulary, 
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Lesson of his Life (The), 44 
Liberality, 74 

















Mean Time, 94 
Marrying Family (A), 137 

























Nor Much of a Catch, 54 
Newsvendors’ Dinner (The), 72 










On the Towpath, 52 
Ordinary Remark (An), 103 
Our School, 117 

Our Derby Favourite, 125 
Our Derby Hieroglyphic, 127 
Our Clerks, 149 













QuirTs above Him, 13 
Quite Clear, 32 






Recent North Easters (The), 78 
Rough with the Smooth (The), 98 
Right About, 147 

Rouge et Noir, 167 







Sweerine Charge (A), 25 

Sporting Prospects, 34 

Saving (A), 63 

Sporting Notes and Anticipations, 122, 
144 

Seraphina, 163 

St. Ramsgate by the Sea, 164 
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9.—Poultry (The), 42 
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Thieves ! Murder, 35 
Ties Pay, 43 
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- OR oh,—for oh, the hobbyhorse 
ig forgot!” said an ancient 
ballad. Nothing of the kind, 
that two-legged quadruped is as im- 
mortal as Pegasus. So long as thereis 
a man leftalive, he will have a hobby 
and ride it; for—as an Irish friend 
suggests—the amusement of the rest 
of them. 


Now certain folk, beside the writer of 
that old ballad, will at times, set-up 
the same doleful strain. They will tell 
us that there is no merriment at Christ- 
mas. This sort of people, taking offence 
at the fact that ‘‘’twas merry in the 
hall when the beards wagged all,” set 
their faces against—no! set the razor 
against the faces of others. But shay- 
ing the beards did not stop the 
waggery; and in time mankind re- 
volted, and were emancipated by an 
Act of the Human Parliament, known 
as the Beard and Moustache Movement, 
so that the beards wag still. 

Now it has been said, that he is a 
benefactor of his race who bids two 
blades of grass wave where one waved 
before. How much more is he to be 
esteemed who sets an innumerable 
growth on the human chin a-wagging ! 
I’fackins !—to use a phrase suggested 
by the medizyal style of our artist— 
there shall be cakes and ale, and lots 
of Fun withal! And we will make 
Christmas merry moreover, if it be only 
by laughing—and by making laugh— 
till sides ache, at the so-called miseries 
of the season. And when we have 
done our laughing at our own worries, 
ale aa we'll try and make others laugh—laugh 
TORR ER ECE ECEOCIUOOIEINISEESIELEEEEES «6 at the notion, as poor people will, ofa 
a tat Ml mi good dinner and work to come. More aoe po = Se ee eT 

Ten ee TAT) «yet! We will make thoso who gird at [aise pare ymerstesre tan iagr aati = 
kindliness, and sneer at charity, laugh 
too. Aye, marry! (It’s that artist still) we will make rogues laugh—and wrong-doers laugh—and oppressors—and 


they shall all laugh—on the wrong sides of their mouths. 
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That's to make Christmas merry, and to cnsure a Happy New Year. 
Laugh and grow fat! And to grow fat is a virtue, as that solemn annual celebration of the Cattle Show proves. If to grow 


fat by laughter be not right, why does the British farmer tickle the prize ox with a straw? At least he used todo so. Nowa- 
days he uses oil-cake instead of straw. Why do harvests laugh, or landscapes smile, if it be not a wholesome exercise 
enjoined by nature?’ What nation, we pray you, holds the widest sway over the whole world? The British nation, say 
you, whose drum-beat goes round the earth with the sun, Notso! The nation that rules all other nations is Cachin- 
nation, 

And here be proofs moreover! Go to Grinlard the frozen—or to Cape Grinnez, or to Funchal, or where you please; you 
shall find one volume universally welcomed. But if you don’t care to go so far, look around you at home. You shall see 


Wisdom relaxing its solemn brow over the pages of that work. Hard:handed labour, resting from its toil, enjoys a lung- | 


expanding guffaw over them. Wealth stimulates its faded appetite, and Poyerty allays its cravings with the same relish. 


Age chuckles over it. Youth chuckles over it. 
Look yonder, where Loyeliness bends over a book witha merry smile. What book is it? The Book of Beauty to be sure—the 


only Book of Beauty for this Year of Grace Eighteen hundred and seventy, just now departing—and for the Year of Graco 
Eighteen hundred and seyenty one now waiting at the door. That Book of Beauty is 


Che Twelfth Volume of the Hee Series of Fun, 
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THE REASON OF IT. 


Do you ask me the cause of my firmly declining 
To join in the revel, the dance, or the song ? 
Do you ask why I’m seldom or never seen dining 
At boards where the world’s giddy votaries throng ? 
Would you learn how the garment I formerly cherished— 
Which takes from the swallow the form of its tail— 
Hath survived while its bloom and its brightness have perished 
From hanging so painfully long on a nail ? 
I will tell you the reason ; it forcibly strikes me 
That nobody loves me, if anyone likes me. 


There are times in our life when this earthly Sahara 
Receives the salute of the deadly Simoom ; 
When the harp that was long ago tuneful in Tara 
Reverberates only in echoes of gloom. 
I have known such a time—when my idols were shattered, 
When Friendship and Love spread their wings to depart ; 
When Despair (arm-in-arm with Misanthropy) battered 
Remarkably hard at the door of my heart. 
I will tell you the reason ; it forcibly strikes me 
That nobody loves me, if anyone likes me. 


Woe is me that I opened this heart at their summons, 
Instead of remorselessly barring its door ; 
Many lodgers I’ve had, but a pair of such rum’uns 
{ never—no, never— encountered before. 
When the worm shall abscond from the depths of his apple, 
The earwig abandon the folds of his rose, 
Shall my destiny grant me the courage to grapple 
For life or for death with my tenants and foes. 
I will tell you the reason; it forcibly strikes me 
That nobody loves me, if anyone likes me. 


?T was my hope to have died with my secret unwritten— 
This badge of my sorrow, this mark of my shame: 
But it gnaws like the fox which appears to have bitten 
That gallant young Spartan (I don’t know his name). 
Let the frivolous jeer at my bitter confession ; 
A nature like mine how can they understand ? 
I will put the whole world, if I can, in possession 
Of all that I know on the question in hand. 
So I tell you the reason ; it forcibly strikes me 
That nobody loves me, if anyone likes me. 
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A Dreadful Profession. 


Sure xy if baby-farming advertisements are to be excluded from the 
columns of our papers, the following should not have been admitted :— 
ROFESSIONAL Widower, 42, fair means, family six, all in boarding schools 


Desires to Communicate with well brought-up and educated, Christian 
straightforward, charitable, and affectionate Lady, 27 to 36, moderate means 
| Matrimonial view; none need reply fearing sending name, real address, carte de 

visite, and highest references, being an honourable, strictly bona fide transact’ on.— 

Address Veritas, &c. 

A “professional widower!’’ When does a widower cease to be an 
| amateur? One homicide, we are told, makes a murderer—a thousand 
|make a hero! How many “dear departeds’’ are required toqualify a 
| “professional” widower? We should think the “matrimonial view, 
| with a cemetery in the middle distance, thus offered to ladies *‘ f:om 

27 to 36’ would be anything but tempting; and the allusion to a 

carte de visite would be suggestive of a hearse. 





A L’oven Swain. 


Tuis is from a foreign paper :— 

I am young, handsome, well made, fascinating in manners, sweet disposition, 
not unlearned, descended from a noble family ; have a nice little country property 
near Vienna. I desire a wife. Send photographs, which must show beauty; and 
she must be rich and cultivated, but must not object to my being, as I am, a baker. 
The only objection any sensible girl would have to his being a baker 
would be that his description of his charms might not be altogether tu 
| be depended on, as he is an old hand at “ drawing a batch’’-elor :— 
| for instance his “descent from a noble family” might merely be 
fancy-bred. 








| A Strange Relation. 


Tue following story is a credit to human nature !— 


A Welsh relieving officer had occasion last week to examine the effects of a pauper, 
| an old woman named Ann Lloyd, who had been in receipt of parochial relief for 
| years, and was considered very poor. At the bottom of an old box he was surprised 
to find £345 in gold, a cheque book, and three good silk dresses. Since this 

| discovery many persons have come forward and claimed to be her relatives. 
Generous creatures! In spite of her antecedents they constitute 
themselves relatives. Their disinterested affection is like “the fined 
gold ’’—or gold-find. Still we think such affinity a fishy tic! 


Wuen is a shoe like stays? When it’s a busk-in. 
WueEw are stays like snobs? When they're a coarse-set 
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and their Liberal Friends have quarrelled prettily 


T HE Mi 
“I over the Education Bill! It is not impossible that they may so 
eo) bewrangle it that the poor creatures for whose benefit the 


measure was — may have to wait —if not whistle for it. 

The position reminds us of that wicked in Sreanr’s Tristram 
Siaedy, where Dr. Slop and ‘Susannah fall’ < out, and the luckless 
Tristram goes unten though both desire to relieve his suf- 
ferings :— 

= - throwing t lasm im her face. “ Yes, it is,’’ cried 
Ss ak st compliant fach ehat was left in the pan. 
Then our readers—or those of them who have read that naughty 
clever novel—will remember that Dr. Slop and Susannah having 
“ filed eross-hills against cach other” had to try a new treatment. We 
fear there has been in the Commons, as at Mr. Shandy’s house, too 
much “splenetic cordiality ” in the parties assisting each other. But 
the Liberal party has certainly taken the first step, by trying to force 
its cataplasm of amendments down Mr. Forsren’s throat. 


Wuen it costs us so much to catch a recruit and make a soldier of 
him, we have a right to complain—on economical grounds — to 
omit all question of humanity—that officers are so careless of the 
manufactured article. The 9th and 94th Regiments have recently 
been marched, from Warley and Woolwich respectively, to Aldershot 
in so extravagant and wasteful a manner as to absolutely throw away 
the cost of several expensive machines of the soldier class, a sergeant 
even, in eme instance, having been thus recklessly expended. 

It would be absurd to appeal to Departments on any other plea than 
this. To say that brave men have been needlessly tortured and 
cruelly killed would be sentiment or “ gush” quite thrown away on 
the heads of offices. At the same time we would suggest to the Peace 
Society, that it should indict the military authorities for homicide, 
instead of wasting its money on penting and distributing all the 
nonsense talked by its members. This would be a practical benefit. 





The Force of Ridicule. 


We are smitten with remorse! We never thought when we 
called on the authorities to visit the shortcomings of the Metropolitan 
police with well-merited punishment, they would take such a very 
severe step as they have done in inflicting the new helmet on the force. 
The suffering the poor fellows will undergo in the form of chaff directed 
by our street “ Youth at the helm” will be something terrible to 
contemplate, for it is easy for every one—except the policeman—to 


take it off. We trust on mature reflection it will be seen that the 
infliction of this head-gear will only aggravate the evil it is intended 
liceman is 
never to be seen when he is wanted,” but now they will understand 


to remedy. People have hitherto complained that “a 


and sympathise with his reasons for keeping out of sight. 


‘* Works ’”’ of Supererogation. 
Everrsopy has been complaining, ever since his a 


of “cultivation” was evidenced by his mistaking market- 


office, to which Mr. Giapstone in the interests of his 


readiness with which Mr. Ayrton lent himself to that neat little job 
falsely described as the South Kensi 
proof that his right post would be that of Coiz-onial Secretary. 


Sex of one, Half-a-dozen of the other. 


The other night a gentleman at a public meeting ventured to say that w : 
proper sphere of duty was her home, which was met by the reply we coin aer: 
‘if women had hitherto taken care of the babies at home, it was ‘the men’s tarn 


now.”— Vide Papers. [ 
Nurses until now of wives > 
Man, despotic and perverse, made. 
If this Woman's Movement thrives, 
Man in turn will be the nurse-maid ! ~< 





Cuicxen Hazarp :—Counting them before they're hatched. 


FUN. 


intment, of the 
unfitness of Mk. Ayrton for the post he occupies; and really the care of 
our parks and buildings ought not to be intrusted to a person whose want 
eners for 
architects. However he has recently shown a special aptitude for one 
. GL vernment as 
well as of the public will do well to transfer him without delay. The 


n Improvement Bill, is a clear 
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THE MAIDEN’S SONG. 


I str at my lattice, and watch the moon, 
And hope that my ove will be with me soon. 
1 listen —listen, 
And teardrops glisten 
Because I can’t hear those footsteps of his’n! 


I wait for own one—I wait and sigh— 
For no sound has revealed my love is nigh! 
I hearken —hearken, 
While all things darken, 
Nor can I the sound of his coming afar ken! 


But hush! What sound o’er my senses steals— 
I hear his velocipede’s clatteriag wheels 

Cold as an icicle, 

Pale Luna’s high sickle 
Shows me my love bounding hither on bicycle,* 





A REMONSTRANCE. 


Tueae are certain subjects, which, Fun considers, are sacred from 
attack im the columms of comic journals; and, acting upon that 
conviction, he never jests about questions of faith—and he never strikes 
a woman! 

He has therefore earned the right to express his disgust 
at finding in the columns of a contemporary a cruel and utterly 


| unjustifiable onslaught upon the characters of defenceless women, who 


cannot reply to the unmanly slander. Mr. Gotpwin Sirsa was not 
prevented by the breadth of the Atlantic from hurling “ liar and 
coward’’ in the teeth of the writer by whom he deemed himself 
libelled. Though only the width of a marble counter divides these 
ladies from their traducer, they may not answer him as he deserves. 
<= Fouw can only repeat that he is disgusted to find a Hornet behaving 
itself so much like a Blow-fly. 


Scotch Spirit. 


WE learn from a Scotch paper that :— 

In a case of declarator of marriage, before the Court of Session, Pdlinburgh, on 
Friday, one of the witnesses admitted that defendant and himself had drank * 32 
bottles of whiskey between them in the course of 10 days.” 

We don’t know whether the question about the marriage was ane of 
incompatibility of temper ; but there was cleady no want of 
congeniality of spirits. 





Them’s my Scent —— 


Mr. Disrsz11’s last novel—though in bad odour in some quarters— 
smells sweet, like the actions of the just, in others :— 

*‘ Lothair”’ has been registered as the name of a new perfume by Mes:rs. Picsse 
and Lubin. 
Why doesn’t somebody else secure a copyright in Cori-Sand Soap ? 


Champagne-ful Disclosure. 


Wuat will teetotal naturalists say to this ?— 

A fish has been landed at Portsmouth with a whole champagne bottle in his 
stomach. 
Talk about a man’s drinking like a fish! The most confirmed toper 
never tries to swallow the bottle as well as the liquor. We wonder 
what the brand was :—F ishing Rop-EReEr ? 


A Wretch. 
_ A Brutz of a bachelor on being informed that “ marriages are made 
in heaven” said he wished that a prohibitive duty had prevented 
their export from the place of their manufacture. 





A Safe Conclusion. 


WHEN you see a matrimonial-advertiser seeking a lady with tolerable 
means you may set him down as one of the intolerably means. 


Tue game of Speculation :—“ Beggar my neighbour.” 
7 EASING Prospect.—To working men who are well to do—Join a 


’ i y Society ! 





“ * Some very lik’ll 
y Pronounce it bicycle ; 
While others will stickle 
To have it bicycle. 
I who don’t care about critical gossip, ed- 
Uce, as a substitute for it, velocipede. 
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MONDAY OUT. 


No. II. 
3y Our SpecraL SIGHTSEER. 


Ir my memory serves me rightly, which it very rarely does now- 
a-days, I left off on the platform of Stepney-station, waiting the 
arrival of the train of terrible swiftness which was to convey me to the 
pyrotechnic display at the North Woolwich Gardens. Having been 
informed at what future hour or thereabouts (but certainly not before) 
the engine might be expected to put in an appearance, I tried to 
appease the remonstrances of an empty stomach by the thought that 
had I but caught the preceding conveyance I might by this time have 
been seated at the convivial board, listening to the sparkling wit of 
the lining gentlemen, before whose coruscations the most effervescent 
of vintages retires into a stilled and astonished repose. At least that 
is the only reason I can ascribe for the wine so often becoming fiat at 
the press table. No, sir, my taste does not become vitiated, nor docs 
that agreeable beverage which requires no bush ever lose its flavour in 
the mouth of the S. S., and base would be the slave who said that your 
solemnly table tative was ever seen more than flushed. 
Flushed, sir, I admit to having been on one or two occasions, but that 
was simply owing to the heat of the weather and a naturally healthy 
and full-blooded constitution. I console myself, however, under these 
aspersions with the knowledge that the great have ever been the objects 
of envious and malicious attacks from the paltry and the pitiful. I 
don’t know that anybody has said anything, but I merely throw out 
these hints so as tonip the tongue of slander inthe bud. Also, I don’t 
know, by the way, that the tongue of slander has anything of the kind ; 
but metaphorical, satirical, and hyperbolical allusions are fast becoming 
my forte: in fact, they are rapidly getting the — hand of me, and, 
therefore, I must beg that you will admire the uties and pardon 
the errors of my style. I dare say you think it is high time I was on 
my way to North Woolwich ; and so did I when I had committed the 
last of my reflections to immortality in my notebook ; but still I waited 
for the train, and still the train arrived not. 
specified by the porter had long passed, a something was seen crawling 
along at the extreme edge of the place assigned to perambulating pas- 
sengers. At first it appeared like a gigantic species of snail, and being 
an enthusiastic naturalist I rushed towards it, but found it was nothing 
but an exhausted engine slowly dragging its weary length of carriages 
to rest beside the platform. Now, thought I, is my time, and was 
about to seat myself when the guard shouted out, 


“ Bow-wow, chow-dow, ram-fow, da-a-a-h.”’ 


The extensive knowledge of the means of communication adopted by 
the savage races, which I obtained during my seven years’ residence 
with the True and Aboriginal Troupe of South American Digger 
Indians in their native wilds of Tipperary, stood me in good stead now. 
I alone knew what the excited shouter meant, and instead of being 
whirled along at a fearful pace through Essex marshes, where I had 
no desire to put in an appearance, I again seated myself, and waited 
until the invigorated iron chimney took up the running once more. 
As some lengthy period had now elapsed since the North Woolwich 
train from London was due, I was not much surprised to see it put in 
an appearance soon after the other had departed. Had it not been 
for the trusty chronographeter I carry in my bosom—that is, by means 
of my waistcoat pocket—I could have sworn that many hours had 
elapsed from the period of leaving Stepney by the time the terminus 
(for this line, happily, goes no further) was reached. But I was 
wrong, not much more than double the fair time had been taken, and, 
therefore, there was, as a gentleman informed me, nothing at all to 
complain about. Departing so soon as the ticket collector would allow 
me, I made my way over to the scene of pyrotechny and Copia. and 
was soon guided to the awful spot by the friendly rockets which ever 
and anon excited the admiration and acclamation of as Boeotian a band 
as it has ever been my lot to encounter. Perhaps you think I 


"am going to enter into an elaborate description of the fireworks, about 


the extraordinary Bay of Naples, and the awful Vesuvius which at 
stated intervals belched forth red fire and smoke, about the Brobding- 
nagian Catherine wheels, and the madness-making maroons. 
I'm not. No. 
hear the delighted shouts of the lucky spectators of what I have since 
been informed was a really magnificent display, I saw nothing, 


breathed nothing, but a dense smoke, from the effects of which I have | 


not yet recovered. But all things come to an end, and so did the fire- 
works, and availing myself of a gap in the crowd I made the best of 
my way to the railway station, and after innumerable difficulties 
reached London. Sir, I could, if I liked, harrow up your quills like a 
fretful porcupine, about the return journey, but your space and my 
valuable time will not allow of any more at present, beyond the state- 
ment that devastation of a previously unknown character was com- 
mitted upon my domestic commissariat a short time after a speedy 
hansom had deposited me at that bulwark of British independence and 


liberty—my own street door. 


But | 
I chose an unfortunate position, and though I could | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 174. 


Now at length the season comes 

lor peaches, apricots, and plums; 

For nectarines and ruddy cherries, 

For the straw- rasp- and goose- in berries. 
Meantime in sunny fields, behold 

The wheat, that waves its s of gold, 
The bearded barley, trembling oat, 

And all the grain Mark-lane can quote. 


1. “‘ My lud,” he cried, and twitching 
His gown, in words bewitching, 
In language styled this, 
He soon, I wis, 
Was a tale to the jury pitching. 


2. Cut it thin, and fry it well, 
Till it crispness to the grate owes ; 
And it is, so West folks tell, 
Excellent with browned potatoes. 


3. A shield is a defensive weapon 
Because its owner hides behind it. 
But this sharp point, if you should step an, 
A most offensive thing you'd find it. 


4. ’Neath her arched foot the streamlet flows unchecked— 
Thus her pure Arab blood you clearly may detect. 


5. “Cui flavam,” 
Asked Horace, “‘ Ma’am, 
Religas 

‘our locks, fair lass?” 


SotuTion or Acrostic No. 172.—Heat, Rain : Hoster, Ephemera, 


| Asti, ‘Tan. 
At last, after the hour | ne 


Correct Sonvurion or Acrostic No. 172 nEecxivep June 29th.—Piggy Gingir ; 
Timothy and Co.; Datehet ; Biddy; Ruby’s Ghost. 
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Celtic. 


Lrxe all scientific progress Salmon-culture—or keltivation— reveals 
facts that throw doubt upon matters that have been accepted without 
question for years. For instance Mr. Franx Buckianp has more 
than once described an unmistakeable Kelt as a perfect Pict-ure. 
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PIPING TIMES. 
‘The Band of the Scots Fusilier Guards is erngived for the occasion, 
accompanied by the celebrated BaG-rirzs of the Negiment, who will 


appear in full Highland Costume.” — Advertisement of a Recent Flower 
Show. 
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Sybil (more in sorrow than in anger) :—‘ Merton, I reeL I must sPEAK To you. 
—YOU 8IT THERE SEEMINGLY UNCONSCIOUS OF MY PRESENCE, 
Merton (gasping) :—‘* You NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY \GIRL, TO DOUBT YOUR OWN MERTIE. 
WiEKS THE GLASS HAS BEEN AT 130 IN THE SHADE.” 
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DITTO TO MR. BURKE. 


I reg no longer as I felt 


When love and beauty forged me fetters ; 


No hearts I struggle now to melt 


With murmured vows or crazy letters. 


No more from Miss to Miss I stray, 
Delighted as a bee in clover : 

My flowing locks are growing gray, 
My days of chivalry are over. 


The softer sex has fallen low 

(Full cent. per cent.) in my opinion, 
Since Cupid held me long ago 

A captive in his wide dominion. 
I'm something of a fogey now, 

And very little of a rover; 
I've certain lines upon my brow— 

My days of chivalry are over. 


Time was when I possessed a tongue 
All eloquence to plead my 10N ; 

I whispered, wheedled, sighed and sung, 
In proper idiotic fashion. 

I now and then suggested flight— 
A trip to Gretna Green or Dover 

Which now seems anything but right— 
My days of chivalry are over. 


My heart is very much the worse 

For all its wearing and its tearing 
As empty as a poet's purse 

Of anything that’s worth the sharing. 
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TELL ME—OH, TELL ME!—DO YOU REGRET OUR ENGAGEMENT? Or, 
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THE WARMTH OF AFFECTION. 


You ARE GROWING COLD—YOU NEVER SAY A WORD 





But DO REMEMBER THAT FOR THE LAST THREE 








Whatever lady finds the key 

May try the lock by right of trover : 
The thing's of little use to me— 

My days of chivalry are over. 





Barber-ous English. 
Tue following passage occurs in a leader in the London Figaro :— 


Mr. Fowler is confirmed in his assertions by the evidence given before a House of 
Commons committee, last year, by Inspector Smith, Mr. Acton, Mr. Skey, Surgeon 
Wy att, ( (of the Coldstreams), and othereminent medical men. The latter gentleman 
says, &c. 

The latter of four? Then which is the last of the two? The writer 
allows himself a latter-tude not permitted by grammar. 


Humbug. 


Tue latest adulteration swindle is this :— 


A New York paper says that not one pound in ten of the honey sold in that city 
ever knew a bee. 


Well then what is the honey made of ? We confess ourselves honey- 
ble to speak with any certainty ; but if there are no bees concerned 
there must be some “humming” about the manufacture. The 
swindlers who sell the sham should be hive-ily—we should say, 
heavily—fined. 


The Reason is the Want of Reason. 
We learn from a contemporary that :— 


Of 50,600 idiots and imbeciles in the United Kingdom, it ie estimated that 13,0<0 
live in the seven counties of Lancashire, Cheshire, Cumberland, Durham, 
Northumberland, Westmoreland, and Yorkshire. 


That accounts for the number of self-styled “‘ poets” who hail from 
those parts ! 





[Jtry 9, 1870. 
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A SHINDY AFTER 


Or, Education and Altercation. 


Mr. F*nrst*r. 


Dr. Slop ., Tue Linerar Parry. | Susannah .,, | With an apelogy to CRUICKSHANK. 
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Jury 9, 1870.) 


Wrs, Brown an Things in Genesal, | 
Seni can 


MRS. BROWN’S INTERFERENCE. 


WAS that tired with our ’ouse in South Lambeth, and Brown 
was always a-growlin’ over the gardin, as he said cost more 


Ia 
fe 
money than it was worth. So I says, ‘ Let the place,” as he 


{ q * 
ol 
ey) 
were agreeable to, and we put up a bill. | 

Lots of people come to look at it, but I shan’t never forget one party 
as vive ’erself hawful hairs through bein’ helderly, yet dressed the gal 
all over, kep’ a-sayin’ as the bed roonis was stuffy and wanted stables. | 
l saye, “If you wants stables there’s a ‘ouse oppersite as'll suit you 
down to the ground as the sayin’ is;’’ but, I says, ‘I wouldn't take it 
through knowin’ as the drainsis queer, and no water laidon.’”’ “ Oh,” 
she says, ‘Of course you'll run it down through wantin’ to let your 
own,” and out she walks. I says, “I don’t want to let mine to sich 
as you; but,’ I says, “if you takes that ’ouse you'll repent it,” and I 
shets the door sharp, and watched ’er go over and look at the ’ouse as 
she went over, and the next day the bill were down. So, I says, 
‘* She’s took it, and I wishes ’er joy on it.” 

I don’t think as it were more than a fertnight arter as they begun 
tomove in, and I says to Brown, ‘I’m sure that ’ouse must require 
more a-doin’ to it than they ’ave ‘ad time for.” So he says, “‘ That's 
their business,”’ quite short. 

I do think if 1 was to live to be as old as Jerusalem, I never shall 





punished,” 
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Out come the mother, as were as great a cripple as the | 
father pretty nigh, and they led the old feller in and banged the door 
slap in my face a-sayin’ as they'd send the police arter me. 

I was that d@umb-founded I couldn’t speak, and did feel ’urt when 
the baker’s man says to me, “ You certainly did ketoh ‘im a wicious 
kick as ever I gee.” But he says, “I suppose you owed ’im a 
grudge.”’ I says, “ Me owe ’im a grudge, why, I never set eyes on ’im 
afore, and only did it out of kindness.”’ . ; 

Well, that baker give a whistle and walks away, so I went ‘ome 
a-resolvin’ never for to interfere in other people's affairs never no more ; 
but when, the werrg next day, I sce that fust floor in a blaze, I thought 
as it was my duty for to aet as I did, never dreamin’ ‘ow it would 
turn out. 

As I was a-sayin’, I'd sent for a cab and drove off jest as the gal 
come in a-sayin’ as they wouldn't answer the bell, amd I'd got into the 
next street and says to the cabman through the front winder as I let 
down, “ Look sharp,” through bein’ late, when I meets—a-turnin’ th: 
corner—a fire-ingin’ a-comin’ full pelt, as run agin’ the back wheel of 
the cab and give it that shock as werry nigh shook the teeth out of my 
‘ead and brought my front clean off, through the spring a-breakin’ 
with the jolt, as knocked my ’ead agin’ the top of the cab and then 
come down agin’ with a tremenjous flop. I was a-thinkin’ as I 
wouldn’t go back, but keep my bonit down, and set myself to rights 


| when I got to Mrs. PEARson’s, and says to the cabman through that 


| 


forget the insults as I got from them perties, and all through bein’ | 


civii, as nothink won’t never induce me to be agin to nobody as is 
unbeknown, though they may ’old th: ir ’eads ever so high; and to 
lock at that woman's gown a-trailin’ through the mud. you'd think 


she was queens and princesses, with ’er hairs and ’aughty ways, but | 


they was a lowlived lot I see very soon, with all their dressin’ arter | 


they come in, not as I watched their goods; though I must say the 
way as their things was dashed down off that wan did make me feel 


foe to be done by as I do; and when I see the second day as they was 
moved in sich a blaze in the front first floor that same arternoon, I 
naturally thought as some one ’ad been and fell asleep, though broad 
daylight, through bein’ that fatigued as movin’ is back-breakin’ work 
all the world over. So I says to the gal, ‘‘ Just you run over, and ring 
at the bell, and tell ’em the place is in a blaze.” 

I didn’t think no morc about it, and went to dress r yself. She | 
like a young stupid, as I ’eard arterwards, runs out without ’er bonnet, | 
«xd pulls at that bell all of a ’urry, enough for to wake the dead ; and | 


' 


winder as no ‘arm wasn't done; and I says, “ Do look alive,’’ when I 
‘eard a shoutin’ and ’ollerin’ behind the cab, and stops. 

I says, ‘* What are you a-stoppin’ for? Do get cn;’’ and just then 
a perliceman, out of breath, and some boys come a-runnin’ up to the 
cab, and says the perliceman, ‘* You come back.” I says, “I shan't: 
Isay I'mina’urry.” Le says, “ You must. What do you mean by 
playin’ such tricks?’’ I says, “ What tricks?” ‘“ Why,” he says, 
‘“‘a-sendin’ of a fire-ingin’ to a neighbour's house for a lark.” I says, 
“Me send a fire-ingin’, I never did, though a fire-ingin’s been sent 


ao ; ce’ | agin’ me, and pretty nigh knocked the breath out of my body.” 
for them, as takes a pride in my own furniture and would always Like | 6 Rg p : 


Jest then up come a party, all of a fluster, with the fireman, and 
says, “ Bring ’er back; she done it, as I've lots of witnesses as'll swear 
to it.” I says, “ Done what?’ ‘ Why,” he says, “spread a report 


| as my ’ouse was a fire, all for spite through me ‘not a-takin’ yourn.”’ 


| I says, ** Your fust floor was a-blazin’,”’ 


tells two boys as it were fire; they runs off like mad up the street, and | 


tells the milkman as te!ls the perlice, as tells them boys to run quick 
to the engine-’ouse and let ’em know. 

I was jest a-goin’ out myself, and ’ad sent fora cab as was waitin’ 
at the door, through it kein’ a christenin’, as I were a-gcin’ to young | 
Pganson’s fust as ’ad married Matitpa Sparkes, and ’ad put it off til 
she was about again, and then ’ad to wait six weeks more through ‘er | 
mother a-sprainin’ ’er ancle, as will go lame to the grave in my | 
opinion, through a-treadin’ on a bit of orange peel, as is a dangerous | 
‘abit for to throw on the pavement, as I’m sure it’s work for anyone to 
foller it up and kick it into the road, as made me ’ave a nasty fall once 
myself, and got me into nice trouble through a-walkin’ along by 
South Lambeth one arternoon, where the path is raised up above the 
road, and see a bit of orange peel a-layin’ near the hedge as might 
throw any one down and praps pitch in the road, and the butcher's 
cart as always drives wiolent over you in a jiffey. 

I see a old party a-comin’ along, ’obblin with two sticks, and I 
thinks to myself if he treads on that bit of orange peel it'll be a 
reg’ lar floorer for ’im: so I ’urries forward just as he were upon it 
and kicks it away—leastways was going to—when my foot kicked one 
of ’is sticks, and sent it a-flyin into the road, and away he went 
a-sprawliu’ with his ’ead a-’angin’ over the hedge of the kerb stone. 
Get ’im up I couldn’t though I did pull away at the back of ’is coat, 
and ’im a-’ol'erin’ like mad, *‘’Elp,’’ ‘* Murder.”’ 

It's lucky as a baker come by just at that moment, for he was 
a-slippin’ away from me and a-goin’ to pitch ’eadforemost into the road, 
that purple in the face, and a-gugglin’ and spittin’ through ’avin’ of 
‘is ead ’angin’ down so long. Me and the baker’s man set ’im up 
agin the railin’s of a ’ouse, and if he didn’t take and call me all the 
old murderesses as ever he could lay ’is tongue to. ‘ Why,” I says, 
‘‘T did it for your good,” and if he didn’t say summit about good as 
made me shudder. 

I got the baker’s man for to go and pick up’is stick, and he says, 
“’Eip me ‘ome, @s is only ’arf-a-dozen doors down,’’ as we did 
accordin’, im a-groanin’ fearful. 

When we got to’is door out come a party with ’er ‘air in curl 
papers, and that old chap says, ‘Oh, Exiza, Im done for—this old 
woman’s been and killed me.” 

Law, to’ear’er shrick and ’oller, “‘ Mother, mother, ’ere’s father 
been killed by that fat old party as is always a-prowlin’ about the 
neighbourhood. Ah!” she says, “we knows you, and you shall be 


| open to the hen-emy. 





He says, “ It wasn't; and if 
it was, what is that to you?” I says, * A good deal, as ain't goin’ to 
be burnt in my bed through your wagarics, and sparks a-flyin’ with 
my white bed a-angin’ out to-day.’ He says, “I'll pay you out.” I 
says, ‘ Driveon, cab.” I says, ‘* Perliceman, if you've anythink agin’ 
me I lives No. 17, in the same road, along with this party.” So the 
perliceman said as he couldn't detain me, ° 

On I went, and got to Mrs. Pearson's too late for the christenin’, 
as I wasn’t sorry for. As wes a deal too grand for me, with the 
hinfant all silk and swansdown, as no child of mine shouldn’t never 
wear, as is apt for to get down their throats, and ’as been mistook for 
fits afore now. I'd got sich a dreadful ’eadache, and in my ’urry ‘ad 
left my cap behind me as I couldn’t ‘ave wore if I'd ecm it, for I 
couldn't leave off my bonnet through ’avin’ no ways for fastenin’ on 
my front except a-pinnin’ of it to my bonnet as I can't abear for to set 
in, so made a excuse for to get ’ome early, and found Brown ina nice 
"umour, for he’d ’eard all about the fire oppersite, and says, ‘I tell you 
what it is, MarTua, you'll get in a nice ’ole some day through inter- 
ferin’. *Pon my word, you're one of the unaccountables.” “ Well,’ 
I says, “ Mr. Brown, I won't interfere ; but,’’ I says, “ p’raps if you 
was saved from blazin’ in your bed, you wouldn't be so down on m 
for interferin’.”’ 

But, law, I little thought of the troubles as was laid up for me with 
them oppersite neighbours, as led me a life I do assure you, as made 
me long for the day as would take me out of South Lambeth. 


(To be continued.) 


Very Forced! 


A puzzle you'll discover in 
A very simple thing — 
For want oft’ of a sovereign 
A poor man’s heart's a-ching ! 


Digging up the Hatch-et. 


Tue San Francisco Board of Missions was rash enough the other 
day to call for ‘“‘active lay co-operation.’’ The News Letter at onc 
proceeded to “sit upon them.”’ They shouldn't have laid themselv:s 


Washn’t it Wrong? 

A DISREPUTABLE scamp described his deceased uncle as “a greedy 

old pig.’’ Being asked why he so spoke of him, he said ** because he 
left him nothing in his (s) will!”’ 

























































1. Approved System of being up in Time for the Boat. 
2. “* Suit your Costume to the Occasion, dear Boys.” 
3. The dear Creatures who bet gloves and talk River English. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Charles Dickens (RovttepGe anpD Sons, Broadway), by Mr. G. A. 
Sata, is, we do not hesitate to say, the worthiest biography of our dead 
worthy that is possible. So big a man as Mr. Sata, so long and so 
intimately acquainted with Dickens, might have been more than fairly 
pardoned if his own connection with the great writer had come 
naturally in some prominence in this memoir :—but all such matter is 
briefly but reverently and with feeling dismissed in the preface, and 
the story of Dickens's life is told historically with clearness and 
conciseness, yet with such pleasant parentheses as we always expect 
from Mr. Sara. (A-propos, those of us, who love THACKERAY’s 
memory, should be grateful to Mr. Sata—who knew THACKERAY as 
intimately as Dickens—for those three words at the close of the book 
— “Gentle Witt1am Tuackeray.”) We have read this necessarily 
brief memoir with deep interest, and have no hesitation in saying that 
nothing better has been written of Dickens than the following 
passage: 


He will march until not only this pin’s head, England, not only the great American 
Republic, not only the vast empire which is to be in Australia, but the extremest 
limits of a new civilized China, the furthest borders of a re-civilized Hindostan, 
shall be full of the sound of the footsteps of his fame. 

Ir is some time since we have read so fresh and original a book as 
Ginz's Baby (Stranan anv Co, Ludgate Hill). It has a very serious 
object, but it is written in a quaint style, with abundant touches of 

humour, and a considerable satirical foree. The hero of the story is the 
discarded baby of an over-familied man of the labouring class. He is 
a bone of contention for different creeds, the hobby of the sham 
philanthrepists, the victim of parochial squabbles and mismanagement, 
and finally the toy of various political parties. Alas, amid all the 
meddling and ee goes to the bad and absconds. The last 
chapter records his wing himself into the river, as his father 
had proposed to do with him on his birth. 

Mr. Warren Tuornsvry has published a very pleasant book 
A Tour through England (Hust anv Biacxztt, Great 
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SCRAPS FROM THE BARGE RACE. 


[Juty 9, 1870. 
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4. While Papa hangs on by his Nose to the Bulwarks. 
5. Missy does High Jinks on the Upper Ivck. 
6. The Winner, Dedicated to Evwix WEEDON, Esa. 








street), describing trips ‘as the crow flies” to the four points of the 
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compass, with pleasant antiquarian historic and ‘“‘all-sorts”’ chat by | 


the way. The papers are reprinted from A// the Year Round, for 
which they were written at the suggestion of the lamented CHARLEs 


Dickens, to whom the book is dedicated. The volumesare thoroughly | 


amusing, and full of quaint information. A little careful revision of 
the sheets would probably have led to the correction of one or two 
slips of the pen; but reprints are seldom looked after as they should 
be in that respect. 


THE RETIRING CONSTABLE. 


Tue Force its privilege may boast— 
Its carte blanche in cold mutton, 
The area which suits it most : 
I do not care a button: 
I'll see all the cold mutton in the realm eat, 
But I will never—never wear that helmet! 


The Force may revel nothing loth 
In all its power unshaken ; 
Before a mere civilian’s oath 
Its word may still be taken ; 
Each magnate may be ‘“ hail-fellow-well-met’”’— 
But I will never—never wear that helmet! 
No! I have but one simple course, 
And mournfully I take it. 
I must resign, and leave the Force, 
When such a Guy they make it! 
Such chaff will be from cadger and from swell met, 
That I could never—never wear that helmet! 


A Change for the Worse. 
Tug birch-rod in the school-room is intended for the goed of the 


of | lad: in after life, when he gets his whack it is too often for “the 
Marlborough- | good of the house.” 
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JULY. 
Tue Cornhill !—whereat the first thing we have to sayis, “Thank you, | 
Mr. Reape,” not only for a capital—a beautiful story, but for a strong 
earnest purpose, well worked out. But, oh, Mr. Reaper, why spoil 
that splendid character, Guy Raby, by making him talk about his | 
offspring like a cattle-breeder? The rest of the magazine is good, | 
with the exception of “Brecon Bridge,’ a very faint echo of | 
Tennyson’s “ Brook.” 
A pleasantly readable number of London Society, with one or two | 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accoms | 
: : . Jaca 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss.) 


| 

| CHATS ABOUT MAGS. Auswers to Correspondents, | 
} 

| 


Sam.—We can’t stand Sam. 

JAmM.—Can’t be squeezed in. 

DripPpinG.—Go to Greece instead of the Rhine then! _— 

CHIGNON.—We can see no possible connection between the Grecian Bend 
and the Line of Grace and Beauty. ‘ 

J. B. (Tottenham-court-road).—Rules of Rhyme, Hoaa, York-street, 





capital stories and a capital bit of verse by Mr. THornevry. 
illustrations with one or two small exceptions are very good.. 


London Society produces an excellent Holiday Number this year. 
Illustrations are of course the first consideration in such a number, 
and Mr. Watson, Mr. HentEy, Mr. Brunton, Mr. Tuck, and Mr. 
Francis WALKER supply them,—the last-named (or as Figaro would 
say “the latter’’—of five!) contributing a charming, if not d@-propes, 
‘“‘Rosalind and Celia.’”’ The literary matter is light and readable, as it 
should be under such exceptional circumstances as are implied bya Holi- 
day Number ; but we must not forget to name Mr. TuRNER’s verses with 
praise, nor “‘ Out of Harness”’ as the natural expression of the feelings 
of the animal released—with some hope of rain in consequence. 

Tinsley’s is a strong number this month, apart from the two leading 
stories. “A Recruit’s Story ” is a valuable contribution to the history 
of army-mismanagement ; and “The Big Diamond” and “ Discussion 
Forums” are capital papers. ‘“ Joshua Marvel’’ is weakly illustrated. 


Of the verse some is inferior, and the hedecasyllabics are shaky. 

In Belgravia we have an amusing Mexican story by Mr. Saua, and 
several other very readablearticles, and an interesting note abont “‘ The 
Pickwick Papers.” A picture by Mr. Proctor is the art gem of the 
number, in which a new novel by Mr. Le Fanv commences. 

The Life Boat is full of interest on account of its description (with 
a plate) of the new system of Life Boat signals. 





The| co ; 
Lhe | Covent Garden, is the book you mean. 


VENTURE —Well, if we cry to you, we shan’t try “ head.” 

A PERSISTENT Cuss.—You won't get our cuss-tom. 

A victim asks us why we won't print his ‘ poems.’ 
that we could see among his MSS. 

Srewep Ee_s.—Your application is ir-wriggler. 

V ERSIFIBR.— Quite the re-versifier, pardon us! 

Ss. W. ro ton).— The corset referred to is procurable of Mitchell and 
Co , Red Lion Court. ; 

IvANHOE (Glasgow).—Thanks for the Express. Poor fellow, the writer 
is evidently the Scotchman who has had to go back again. No doubt he 
thinks he’s indulging in sarcasm, but he’s only suffering from irritability 
caused by the national malady. 

J. S. (Dalsten).—Too grave for a jest. 

Prosy.—And too long, besides. 

A READER (Ashford) is thanked for his politeness. ' 

Declined with thanks:—E. M. M., Herts; J. J., Highbury- park ; 
Rekerer; C. A. J., Brixton; H. D. B., Hyde-park; E. 5S. G., Westbourne- 
park; Cantab; B.; N. P. S., Manchester; N. E. J., Battersea ; Sphinx, 
G., Hunts; J. M. L., Edinburgh; Robin Hood; J. N. K.; 5. W., Bed- 
ford-place; J. K. C., Liverpool; S. M.; G. E.; V. G., Bayswater, 
C. H. J., May Fair; H.; The Author of ‘‘ Bill-Bill” ; C. P. ; Plesiosaurus; 
M. J. F., Dalston; B., Leeds; The Curus €uss; Smithini; Nobody's 
Grandmother; 8. §S., Liverpool; T., Manchester; N. R., Glasgow ; 
T. F. L.; Nem. Oon.; Clara D —; P.Q. R., Paris; An invalat,; 
Toodles ; F. W. 
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There were none 
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| In ai y Ais Nat , Ar eu 
DO You? FMW ON 


Some people have only to lie on their backs 
ye open their mouths as wide as they may, 
And apricots, nectarines, peaches, by sacks, 
Fall into them quite in the regular way. 
For peaches, and apricots—plums, perhaps !— 
It may be the usual thing to do: 
But why should they fall into lazy folks’ laps ? 
I don’t see why! Do you? 


Yet men may have laboured the whole of their lives 
(Alas, ’tis certain too many must!) 
To earn for their starving children and wives 
A daily meal ; though it be but a crust! 
And that crust is almost as rare as a peach 
To some poor strugglers—and not a few! 
Why shouldn’t there be a share for each ? 
I don’t see why! Do you? 


There are men who are rich, or are nobly born, 
And they do strange things. But the world won't see. 
To steal were an action mayhap they’d scorn— | 
Yet worse things than theft among crimes there be. | 
But in this world somehow they roam at large, | 


/ 4 S) . q 
/ i \\ " 1h: | 
ANT “ Mi Phe 4 ¥ 
/ hj wy te 4 7 2 ‘. Y : 
\ y sa . ’ 
if 1 Lg 4 Aan 
/ \ y “a 
Ve , “ 
Yi \ \ 3 anti 
Al Vt als 
Vas , 


7) - q 
Mir 
a ' 


(Though some one hereafter may get his due), EG fy WJ \\\ 
Society cl : -es to the ch > ae ZZ, Gj\\.\ \ 
And Society closes its eyes to the charge. | MY, Yh if ih//f, YN 
’ 9 xs “0 Yh fi \ ‘ . 
I don’t see why. Do you? | aed Yj j fi / Uy a Pai 
For, kennel'd in gutters, and reared in jail, | Mae 3!) (////,) NN So ye Ee 


And left by us all in the slime, 
With hunger’s promptings—if others fail— | 
To drive them to sin and crime: | 
If the children of ignorance, poverty, vice, 
The one course we leave them pursue, | 
They're punisked by pitiless statutes precise : 
I don’t see why. Do you? 


*Tis a very mad world, you must understand ! 
Where the lucky have all of the luck ; 
Those who don’t want aid get a helping hand, 
And those who are down are struck; 
Where to toothless gums we give nuts galore, 
To good grinders no nuts accrue; 
Folks with nought get nothing—with plenty get more. 
I don't see why! Do you? 


_———— 


A Lump Scm.—The phrenologist’s fee. 





First Matron :—“ Your DOLL LOOKS VERY POORLY, JEMIMA! 


Second Ditto: —“ Yes, pear! 


ALFRED ; i 
DEAL OF SAWDUST, AND HASN’T BEEN THE SAME DOLL BINCB! 
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SAVAGE AND UNPROVOKED ASSAULT. 


* 


I THINK IT FRETS A GRBAT DEAL ABOUT 
HE KNOCKED ONE OF ITS EYES OUT LAST WEEK, AND IT LOST A GREAT 
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BONES IN ME!”’ 


BARCAROLLE. 


For an Erout-Oarep OUTRIGGER. 


As we dart through the waves in the midsummer weather— 
wits 7 _— five, yore a are 5? slow !— 

ith a long pull, a stro ap together, 
‘ eae nae, OD cctatic has life = bestow? 

ave brought my guitar, and can play it while steering— 

I’ve also provided an ut de goitrine ; ae 
So your coxswain will chant you a ballad worth hearing. 

A crab, number two! What on earth can you mean 


Luraliety ho! I'll dispense with a chorus. 
I’ve twisted the ropes, and 4we’re getting aground— 
With the waters beneath and the sky beaming o'er us— 
Pull ! Thank goodness, I’ve got them unwound. 
Luraliety ho! As we glide o’er the ripples— 
an Jove, number six, zt a duffer you are! 
ere’s a barge running into us; go it, you cripples! 
Too late, it’s all over. Save, ee ie ular 7 





Tue Svucar Drawsacx.—Toothache. 
A Pass-worpv to Scorcu Tovrists.—Killiecrankie. 


Mr. Dawson's, three-year-old, Pain Killer, won a Plate of 100 sovs 


at the Ascot Meeting, last month, but Parry Davis’ Pain Killer, | 


backed by such testimonials as the following, is sure to win a prize for 
any one who will put up the price of a bottle for it. 

Mn. Cuartzs Warp, Stationer, Market Place, Heckmondwike, 
writes, June 18, 1870:—“I have great pleasure in being able to inform 
you that your Pain Killer is rapidly becoming an universal favourite 
in this town and district. The sale is i ing very fast, and I hear 
frequent mentions among my customers of its successful application. 
I have also witnessed its wonderful efficacy in my own family particu- 
larly in Bilious attacks, Neuralgia, Toothache, &c.” 
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AND YOU WOULDN’T THINK SO! 


Uncle Jack :-—“ Human SKELETON! Human Fippiesticxs! You pon’r THINK I’m sucH A FLAT AS TO BELIEVE I’vE ALL THOSE 





Tight Lacing. 

Mr. Myers, Surgeon of the Coldstream Guards, affirms that ninety- 
five per cent. of the excessive cases of heart-disease in the army can be 
distinctly traced to the tightness of the uniform and the pressure of the 
belt. We have been preaching for years against the evil of tight- 
lacing to young women. Now it appears a lecture has to be addressed 
to the old women—at the Horse Guards, who make their laces of red- 
tape. 





Bale-ful. 
WE are glad to learn that :— 


Gujadheer Sing, who when the Indian mutiny broke out was a member of the 
48th Bengal Native Infantry, and whe subsequently headed a detachment which 
murdered several officers, and took an active part in other atrocities, has at length 
been apprehended. He was disguised as a cloth merchant. 


Of course his cloth won't protect him—or even bale him out. He 
should be made to Sine very small—and be on-cord! 





NOTICE.—Now ready, the Eighteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 


THE ELEVENTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta cloth, 4s. ; post free, 4s. 6d.; Cases for binding, ls. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 





Mr. James Barnett, Chemist, Birmingham, writes, June 3, 1869 :— 
“Your Pain Killer is gaining many friends in this section. Among 
_ the many cures effected by it which have come under my notice I may 
| mention the case of a lady who, after suffering long with neuralgia, 
and trying many reputed remedies without benefit, was at length 
| cured, almost instantly, with the first application of your Pain Killer.’ 

CuarLes H. Hupson, Chemist, Ouse St. Goole, writes, Feb., 1870 :— 
|“ Your Pain Killer is one of the few patent medicines I keep which I 
can confidently recommend, and I am pleased to say that wherever it 
_ has been fairly tried it has invariably answered its purpose well.—To 
| Perry Davis & Son, 17, Southampton Row, London, W.C.’’ 


———————————— er 
Prin.™ by JUDD & GLASS, Phwnix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: July 9, 1870. 
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A MIS-UNDERSTANDING. 


Toll-keeper :-—* H1!] You Atn’t par Touu!” 


Tar :—“’CovursE nor! 


THE POINT OF A MOUSTACHE. 


H, this pillar has — for 
capital, we'll say— 
A big “A’”’. 
A an archer was: 
archers will, alack! 
In the back 
Sometimes hit you an un- 
common nasty crack! 


and 


And though you may think 
you’ve passed it and 
all’s well, 

My fine swell, 

Pray, permit me to assure 

you, you have not 
Quite, sir, got 

So completely as you fancy 

out of shot. 


For each end of your mus- 
tachio is an S 
And no less. 
And if ¢’other side the A you 
had but been, 
You'd, I ween, 
Written down, the thing you 
are, be clearly seen! 








Don’t Bruit this about. 


A crums.inc old farmer lately expressed a wish that his cattle were 
endowed with human intelligence. He complained that he was 
compelled to drive them to drink. 


incl hatin = ——————————— ee ep 4am 
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VOL. XII. 


I AIN’T A WE’ICLE, AND YER CAN’T CALL ME A f00f-PASSENGER, SURE-/y !”’ 


Bravo, T. W.! 
We admire T. W. greatly! ’Cos why? Look here— 


The anonymous scatterer of the donations of £1,000 is still at work—the Secretary 
of the ‘‘Associate Institution for Enforcing the Laws for the Protection of Womea’’ 
having just acknowledged the receipt of £1,000 from ** T. W.”’ 


If T. W. will only send one of his thousand pounders to us, we'll see 
that the money is expended properly. We would even undertake to 
superintend its expenditure personally. We can’t say more! 


No More on that Head. 
Tu1s is a toss-up—head or tail :— 


A Missouri newspaper claims that the hogs of that State are so fat that in order to 
find out where their heads are it is necessary to make them squeal, and then 
judge by the sound. 
ve know some pig-headed people, whom we have to make squeal, but 

oo ae by the sound we rather think it is waste of time trying to 
find where their heads are, for when we've got them there’s nothing in 


them ! 


On a Late Abdication. 


QveeN IsaBeLia’s virtues little known ? 

Nay! one great virtue recently she’s hit on— 
Necessity! She abdicates a throne 

The ne people will not let her sit on! 





The Great Pan. 
Tu1s is what we must expect in such warm quarters :— 
A great fire has taken place at Panama. Much of the city has been destroyed. 
As the old proverb observes, “ Out of the frying Pan(ama) into the 
fire.”’ 





Wat THE Sea-noaRp must ne Mapg or.—Beech. 
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. FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 13th, 1870. 
HE enquiry into the mismanagement to which we owe the fatal 
march of the 9th and 94th regiments to Aldershot has not 
elicited any satisfactory explanation. The question has been 
concealed in a cloud of dust as obstinate and injurious as: that 
which choked our brave men on the march. Such is-everthe result of 
enquiries addressed to offices which are mere red-tape stores: “ Please, 
sir, 'twasn’t me, ‘twas another, boy” is a fair type (in grammar and 
everything else) of official language under such circumstances. 
Meanwhile there stands the fact, that in times of our soldiers are 
as much exposed to injury and even death on the march, from one 
station to another, as they would be in the field. ‘The authorities may 
consider men mere “ food for powder ;’’—but food for dust--for 





| sunstroke—for thirst—for heat, they ought not to be, unless the 
_ stipulation be made on enlisting them. But we dare not hope that 


the time is yet come whenijthe British soldier may cast off his 
shoulders the Red Tape Monster that is the constant burden of 


| his life. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. !75.,. 


Is it never going to change; 
This season strange ? 
Is St. Swithin’s power o’er 
For evermore 
This long-continued dryness is a bore!’ 


1. In lock and key you'll find it ; 
And yet odd times there be,. 
When guardians just to bind it, 
Put it under lock and key.. 


. When he, a special, paced the street 
At time of Chartist row, 
Say, did he think, while on the beat, 
To be what he is now ? 


9 


a 


3. A temple bya waterfall— 
What did that stream Macavutay call ? 


4. One of great C.xsAnr’s words, when in his mantle’s fold 
He hid his dying face, and o’er the pavement rolled 
Unto a statue's base where stood his foe of old. 


5. Up on a broomstick through the sky— 
Such was the dame’s delight— 
Over the housetops and trees to fly— 
To fly—to fly by night. 


6. There are few Britons true, I wis, 
Will murmur if you call them this. 


7. It has no jaws, yet deep can bite, 
And mighty is its power ; 
It has no teeth, yet with delight 
Will warriors’ swords devour. 


Sotution orp Acrostic No. 173.— Show, Dogs: 
Oblong, Wattles. 
Correct So.vtions or Acrostic No. 173, rrcerven JuLy 6th.—Timothy & Co. ; 


D. E. H.; B. P. : ger and Tiney ; Sovr Lemon; Ch ’ -? 
Ruby's Ghost; Gelah; Beautiful Ciara; J. Gibbons. e+ Old Maia ; 


Send, Hidalgo, 








Education. 


Tue amusing essayist of the Sunday Times—Rambler—mentions in 
a recent paper :— 


An objectionable man who siogs something about “ Al! among the A, boys, all 


among the A,’”’ 

Might not this notion be turned to use in the Education Bill? Infant 
schools might begin to learn their letters by singing it,—say to a ’O 
boy accompaniment ? 





To the Pur-puss: 


We are informed that the success of the Dog-show at the Crystal 
Patace has suggested to some ladies the propriety of a Cat-show. We 


cannot felis-itate them on the notion. 


Pees anne 
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[Jury 15, 1370. 





SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


I pargsay you have thought me very obdurate and hard-hearted not 
i to have replied to your repeated solicitations for forgiveness,.and [ 
also dare say you have wondered how your offers to double my salary 
and lig J 
surmise be correct your mistake has been great indeed, for my heart 
has yearned much towards you, yea, even as toa repentant son, when- 
ever the postman has delivered one of your missives of peace and 
good will. But the knowledge that before you held out the hand of 
friendship you had been trying to discover a powerful sporting pen to 
succeed me, stopped the generous impulse ere it had time to develop 
itself and carry me in a whirlwind of emotion to Fleet-street. As [ 
never had any fear for the result of your researches, J can now, on their 
complete failure, afford to be magnanimous, and upon condition that 
you consent to print this explanation of matters to the thousands who 
mourned my retirement, I will again proceed to vaticinate for you. 
But, remember, should I ever favour you with a selection from my 
favourite poetic muse and youirefuse to insert it, nothing—no not even 
another of those brand-new rustling flimsies—nothing, I say, will 
induce me to extend your circulation in the future. 

[We in a weak moment 
manifesto, imagining that he would:confine himself to facts. That we 
never break a promise once given,.no matter how extorted, the fore- 
going is evidence ; but we reserve to ourselves the right of advising 
our readers to wash the prophet’s statement down with something 
equally strong, or it is more than likely:to stick by theway.] 

I have, owing to my long silence,.had no opportunity of reminding 
my readers that Kennington, the winner of the Northumberland 
Plate, was selected by me when a long price was obtainable. 1 did 
intend to publish a }oem commemorative of my triumph, as I alone 
predicted or thought vf him at the time of which I speak; there are, 
however, various reasons why for the present I preter plain—very 


lain—prose. But, spite of the machinations of the envious and | 


obtuse, you shall have it yet. And now to business. 


—_ 


to publish our correspondent’s | 


ten my labours should have proved ineffectual. If my first | 


The acceptances for the Goodwood Stakes—* Glorious Goodwood”’ is | 


I think the one effort at alliteration made by sporting writers. Stay 
though, one bright particular star of the turf did, in a moment of 
mirth and munificence of mind—most probably when returning from 
the races in a.“ pleasure’ van — hit upon the wonderful idea of 
“’appy ’Ampton.” And as this is doubtless the way in which he 
pronounces the adjective the amount of ability necessary for its being 
worked up into a joke—and a joke is no common thing in a sporting 
p'per—is not to be lightly passed over. ‘This is the genius who 
expressed his pride in his country when she “ fostered an episode.” 
And I daresay she was also proud of having accomplished so diilicult 
a task. I can’t make out though howit wasdone. Butthen I always 
was slow. 

Let me see. I think I had got to the Goodwood Stakes, which 
contains twenty-eight acceptances, but the first horse will very likely 
be found among the following half-dozen :— 


CAPITALISTE. SwEeET Sovunp. 
Mass SHEPPARD. Prince HEnry. 
RatTLEPATs. REVENGE. 

Just try to discover the winner. I know him and will let you 


know next week. AUGSPUR. 





Time! 


Mr. Younc—a poet little read nowadays—says, “ We take no note 
of time, save by its loss.’” That’s what the Indiana watchmaker must 
do in this clock-case : — 

A’ thief in Indiana, who stole the regulator from a watchmaker’s establishment, 
was kind enough to set another clock with the correct time, and to leave a note to 
that effect. 

We regret to think that the late Mr. Tuomas Moons is concerned in 
this robbery. The thief seems to have been acting on his advice :— 
The best of all ways 
To lengthen our days 
Is to steal a few hours— 


Which he did! 


A Bender. 
Tuts is from a Yankee paper :— 


A Pennsylvania bachelor thus gets after lovely woman : 
name of the great whale.of the ocean, whose bones are torn asunder to enuble her 
to keep straight. I impeach her in the name of the peacock, whose strut, without 
his permission, she has stealthily and without honour assumed. I impeach her in 
the narue of: the horse, whose tail she has perverted from its use to the making of 
wavy tresses to decorate the back of the head and neck. 
of the kangaroo, whose beautiful figure she, 
has brought into ill favonr and disrepute. 


In England of course the Grecian Bend cannot be copied from the 
kangaroo, which is only to be met with in the Zoo; so Our women 


copy the goose! They say it’s thei — 
(thwaddle f x =y oe err natural walk, but we call i 


I impeach her in the 


; I impeach her in the name 
in taking upon herself the Grecian berd, 
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-Yours, &c., A Gippy GIRL.” 
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Jury 16, 1870.] 


THE COURIER OF LYONS; 


OR, 
onfusing Criminal, and the Commissary-and-a- Half, 


Che ¢ 


~ 





ACT I.—Public Room in a Paris Café. Cuorprarp and Fovrnarp 
discovered, carousing. 

Cruorparp.—Courriol should be here. 

Fournarp.—He should. How amused he will be to see that I have 
reddened my nose, chalked my face, and blacked my nostrils. These 
effects combined with my fascinating knack of turning my lips inside 
out, will, I think, prove entertaining. 

Cuopparp.—By way of giving local colour to this scene I may state 
that my father bred a celebrated racehorse with the thoroughly French 
name * Daddy Long Legs.”’ 

Enter CourRiot. 

CourrtoLt.—Has Dubosc, our captain, arrived yet ? 

CHoprarD.—He has not. But my father bred, Xe. 

Enter LEsuRQuEs, with some aristocratic friends. 

LeEsurques.—Let us be happy, for we are good. 

His Frrenps.— You are good. 

Lesurques.—I rather think I am. [ Exeunt to carouse. 

Covrrio..—Lesurques is an old schoolfellow of mine. 

Enter Dusosc (who ts exactly like Lesurques, only dirtier). 

Dvunosc.— You are here? ’Tis well. To-night I have planned to 
stop the mail from Lyons, which carries untold gold. You will assist 
me P 

Aut.— We will! 

Dvnosc.— Now I am alone! 

Enter JANETTE. 


[ Exeunt. 


J ANETTE.— Dubosc ! 
Dvunosc.—Ha! My wife! 
JANET?E.—Give me money! 
Dvsosc.—Never ! 
JANETTE.—Then beware! 
Scene 2.—L£cterior of the Lion Inn at Lieursaint, kept 07 Lesurnaues’ 
Sather. Enter Lesurques’ father and Jouiqver. 
LesurqueEs’ Fatuer.—I am starving. It is eleven o’clock p.m., so 
I will go and sell my inn by auction. (Does so.) 
J OLIQUET.—Oh, my cye, l’m so frightened at being left alone! 
Enter Lesurques Senior. 
Lzsvraurs.— Boy, give me some wine. 
(Joniquer descends into cellar to get wine.) 
Lesurques.—I am a wealthy man and my father is starving. SoI 
have adopted a rather involved and unnecessarily intricate method of 
relieving him. I will leave a few Napoleons in his room and depart. 
[ He does so, and exit. 
Enter Dunosc and his wicked pals. 
Dvusosc.—Boy, some wine! 
JoLIquet (coming from cellar and believing the speaker to be LEsuRQUES). 
—HHere itis! Ohmy! There are four of ’em! 
(They take wine and lock the boy in the cellar.) 
Dvcnosc.—Here comes the mail. Look out. 


The Mail which has evidently hada very rough aud dislocating journey 
Siom Lyons, enters, driven by two perfectly fresh horses, 

[NotTs ror THE MANAGEMENT.—/J/f the horses had been carefully wiped 
down with a sponge dipped in warm water before they appeared on the 
stage, they would have steamed in a natural and effective manner. | 


Dvcxsosc.—Ha! ha] 

All fire at everyhody. A Courier is killed. 
which is curried loose in a deal box. 
Dvunosc fires at him and hits him in the shoulder. 

Lesurques’ Fatuer (who is not a wise father, and who conseguently 
betieves Dunosc fo be his son).—Ha! ha! My son! | Falls insensible. 


ACT IL.—Lihrary in the House of M. Lesuravss, Paris. —Lesuraves 
discovered with his daughter Jooty, Dipter (her young man), Dorvat 
(4 beak), and others. Also, Lesurauss’ father and CourrRioL. 


Dorvat.— Well I will say this—you are the very best man in the 
world. 

LesurQqUEs.—NOo, no. 

DorvaL.—But I say, yes, 

Lesurques.— Well, well, perhaps I am. 

Later a very lang Commissary of Police, with a very tall cock:d hat put on 
for some diplomatic reason wrong side before. Oh, everybody, do go and 
sez this Commissary of Police! 

Commissary.— Moossoo Lesook, the Jongdarmes tell me that Dumong 
the Courier of Lyons was murdered last night at the Leeeng Inn at 

Loorsang. Ha! ha! (Goes mad.) 


The Mail is robbed of gold, 
Enter Lesurnqves’ father, 
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Lescraves’ Fatuer (looking sternly at his son).—It is a-too terrue! 
[ was there and saw it all! 

DonvaL (who sees at a glance the value of this old gentlena 
— Then we will have your testimony. 


Enter Jongdarmes with CHorrarpD. 
CuHorrarp.—I sawitall. (Sees Lesuraues and thinks it ts Denosc.) 
(Aside.) Hallo ! Dubose collared ! 
Dorvat (who is no fool).— Then your evidence also will be valuable. 


"s evide nee’, 


Enter Jongdarmes with JoLiquet. 

JoLiqgueT.— I was present and saw the murder committed. 

Dorvat (with singular heenness of pereeption).— Then we will examine 
you too. 

JoLiqueT (sees Lesurques and thinks it is Dunosc).—Hallo! 
he his! That's the man! 

DorvaL.— Oh, impossible. 

LEsuRQUES.— (Quite so. 

JoLtiquet.—I don’t care—he did it; and there's another! ( pointing 
to CournIoL). And there is a third (pointing to CHOPPARD). 

LrsuraqveEs.— Oh, ridiculous! 

JoLIqueT.—But my master saw it all—didn’t you? 
LEsuRQUES.) 

Fatuer Lescraves.—I did. (Struggles with his emotion.) 

DorvaL.— Did your son commit the murder? 

Fatuer Lesurques.—He did! (Aside.) Tl teach my son to let 
me starve at Lieursaint while he lives like a fighting cock at Paris! 

Dorvatu (like lightning).— Then he had better be secured! 
The Commissary immediately but, oh, dogo and see what the Commis- 

sary does! They secure him. Tableau. 


ACT III.—Chamber overlooking Garden. Night. 
discovered. 

JANETTE.—I am certain your father is innocent. At the moment of 

the murder he was at Choppard’s stables. Here is Madame Choppard’s 

day-book, and here is the entry that proves it. As this is a document 

of inestimable value, I will leave it here by the open window. 


( Does so.) 


oe 
There 


That is the best man in the world! 


(To FATHER 





JANETTE aid Joory 


Enter Dvunose, by window. 


Dvnosc.—That page will prove my death. I will abstract it. 


[ Does so and ex’. 
Scene 2.— Here we have the Commissary again. He must be seen to b 
believed. Truth is stranger than fiction. 


Scene 3.-—First floor of Cabaret, overlooking place of executiin, which is 


evidently (on this occasion) somewhere in the Rue de la Pur, Ataill 
events the west front of Notre Dame ts seen in the distance. 

Dupsosc dtseovered. 
Dvcsosc.— The crowd has assembled. Hark to its murmur. (//, 


harks R. Murmur ascends from L.) Here isthe condemned man. He 

is like me. Ha! ha! [In another minute he will have perished 

Eh! What's that?’ The crowd points to this window, and rushes 

this way! Gracious, they are going to arrest me! (Shuts the door 

and draws a knife.) 

(Peculiar noise, as of gigantic lucifer match being struck. The door is 
broken down? and many Jongdarmes enter, with a clean crowd.) 

Somen »py.— There he is! Seize him! 

General sev fe. The Jongdarmes seize Dvunosc. 

Dorvat.—Then you really didn’t commit the murder ? 

Lesurauss (irritated).—Of course I didn't. 

Dorvat.— I always said you were the best man in the world! 

Tableau. Curtain, 

Ovrsetves.—A very striking play, excellently acted by Mr. Vrzin, 
Mr. Atkins, Mr. Macrean and Mr. Sovrar. Miss Farken is 
admirable as Joliquet. Mus. LerGu (an excellent actress, who has not 
yet taken her legitimate place on the stage) plays Janette extremely 
well. But the Commissary of Police is worth all the money. 








Not Easily S(h)uited. 

Reynolds’s Paper, which is not an ardent admirer of kings or princes’ 
reports this :— 

A return match at pigeon shooting took place on Monday between members of t! e 
Peers and the Commons. The former won by one bird. The Prince of Wales, as un 
the previous occasion, slot the worst of the peers 
Surely if His Royal Highness in person takes so much trouble to 
reform the peerage our contemporary might award him something 
more than the above bare statement. We are anxious however tu 
learn which of the peers was selected as being the worst, and how the 
choice was effected. And now that he is shot will there be an inquest, 
or will it be a case of mere “rubbish shot’? Anyhow we are glad 
the Prince of Wales has started this new sport—it is ever so much 
more manly than shooting poor maimed and terrified pigeons! 
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MONDAY OUT. 
No. III. 
By Ovr Specrat SIGHTSEER. 


LaTety, on one of those dusty, dull, dismal days, when the country 
was sadly in want of that rain which obstinately refused to fall, but 
which prevented the glorious sun shining on the face of the painfully 
| parched portions of pasture that in suburban districts are called 
S. meadows, I found myself in the immediate vicinity of Hendon and of 

a moving column of particles such as might have ates the heart 
of Prorgssor TynNDALL, but which had quite a different effect upon 
mine, operating as they did upon eyes, nose, and mouth, in a neigh- 
bourhood too, where the beer had been through those mysterious 
operations befitting the requirements of a Foresters’ Féte. And, 
strange as were the disguises assumed by these same foresters, the 
halt, the lame, and the purblind, having by some strange fatality 
selected the garments most fitted for the display of the manly form 
and the exhibition of adolescent vigour, the beer was in one or two 
establishments disguised still more strongly; for were it not for the 
faith one always puts in publicans, the thirsty one might with 
justice have caked, the existence of anything but the sediments of 

rewers’ apron-washings in any of the liquor sold in the neighbourhood 
of Hendon on this black Monday. I'm fond of beer (in the absence of 
anything ep and reckon myself rather a good judge not only of 
Baxciay, but of a lot of other common fellows’—brewers, I mean— 
“pongelo.”’ As I had chosen, in the interest of my clients, to go afoot, 
sternly refusing the repeated offers of equipages from my many 
friends, I may be said to speak by the card as to the liquor, for I was 
obliged to in at every “ hostelrie”’ to ask my way, and I couldn't 
be so mean as to come away without having something—just for the 
— of the house. Certainly it wasn’t for my as I afterwards 

ound out. While in these trackless paths, and just as I was rumi- 
nating on the peculiar character of the last pint of which I had par- 
taken, and which seemed to combine the objectionable qualities of all 
the other pints with the additional drawback of increasing thirst 
instead of slaking it, I caught sight of the swirling column of dust 
alluded to above, and could plainly distinguish the beating of a drum. 
For a moment my senses swam, and I thought that the famous 
apocryphal army of the rueful knight was upon me. I was soon 
undeceived. As the column approached I could distinguish banners 








on which were legends about peace, unity, and concord; and various 
gentlemen dressed in Lincoln green (or what might have been green 


before the march) bore up proudly under their staggering weight. A 
ray of light shot into the darkness of my bosom. A Special Sightseer's 
lot on a day like this, thought I, is not enviable, but how happy it 1s 
compared with that of a special banner-carrier. And yet they all 
looked happy. Perhaps the knowledge that their “ get-up’’ was as 
unlike anything ever worn by Robin Hood or Little John as an 
imitation can be unlike its original conduced to their joviality, and if 
such were the case they had every reason for merriment. One bold 
outlaw, though possessed of hat and feathers, green velvet jerkin and | 
quiver, was obliged to eke out the rémainder of his costume with a new 
pair of patent-leather knickerbockers, while his gauntlets had evidently 
seen service at the Horse Guards, and much impeded the play of his | 
elbows. I passed into the grounds ( it was close by that the squadron 
overtook me), and was staggered at the sight of another Sherwood | 
venison stealer, this time with a pair of double-barrelled belt-pistols in | 
lieu of a bow and arrows. But I find little time for wonder; the © 
shows are all “ just about to begin,” the whirlabouts and swings are 
in full motion, competitions for nuts are various, three shies a penny 
are in great force, the fat woman, the lean man, the performing seal, 
the fire-eating negro, the shooting with a real rifle at a target you can't 
possibly miss, the donkey riding, the backscratchers, the false noses, the 
gilt gingerbread, and the thousand and one other old friends of our 
childhood are here, and cause me to fall into a brown study. Dropping 
a silent tear over the memories of revels when such a gathering 
was called not a féte but a fair, warmly shake hands with four 
friendly strangers in large green sashes, and making my way to the 
bar of my friend Mr. Warner, land for the first time for some few 
hours on a good cool tankard. 





Free Translation. 

How contradictory foreign languages are! 

Alarm has been created at Gibraltar by an intercepted letter, from which it was 
gathered that an attempt was about to be made to blow up the powder magazines. 
The recent brigandage has made the inhabitants mervens, but there seems to be no 
doubt that this threat of vengeance was a mere brutum fulmen. 

What's the meaning of the two French words at the end of that sen- 
tence? Let’s see, “ Brutum’’—it was bruited about. “ Ful-men’’—it 
was en empty men-dacity ! 











| JuLy 16, 1870.} 
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A HOLIDAY TRIP, 
An Echo. 


“T GAZE upon a city” 
(Though maybe it’s a town), 
Whereon to write a ditty, 
To send you, I sit down, 
To paint its quays and bridges, 
Its dandies and its belles, 
Its sands and pebble-ridges, 
Its sights and—oh! its smells. 
For though we're on one planet, 
We’re parted by OLp Nep; 
And you, dear, are in Thanet, 
While I am at Dieppe! 


Its people all look happy, 
The workmen clad in blue, 
The women old and cappy, 
The maidens cappy too! 
Ii’en shop-folks (in a measure, 
Like dentists, you will say) 
In windows with much pleasure 
Their ivories display. 
Yes, though we're on one planet, 
We're parted by OLp NeEp ; 
For you, dear, are in Thanet, 
While I am at Dieppe. 


nd all outside their houses 
At eve, when work is o’er, 
‘They sit, with bairns and spouses, 
In groups about the door. 
There resting from their labours 
They take their cigarette, 
And chat with passing neighbours — 
A most Arcadian set. 
Ah, though we’re on one planet, 
Thus parted by O_p Nep; 


Would you could come from Thanet, 


To see me at Dieppe. 


Outside some café swell you 
Should sit with me and feast, 
And break the bread they sell you— 
Loaves three feet long at least! 
A fact I would, my treasure, 
To British bakers state— 
Bread’s sold here by long measure 
Instead of by short weight. 
Alas, though on one planet, 
We're parted by OLp Nev ; 
You still inhabit Thanet, 
While I am at Dieppe. 


Here, wooden shoes keep clacking, 
And tongues are clacking too, 
And noisy whips keep cracking, 
And life’s a gay to-do. 
Each horse has bells that jingle, 
To cheer him on his way ; 
You hear the tingle-tingle 
Around you all the day. 
Ah, though we're on one planct, 
Yet parted by Otp Ner— 
You can’t hear things in Thanct 
Which I do at Dieppe. 


We've fountains and old buildings, 
A statue in the square, 
Small kiosques, with paints and gildings, 
And lodgings everywhere. 
Such roses! And such salads! 
But now I drop my pen— 
There must come ends to ballads, 
And Prudence cries out “ When ?”’ 
So, though we’re on one planet, 
Yet parted by Op Nep, 
You'll soon receive in Thanet 
These verses from Dieppe. 








Glad to Hear it. 


Wut agriculturists generally, we regret to say, are complaming 


See . 
SN, 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JULY. 


Temple Bar igs a fair number. ‘Too late for thecoaeh” is clever, 
and Mr. F. Tronore's paper on Fra Livro excellent. Thearticle on 
Dickens is priggish, but the argument in the last two pages is sound. 
We don’t know whether the peerage or literature has most reason to 
be ashamed of Lorp Desart’s vapid and vulgar story. 

Tue Argosy contains the first instalment of a clever story by Jonny 1 
Lup.Low, and one or two other readable articles; but we cannot help 
thinking that it would be better if the leading story did not occupy 
nearly half the number. 

The Food Journal is more amusing than its name would seem to 
imply ; a paper on “ London Dinners’’ being really a capital guide fo. 
the gastronome, who is directed to Crosby Hall, The London, and 
elsewhere for a good dinner. 

The Youth's Play-hour would be a good juvenile magazine were it 
not for the style of its illustrations. In the interests of art no one 
would care to educate a child’s artistic eye on graphotype ' 

Once a Week is varied and agreeable. If the “ Derby Day”’ block 
had been omitted, and if all the illustrations were as well engraved as 
the initial on page 441, there would not be much room for impreve- 
ment. 


Locking the Stable Door, 


Now that half Constantinople has been destroyed by fire, the Porte 
has determined to establish a Fire Brigade! It appears that the great 
difliculty is to get water. Well, Porte and water is not much of a 
mixture; as the Latin has it *‘ ne-gustidus non est disputandum’ ; not 
that we wish to throw cold water on the idea instead of the devastating 
element. ‘I'o be sure, there is hardly “n’’y difference between ‘lurn- 
key and Turkey. 





The Woman’s Rights Question. 

Miss Anna Dickenson, the great Amcrican talker, said to her 
audience the other day, “ Why was I born’’’? We guess the audience 
had a right to respond with the Hibernian answer, “‘ Why are we 
bored ?’’ Anyhow it was rude of her to put such a question to the 
people who had borne her so long. 


Limb-ited Liability. 
Ir can’t be said that the American Government when accused of 
extravagance hasn't a wooden leg to stand upon :— 


The ’hiladelphia Ledger says tiat during the last year the States expenditure 
for artificial limbs for wounded soldiers amounted to 416,000 dollars. 
] 


It’s pretty clear that large as the sum is, the Ministry has a good 
many lame excuses for spending it. 





The Bare Idea. 

WE have been suffering very much from the heat lately ; but at th 
same time in the interests of decency we protest against the coolness 
of a certain tradesman who advertises daily that he *‘ has left off clothes 
of every description.” 





Auswers to Correspondents 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.J 

W. DovsLeyovu (St. John’s Wood).— The culy joke you perpetrate is 
an unintentional one—the application of the word “foregoing * to you 
contributions which fo//ow the letter. You're likely to get on in the same 
style. 

WALTZ seems (like a good many modern waltzes) to have no notion of 
time or measure. 

Mvo (Pimlico).—We have heard something very like that before. 

W.G. T. (Notts).— Stick to knots—lines are not in your line. 

CucUMBER.— What you supposed a seedfing of your own is a very old 
‘¢plant.”’ 

AnTI-HumpvuG.—Go, and suppress yourself. 

P. (Mordiford).—Submitted to an artist. 

J. B.T.—Thanks! Ditto to VELOCIPEDE. 

Declined with thenks:—P. N., Liverpool; V., Oxfurd; H. G. P.; 
D. S.W., [hames-street; W. G., Glasshouse-street ; Ofr:s; Prosy; Miss 
N., Ru' land Gate; Milo; Traddles; E. P. L, Park-road; Uotspur; lke 
P,, Stepney; X. Y. Z ; 8S. M., Dalston; B. Leeds; G. B., Mile End- road; 
L. B , Abchurch-street; Secretary, Bideford: J. J. H., Poplar; V. A. M., 


| Aberdeen ; Thirty Three; R M.M.; T. M.; Customs ; Bristol Infirmary; 


F. M.C.; B, Dalston; D. B. P., Paddington; Binks; R. E., New 


with reason of the prolonged drought; we are delighted to learn that | Ormond-street; G., Radius; A. J. L., Margate; J. K.; A. B. B., Shef- 
recently baby-farmers in particular find it is “too hot”’ for them. field; R. A. D , Glasgow. 
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AUTHENTIC PORTRAITS. 


Oxtp SKINFLINT — AND — OLp GoosEBERRY. 








THE SELFISH ONES. 


Asa vice we all of us selfishness hate, 
My Christian sisters and brothers : 

In ourselves a thing we scarce tolerate, 
And fiercely resent in others. 

But by far the most selfish sons of guns, 
If P ha ask me to take my pick, 

Are the selfish ones in cross-channel runs 
Who insist upon being sick. 

Oh, the sky is blue, and the sea is bright, 
And the briny breezes are bracing. 

Your weed is lit and your heart is light, 
As the vessel’s deck you are pacing. 

You've turned your back on a tetatins and duns, 
And are off for your holiday quick— 

But they will have their funs the selfish ones 
Who insist upon being sick. 

They stand revealed upon every side, 
They cumber the deck you tread : 

With murmurs and your cheer they chide, 
With faces the colour of lead. 

They're as bad as the chorus of ghostly nuns 
In Robert the—hem !~—Well—Nick, 

The selfish ones with the little ba-suns 
Who insist upon being sick. 


Nautical. 
Wuen a young man is launched in his apprentice-ship, the worst 
that threatens the vessel is idleness—let him like a good sailor 
beware of a lee-shore (leisure). 


Tue Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a noice of Mr. Streeter’s | 
Catalogue, says :—‘ The practical information furnished is very in- | 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this | 
useful little work.” F | 

Covrt JournaL, 19th March, 1870:—“Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unirep Service Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his | 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 

literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” | 


[Jury 16, 187). 








AFTER HORACE. 


Te. me not of Gallic feeds ; 
Only, when I touch my bell, 
Bring me all the poet needs — 
Just a chop au naturel, 
Tender, Puitu18, let it be, 
Since it forms my only dish : 
Soups are not for such as me, 
Neither will it run to fish. 


Fetch the homely pint of ale, 
Since the poet loves his beer ; 
For, whene’er the spirits fail, 
Malt and hops are kindly cheer. 
Burgundy and Claret, hence ! 
Not for me the purple vine. 
Claret comes to eighteen pence, 
Burgundy is two-and-nine. 
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PHILLIS, as you seek my beer, 
If an organ-man you meet, 
Kindly, softly, bring him here ; 
He will soothe me as I eat. 
Music is the food of love, 

But my purse will not attain 
Even to the slips above 

At the Garden or the Lane. 


Bring me roses for my brow, 
Since the poet entertains 
Little hope of laurel now, 
To engird his addled brains. 
Let me, in Horatian style, 
Carry roses on my hair ; 
For I find my only tile 
Utterly unfit for wear. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Memories of My Time (Tinstery Broruers, Catherine-street), is an 
amusing book despite the Saturday’s condemnation. It contains just 
such little memoranda of distinguished writers as will be invaluable 
hereafter to assist readers to fill in their portraits with details, and 
the anecdotes are written with a kindly spirit, and an avoidance ot 
anything that could offend or hurt the feelings of anyone. 

WE have seldom seen a good idea better carried out than the scheme 
of The Consecutive Narrative Series (Murpy, Bouverie-street)—an 
educational work, which, beginning with the simplest lessons, entices 
the little learner on by the interest of a continuous tale, that invests 
the lessons he learns with the charm of a story-book. 

New Homes (Butt, Simmons anp Co., Wigmore-street), is that much- 
desired book, a guide for emigrants to Australia and New Zealand, by 
Da. Bram. It is pleasant and instructive reading for everybody, but 
for intending emigrants it must be considered a sine gud non. There is 
something strangely touching, when one remembers the sufferings ot 
the unfortunate explorers, in the passage which says :— 
wan ane Sot of ‘oe Dasting aoe 2 a mapped out in runs, and tothe aoe 
and Wills died. bes a me - — 8 Creek, at which place the explorers Burke 

We have received The Superior Animal, a satire in heroic verse. We 
have very few faults to find with it, and they are confined to the 
title:—in short it isn’t a satire—the verse isn’t verse, and it isn't 
heroic at that! 





A Deticiovs Frower or Sprecu.—The Helio-trope. 


NOTICE.—Now ready, the Eighteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, beiry 


THE ELEVENTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 


Magenta cloth, 4s. ; post free, 4s. 6d.; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 64. each. 








Mornino ApverrtisER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective repres- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 


| additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 


beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 


_ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attr .ctive.” 


Pus.ic Opinion, 16th April, 1870 :—“ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from thv 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


7 ; ° i ee 
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. Judging from Costume this must be my Native Bedlam. 

. But still I have seen these others somewhere else. 

. The Light Cavalry Keeping the Ground. 

. Capital View of the Shooting. 

Who would Suspect these Indian-looking Heroes were Inspector 
B tt and the Metropolitan Police ? 
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WIMBLEDON WHIMS. | 


By Our VoLUuNTEER PRESSMAN. 


One of the gallant defenders of my country? Oh, yes, with pleasure! | 
I have no objection in the world, certainly not. In short I may say I | 
have stood fire—a pretty constant fire of chaff, not altogether uncon- | 
nected with allusions to my personal appearance—we dress very much | 
as we choose in camp—as regarded from a point of view embracing the | 
fifth of November next. Oh, yes, I’ve been through that —and more— 
and I rather like it. There is something exhilirating in the idea of 
guarding one’s native soil by sleeping on it under canvas—in the idea 
of preventing the foe from overrunning it by offering oneself as a pro- 
menade for earwigs and other wild animals. There is something very | 
comfortable in the agreeable novelty of being uncomfortable, of ex- | 
changing one’s domestic tent bed, for a bed tent, a sort of canvas | 
extinguisher-for-one. As for the sublime heroism of firing away no 
end of lead while extended on the pit of one’s stomach or in other | 
equally convenient and more unusual attitudes, there’s nothing like it. | 

Yes, I repeat it, it is downright jolly to be a gallant volunteer, a 
defender of one’s country in posse. But I must insist that it’s one thing | 
to behave well under fire, and another to be resigned under water. 

Then why the dickens wouldn’t they let me make a trench round my 
tent so that I might enjoy my otium cum dig? They ought not to have 
grudged a fellow a little drain such sultry weather; or at any rate 
they might have served out waterproof sheets, which would have saved 
us from a water-pillow! 

Come down? I should rather think it did! The country wanted | 
rain ;—we all know that! But a deluge was somewhat too much of a 
good thing; at any rate your Wimbledon warrior would prefer to cry, 
“* Apres moi le déluge.”” After all one comes to the Common for shooting 
not fishing. And it certainly made one almost wish to hookit. Besides, 
it’s demoralising. I was present when little Twiccrn—that’s his tent 
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OUR LUNATIC’S VISIT TO WIMBLEDON. 








| morning, and so in shpite evidences m’own senshes on’y one now. 
does look odd, and it has eight sails, (Hic). 


| street. 


XII, Cc 


6. 4 Foreign Flower Girl, by Jingo, and Alive. 
7. The only Man who Braved Cats and Dogs. 
8. The Longest and most Agrecable Range in the Camp. 

9. Your Lunatic concludes it is a very fine open airy place. 


in that hollow, where he spent the night swimming about among his 
boots, the soap, and a box of damp vesuvians—I was present I say 
when he exhumed a defunct joke about volunteers and wetter-’uns, and I 
blush to say that although my rifle was loaded I did not lay his mangled 
corpse beside that of his victim. To be sure, after such a washing, 
mangling would not have been out of place. 

But there goes the bugle, so I must be off. And between you and 
me, it’s time I were off, or else I shall get “on,’’ which leads me to my 
point—not my firing point, but just a little private hint to you. Why 
do you send down special artists to a fellow’s tent? They do nothing 
but lie on their backs in one’s tent and consume claret cup, or champagne 
cup, or moselle cup, or hock cup, or hiccup, or some such beverage. They 
seem to take it for granted that every warrior’s tent has after the rain 
become the restaurant of Bayonets and Poots. 

This is the fourteenth cup I’ve compounded for him, and instead of 
making sketches he is talking nonsense. He says it’s called Windmill- 
dom common, because there are 80 many Wimbles:—now in point of 
fact, there is only one Windmill, at least there was only one this 

It 
Unprecedented sales—Fvn. 
Stimiwenshoot. 
Tsallinconskwesrain. 
Rain was very we-verywerywet! 


Handsome is. 


On Saturday week Mr. Hann, late manager with Messrs. Sprers AND 
Ponp, opened a new restaurant at No 1, Cullum-street, Fenchurch- 
The occasion was celebrated by an inaugural dinner, at which 
a large company was present, and of which the quality was of a 
character to give quite a new meaning to the well-known term “ living 
from Hanp to mouth.” 
















FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 20th, 1870. 


JE are an enduring nation.’ But there are limits to ouwrendurance, 
BV and the Chief Commissioner of the Board of Works has 
brought us close upon them. His career in office has been one 
unvarying exemplification of unfitness and impracticability. 

Ilis aim seems to have been to find out not merely “how not to do it, 
but how not to do it inthe worst way, and how to insult the largest 
number of people who know anything about it and have any desire 

that it should be done “ decently and in order.” ie 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer has the reputation of receiving the 
visits of deputations with a suavity which takes the form of dissembled 
affection as regarded in gonnection with a rapid and involuntary 
descent of stairs performed by the object of that affection. But one 
can put up with the eccentricities of genius, and Mr. Lowe kicks 
deputations downstairs with a grace that is genius. Mr. Ayrton has 
no such excuse. He is completely unsuited for his post, and eminently 
ineapable of performing its duties, and his treatment of Art and its 
friends is sibeatabe. He should remember that the British Lion 
thougholdis not yet moribund, before he ventures to flourish his heels 
inhis'face. If not he will probably receive one day a deputation 
introduced by the Prime Minister, whose object will be to show a most 
unpopular Minister the door. : 


We have opened the Embankment, and henceforth may fairly boast 
that the riverside is laid out in a manner worthy of the capital of 
England. If the ornamentation of the gardens and plantations is 
entrusted to some one who understands beauty better than Mr. Ayrton, 
we shall have a sight to show our-foreign visitors with pride and 
satisfaction. : . . 

The ceremony was brief, the procession a caricature, and the 
attendance small, the British public being doubtless disappointed at 
not catching “a glimpse of the good and gracious Lady, who,” 
according to a leader in the Morning Latest News of the 13th instant, 
“holds the septic of this realm’’—whatever that may mean! But 
if the opening was not a brilliant success the work | itself is com- 
pletely satisfactory, and we may well be proud of what our con- 
temporary describes as “a great boulevard, a magnificent thorough- 
fare from the waters of ‘Tamise ripe,’.as Lenanp called the malo- 
dorous river’’—not that Letanp did so call the river—it was to the 
bank he alluded ! 

But why should we call it'the Victoria Bmbankment. The -word is 
one that recalls to the mind the unsightly rubbish-heaps on which our 
railways are raised in low-lying districts. There is no lack of more 
dignified names ; ‘‘ Esplanade’’ suggests itself at once—and we venture 
to hope that before ‘the t title has become familiarised, the 
authorities may see fit to bestow on it a worthier appellation. 


_——_——$—$——$——————————— 
On ‘Building Lease. 
We hope this is not true :— 


The Sultan is stated to have ordered the Gran‘ Vizier te appoint a commission of 
three members to visit France and England, to study the system of the construction 
of the houses.in Paris an’ L«ndon, inorder to adopt for the Turkish capital a mode 
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IN OUR SQUARE. 
Se, F all the girls that are so 


=~. if fair 
There’s none like my 


AMANDA: 
She.lives close by, in Bel- 
grave-square— 
The house with a 


rrr rr re ee eens emenamenes? 


verandah. 
There isnot inthe whole | 
West-End t 
A damsel, who can ! 
stand a 
a Grecian 
With my adored 
AMANDA. 


Her pa is partner in a © 


bank, 
Whose riches ne’er could 
I count ; 
- Her ma’s a lady high in 
1 ag fay rank, . | 
kie tt The sister of a \i:- 
-_- count. | 


But pa and ma I can’t.compare 
For beauty with Amanda ; 

The del/e who livesin' Belgrave-square, 
The house with a verandah. 


My work I certainly should shun, 
“Were I not Civil Service, 

And so have never toiled or spun, 
Like City clerk or Dervise : 

But had I work to do,’ I swear 
I'd cut it for AMANDA, 

Whose mansion is in Belgrave-square, 
The house with a verandah. 


I sometimes see her in the street, 
Or at the Zoo on Sunday : 
Each week we on an average meet, 
At rout or drum, on one day. 
Full-dress I go to parties where 
[ hope to meet Amanda, 
Whose guv’nor owns in Belgrave-square 
That house with a verandah. 


My friends oft. ask. if I surmise 
That I can ever land a 
Soe matrimonial-prize 
ike my adored AMaNDA: 
‘Would she but share my- fortunes low, 
I'd seek.for my, AMANDA 
A villa down in Pimlico— 
Perhaps with a verandah ! 


—— 








Skin-deep. 


—_——— 


building . ia: : Dr. Batmasno Squire, of the British Hospital for Discases of t' © 
= ee —ia_, mecurrence.of a-comfingsation such Gkip,shes, sonteiond-om iegenions combination Of eevee with th 
7 , “ee 3 oe 4... , | magic Jantern, whereby he.is ena to exhibit dissolying views of a!! 
A ees eaten ao —_ me _ ment oe ee kinds of cutaneous disorders. In:this way you may coe an enlarged 
adopted at Pera, that fe Sotlitenatlilt ne oa ee , view of your own measles, taken on the spot, of course; or obtain « 
The bower -wnayuletveatald i alccaigeibemedinens -but> the vill carte of your grog-blossoms. The ingenious Dr. Squire exhibited « 
certainly tumble down, like ‘the -easties: in: the ‘fairy tale at abe : fixst numberof photographs at the Polytechnic, by means of the oxyhydrog«:! 
blast on the Golden Hern. . , microscope,.and the usual dissolving-view-apparatus ; but there is 1 
truth in the opens that he exhibited the eruption of Mount Vesuvius 

other cutaneous ities. 

“The "Barty’s’Carte. oe meets 


Mr. Cuartes Warktss, of Chancery-lane, has succeeded:in producing 

an excellent hkeness of Mr. Cuartes Letann. It was only right and 

roper that the features of the great BazitMann should be immortalized 
bs bis brother bright-man, Phoebus. 








Where isthe ? 
‘We clip:the following extraordinary.advertisement from a Kentir) 


paper :— 
TO BE SOLD OR LET. 
BERKS.—-A Lady, whose Husband is abroad, and having a much larger house 
‘than she requires’ fer occupation, &c. 
‘We shall esteem ita favour if our foreign contemporaries will copy 
this, as.it may hasten the return of the husband! 


An Trish Echo. 


Tur Zeho informs us that— 

A new novel by Mr. Justice M‘Cartby wil! shortly appear in Tinsley’s'\ Magazine. 
Our evening contemporary does Mr. M'Caxtuy justice; but .we 
happen to know. that:though a capital critic he is no judge. The error 
is one that simply requires add-Justyne—and subtract justice. 










A’ Svecrstion Turown ovr.—A meeting of the Catch Club was 
recently held at ‘Willis’s Rooms—why'not.at' Lord’s' Ground ? 


_ 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Tue full force of the old proverb, Never defer till to-morrow what 
can be done to day, is realised in the case of your unfortunate sporting 
prophet, who felt sure last week he had hit upon the. certain winner 
of the Goodwood Stakes, but -who thought that by keeping the secret a 
day or two he would be able to “‘ ascertain positively the intentions of 
the stable, and thus land a grand coup for his readers.”” Yes I (I who 
ought to have known better) have been sold, inasmuch as the 
confusion attendant upon reading the sporting articles of all the 
papers has completely extinguished the name of the winning horse 
from my memory. Three nights.I dreamt that, standing.on the green 
grass of ‘‘ Glorious Goodwood.” I saw a horse dart fromamid the ruck 
and deliberately walk in, and three times on eaeh occasion (making 
nine times in all} a voice whispered the name of the victor in my ear. 
No wonder I felt ‘confident of success in my last week's prediction, but 
in an evil hour I began to “‘read up” on the subject, and my brain is 
in a whirl, the various-opinions expressed by turf authorities having 
without doubt proved to me (om paper) that nothing can win. 

I think however I have discovered a way of obviating my difficulty. 
Taking my list of horses and labelling them in turn, head and tail, I’ 


have tossed for choice. 
operation at intervals until but two of the candidates remain. You 


may think this a hazardous proceeding, but, as I have just stated, it: 
must be as good as the “judicious selection’ business, the best: 


hands at which all contradict each other. Therefore, I shall, knowing 
the futility of attempting to remember the swiftly striding steed of 
somniferous selection, go for the two who have been tried in the fire 
of the New Method and have not proved wanting. Having full 
reliance on the pair who have stood by me in the time of trial I shall 
vote for both, their names being— 
RATTLEPATE and CaPITALISTE, 

and I feel sure one of these will secure the judge’s fiat. 
is the orthodox way of winding up.) 

For the Cup I think the battle will be between Sasinvs and Pero 


Gomez, the former seeming to have the best of it in the eyes of 
AUGSPUR. 


(N. B. This 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 176. 


Now the wide heath with frequent shots is ringing, 
And all the uniforms, from red to grey, 

Against the butts their leaden missiles winging, 
Are striving hard to bear a prize away. 

Bang! bang! crack! crack! the bullets keeprom“ pinging ”’ 
Against the targets all the livelong day. 


1. The term is over; and for some weeks’ time: 
The lads their studies readily forego ; 
Some on the distant Alpine peaks to climb, 
And some on foreign lakes and streams:to row; 
2. Up to everything afloat, men 
Said they were—this river's boatmen: 
O'er their songs and feats gymnastic 
Poets grew enthusiastic ! 


3. A mixture of sand and clay, 
Which every one supposes 
A capital thing in its way, 
And especially good for roses. 
4. The light airs fail 
Our flapping sail, 
Beealmed are we, I wis; 
So ply the oar 
To reach the shore, 
And to the mast do this. 


5. Hail, fair maids! We welcome ye 
With your lawful three times three ! 
6. Clickety, clickety, clickety, click ; 
The fingers are nimble, the shuttle is quick ; 
But fain would I shirk 
Such fidgetty work, 
With its.clickety, clickety, clickety, click! 
7. There are trees in Ceylon, by wild creepers festooned, 
From whose bark. when you pierce it, will come 
Odoriferous tears ; for there flows from the wound 
Scented resin, by gum! 
S. Twiee two some people may consider four; 
It would be odd if ’twere not something more! 
9. Here lies before the fire, in sleep profound, 
Yet dreams of by-gone chase, my fav'rite hound. 
Sotutton or Acrostic No. 174.—Fruit, Crops: Forensic, Rasher, 
Umbo, Instep, Tresses. For correcd answers see next column. 
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I have then retossed, and continued the 





WARLIKE. MURMURS. 


“Your Prussian pride 
I'll soon bring down: 
sy blue Rhine's side 
My schemes I'll crown! 
{n Spain, you know, 
What you have done!” 
Said the Chassepot 
To the Needle Gun. 


<‘Pshaw! donot:think 
Your boasts:I dread. 
I shall not shrink. 
Your blood toshed. 
Your head you'll run 
’Gainst stones, oh, foe!”’ 
Said the Needle Gun 
To the Chassepot! 


“‘Come on! Come on! 

’Mid war's alarms, 
Behold me don 

My martial arms. 
iN lay you low 

U0 you-run!”’ 
Said the Chassep6t 

To the Needle-Gun. 


<¢ Just strike, that’s all, 
And you will see, 
Eibw soon you'll fall— 
O’erthrowmby me! 
Ah, boastful one, 
Butstrike a blow!” 
Gaid the Needle Gun 
To the Chassepot! 


R nsive thus 
ith threat and growl, 

They fret and fuss, 

They snarl and scowl. 
And now to show 

They’re not in fun, 
Ssid the Chassepot 

Tothe Needle Gun— 
*“*The strife don't shun, 

To battle, ho!”’ 

‘“‘Bano!”’ went the Needle Gun, 

‘‘ Bang!” went the Chassepot. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Aw Editor's Fales (Stmauan anv Co., Ludgate Hill) is a reprint of 
certain admirable stories, from the pen, we believe, of Mx. ANTHONY 
TRo.uoreg, thatidately appeared inthe St: Paul's Magazine. They are 
but sketches, but’ the sketches of: a true astist are more satisfactory 
than the elaborations of an unskilled hand; and those who have not 
read the tales should lose no time in making their acquaintance. Those 
who have read will need no recommendation to renew the acquaintance. 

Catalina and other poems (BemrosE, Paternoster Row), bears the sub- 
title “The Spanish Nun.’”” We should call it “the None, with power 
to add to its number’’—as thus; the poetry—none; the sense—none ; 
&c., &e. 

Charles. Diekens (Hotren, Piccadilly) is a biography of the lamented 
writer complied industriously from all available sources, and plentifully 
illustrated. It forms a bulky volume, and contains much interesting 
matter which will be valuable when a more elaborate biography comes 
to be written. The. book.is well printed, is turned out in excellent 
style, and will doubtless be popular with that large body, the admirers 
of Cuar.es DIcKEns. 

Ov lively little contemporary The Earwig has made its appearance 
again at Wimbledon, apparently defying with impunity the recent 
floods: which are said to have destroyed his humbler brethren, and 
showing himself as.ear-wigorous as ever. 


A.Nice Distinction. 


Many a man who would scorn to purloin a song from a music- 
seller's thinks if no harm to “‘steal a march.” 
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Lemon; 
Agape; 


Correct SoLuTIONs or Acrostic No. 174, —Sou: 
Chummie; Upper Woburn-place Friends; B. 

Slodger and Tirey; Lindis: Timothy and Co. ; Sam Slick; Row; O'd Maid; Biddy ; 
Gelah; Bunnie and Kate; D. E. H. 


RECEIVED Jury 13th 
a oe srother Burke ; 
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MELTING MOMENTS, 
JuLy, 1870. 
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SCULPTURE CUT OUT. 


THERE is a peragraph going the rounds to the effect that the v- ter i 
) i ‘teran artist, G JICK= 
a ane erg to prepare a design for a monumes.t vt isRUCE. a first. os eee 
i nek oo = e gy of the Home Secretary mounted on an “ improved” cab-horse, elevated - a 
moun from the metal of disused lamps. But it appears after all that it is a grave national 
Saat . a ety y= Canes genius has defied time and flourished un 
minished by talism. In own line none but himself can be his paral] i 
may | ven a mee . uy oe popular corlcateriat s an artist not meh seven fw - a 
nde: . been cs upon to design a monument. Furth 
pope att ig above all ogy sp nil Catt re might ioe ay «carat 
, : : OB8ONn’s quaint “ this i i ” aq 
of the possible necessity for engraving “ this is not a lack! ” on the Gon sce rs 


—— Ls 
Tue Rvsstan ExuisitTion To ovr Tasts.—A Diner a la Russe 
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{JuLy 23, 1870, 
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LITTLE AND BIG, 


‘¢ The child is father tothe man’’.— Worvbswoniu, | 


Tuvs wrote, in a moment of weakness, 
A great metaphysical bard ; 

But the phrase, I submit in all meekness, 
Is not worth a minute’s regard. 

It is merely a random assertion 
That looks rather lofty in rhyme ; 


And, with people who read The Ezcursion, | 


May possibly pass for sublime. 


Mr. W. does not inform us 
(I very much doubt if he can) 

How he comes by a creed so enormous 
Concerning the child and the man. 

I began, like himself, as a baby, 
Like him I became an adult ; 

And have thought as profoundly, it may 


be,— 
But not with so little result. 


Excuse me for turning my nose up 
At sight of this paradox wild: 
I assert that ”o son ever grows up 
A bit like his father the child. 
Just observe what mamas, amongst others, 
Declare of nine babies in ten, 
They are “sweet pretty things,” cry the 
mothers. 
Well, where are the sweet pretty men ? 


Then the babes, as a rule, are “so clever,’ 
They notice whatever takes place. 

Do they make men of intellect? Never; 
At least, such is rarely the case. 

I myself was a genius—a beauty— 
Past rivalry many degrees :— 

Has my father’s own son done his duty ? 
Just look at me now, if you please! 


Harping on the Old String. 


Ir would seem that in journalism as in 
the case of dreams, things sometimes ‘‘go 
by contraries,”’ as Rory O’More says ; for 
a new American paper which has been 
started with the professed mission of 
telling the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth, has assumed the 
striking title of the Daily Lyre. 


Going to Bath. 
Our pickpockets are being treated 
Reseenegeenteeny Those caught “ dip- 


ping” into poc ets that don't belong to 
them are sent to Coldbath Fields. 


‘‘ His Bullets they were Made of 
Lead.”’ 


A cConTEMPORARY seems rather surprised 
to learn from the Louisville Courier that a 
man named Dz Bonp, who was wounded 
in the head by a minie bullet in 1864 has 
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lived six years with the ball in his brain. | 
We are not surprised, for we know many | 


instances of men so bullet-headed that if 
they received a ball in the brain, the only 


person who would suffer by it would be | 


the surgeon,—because when he came to 
operate he would find it impossible to sy 
which was brain and which was bullet. 





Going on Swimmingly. 


Wes see that the Lord Mayor Elect of 


Dublin bears the strange name of Buri. 
Of course it is a thoroughly national name, 
for only that queer fish, an Irish bull, 
could have a fin! 
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SHOWING HIM THE DOOR; | 
OR, WHAT MUST BE THE NEXT DEPUTATION TO THE BOARD OF WORKS. | 
| “ As these gentlemen assure me that, with all their regard for my Ministry, they cannot support it and bear you, you had better try to improve your knowledge of Art by | 
| | | studying the outside of this door.” : | 
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Jury 23, 1870.] 





Mrs, Brown on Things in General, 
MRS. BROWN’S INTERFERENCE. 
(Concluded from pege 11,) 


EX 


‘ad marricd a old -woman for ’er money as let ’im be a idlin’ 


about «all day and was «always .a-playin’ tricks with them | 
IT couldn’t | *1© ws Pas 
| ‘is wife, as he didn’t know neither not exactly, and kept a-confusin’ 


| of us. 


chemicals, as is awful explosive as every one knows. 
set no more at my front winders at work with the sun out, for if 
that feller wouldn’t get a lookin’-glass and flash it across me till I 
was quite blinded for the instant ; and then he'd take and throw them 
deternatin’ balls agin’ the front door as:would give that crash as 
would make you jump out of yourskin. So, at last, I couldn't stand 
it no longer, partickler as'the door-knocker and _bell-’andle was 
wrenched off, and all our palin’s daubed with red paint one night. 

Brown he was out of town for afew days and Mrs. Bitters was 
a-stoppin’ with me for company, when one evenin’ there come a ring 
at the bell, and the gal was gone out on a errand and me down in the 
front kitchin’. So Mrs. Briers she goes to the door like a kind soul 
for to open it, and there stood a boy at the gate as hollers out, “A 
parcel for you, mum.” She says, “ Bring it up.” He says, “ Can't 
open the gate.” ; ; 

Well, by that time, I'd got up to the door and says, “ Rubbish, give 
it a push, as’ll open easy enough.” Well, he made believe for to push 
at it. So I goes down the steps, and says, “I'll soon open it.” I 
’adn't put my foot over the door when I trod on something as give a 
bang and away I slides all down them stone steps. Mrs. Bitirrs she 
run out for to ’’elp me, and if she didn’t come down too. I wouldn't 
’ave believed as she were sucha weight if I’adn’t ’ave felt ’er come 
slap cn my back. 

It’s lucky as the gal come baek jest then as opened the gate quite 
easy, and she did stare when she see me and Mrs. BILiErs 
a-sprawlin’ on the flegs. I says, ‘‘ Wherever is that boy?” She 
says, “ There ain’t no boy, but ‘ere’s a basket,’ as she brcught in, as 
’ad been left a-lyin’ on the step; and when we come to open it if there 


Ts feller ss lived oppersitewwas a reg'lar idle wagabone, and | 
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wasn't my cat stone dead, as that willin ‘ad been a-trym’ ’is experi- | 


‘ments on I do believe. ; 
I don’t thirk as ever I was so-wild in my. life, so the first thing next 


mornin’ I was a-watchin’ for my lady as come out of ’er ’ouse a-goin’ 
to market, and I walks up to er and says, ‘It’s a pity as you don’t 
keep your son in better order, as is a downright nuisance to the street.’’ 
She says, ‘‘ What are you a-talkin’ about, I’ve got no son!” “ Well, 
then,” I says, “that bit of a boy with a tmokin’-cap and dressin’- 
gown, and,” I says, “ere he is; ” for at that werry moment he come 
out. I says to ‘im, ‘‘I'm complainin’ to your mother about you.”’ He 
turned that scarlet and I says, ‘‘ If I ketches you near my place agin’ 
I'}] duck you through and through with soapsuds,”’ and off I walks. 

He in general played ‘is tricks of a night, so I got old Stvnns, as 
does odd jobs, for to come over in the evenin’ and watch inside of my 
gardin, and give ’im a good pail of soapsuds, as he put on the top of 
the wall jest as it got dark, and there he waits, and me and Mrs. 
Briuers was in the front kitchin, with no light, a-waitin’ too. 

We must ’ave been a-waitin’ there till past ten, and I was a-dyin’ 

for my supper. So I goes out and speaks to old Srvnrs, and says, 
‘‘ Are you sure as you ain’t’eard nobody a-tamperin’ with the gate ’”’ 
as I’d’ad fresh painted. Well, I was only speakin’ in a whisper, when 
we ’eard some one come along quiet like as stops at the gate and began 
fidgettin’ at the lock. I says, ‘‘ Now for it, Stupns.’’ He says, “Tt 
may be some one else.”” I says, ‘“‘ No one ain’t a-comin’ ’ere at this 
time o’night.” So I give the pailatip up and over it goes. I ’ears 
some one ’oller, and so I opens the gate and see a man a-rollin’ on the 
path. I says, “ I’ve caught you, you willin.” 
I thought I should ’ave died when I ’eard ’im speak, as were 
Brown ‘isself, deluged in them soap-suds, end ’arf stunned with the 
blow asthe pail ’ad ketched’im. I must say as he bore it beautiful, 
for he see ’ow awful wexed I were; but everythink as he ’ad on was 
sp’ilt, leastways ‘ad to bescoured, all but ’is ’at as -wouldn’t bear it. 

I ’ad my rewenge on'them people, and oneas I likes to ’ave, and 
jest as we was a thinkin’ of movin’ ourselves, through.a-lettin’ of the 
ouse. I ’adn’t begun a-packin’ up when one evenin’ I ’eard cries of 
“ Murder, ’elp,” fromithat:oppersite ’ouse. [was all alone, for it was 
Sunday, and the girl ‘ad gone to’er chapel and ‘Brown ’ad stepped 
round for to see thexparty as‘ad took the’ouse. So I thinks as 
p’raps them cries was all-rubbish ; but, as they kep’on-and I see that 
old woman at the winder a-’ollerin’,I goes over and-says, ‘‘ What's 
the matter?’ ‘“Oh!’she says, “ He’s dead, he’s killed. Oh, pray 
come and ’elp me as amall a’one.”’ 

So I goes up to the door and she lets me in, and. shows me into the 
back parlour, and there was that young feller a-layin’ sense’ess, as ’ad 
been and blowed ’isseélf up with ’is own tricks. 

We managed for to get ’im into the front room where there was a 
sofy, and jest then ’er sexvant come in as we sent Off for a doctor. 
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Well, I don't think as ever I did sce such a ’ead as that young man's 
as I kep’ a-’oldin’ a!tankercher to, and afraid for to give “im anythink 
till the doctor'd seen ‘im, as wasn't long a-coming, and set to work for 
to cut cff all ‘is ’air and bind’im up. I thought as ’is eyes was 
blowed into the back of’is ’ead, but though dreadful burnt they wasn't 
destroyed. 

I took turn with that old weman a-watchin’ cn’im and applyin’ 
cold lotions all night,:and it was close agin five in the mornin’ as he 
cone round to ’is senees, jest as I was puttin’ im on fresh bandages. 
He was confused like in ‘is ‘ead, and didn’t know me; so I called to 








The next day she got a nuss for ‘im, bunt I-went back’ards and 
forward every day and did used to be a good deal with them, as it was 
nigh on a fortnight afore he was out of danger, and then I ‘ad to 
attend to my own movin’; but Iwill say as that young man were that 
grateful as were a pleasure to ‘ear any one—and so was she for that 
matter, as wasn't a bad sort, though what I calls a fool, a-thinkin’ 
erself a beauty as she never couldn't ’ave been, for she'd a toad’s-skin 
complexion, and them projectin’ teeth ag don’t set a large mcuth off 
and never couldn't ’ave been no figger. 

She told me as soon as ever she could move ‘im as they was a-goin’ 
to Herne Bay, ‘‘ Where,” she says, “I shall be proud to see you, Mrs. 
Brown, or any wheres else, as is a good neighbour and a true friend, 
and,’ she says, “‘Frep can’t bear to think on ‘is behaviour to you; 
and, I do assure you, spoke about your eat this werry day with tears 
in ‘is heyes as aint a bad ‘art.”’ 

“Well,” I says, “I can forgive anythink to any one as is srry for 
it, but,’ I says, “I must say as that poor hannimal scems to stick in 
my throat, as was a ‘armless beast.” 

“Yes,” she says, “and it’s singular as Frep should ‘ave b’owed 
isself up just as he did that cat.”’ 

I was a-goin’ to say, “ and serve’im right too,’ but I didn’t ; but I was 
thinkin’ as them as is cruel often comes to grief themselves. But that 
young man’s ’ad ‘is les-on, and it will be some time afore he’s able to 
play tricks on ‘is neighbours nor their cats neither, not but what I 
think as he is really sorry, for when he got to Herne Bay he wrote me 
a lovely letter as did ’im credit, though a shaky ‘and, as the doctor 
told me as it was a wonder as he weren't blow’d to atomies, as I can't 
a-bear them things as goes off myself and never will ‘ave in my } lace 
as don’t even fancy the gas meter by the kitchen door. 

So praps, after all, it’s as well as I am a interferin’ disposition, for if 
I adn’t imterfered there’s a many as would ‘ave been all the wuss for 
it ; and as to that young man’s wife, as their name were OLpririn, 
the’d been a cornchandler’s widder out Wandsworth way, as ‘ud lk ft 
‘er a ‘andsome sum, but she come up from Herne Bay a-purpose 
’erself for to bring me a ’andsome brooch as she said Fxrep ‘ad chose, 
and certainly werry useful through bein’ strong enough to ‘old a 
shawl; as proves we did never ought to ‘ave no fancies agin people 
for I never did know a kinder woman.than that Mrs. Ouprreip as in 


course ’ad done a foolish thing in marryin’ ’im, but now ’ave cot ‘er | 


work cut out to nurse im, as ave lost the use of ’is limbs as he'l] never 


get back in my opinion through ’is ead bein’ laid open, as it's a 
wonder as he’ve got ‘is senses back as I never expected myself when 
fust it ‘appened, and why ever parties goes a-blowin’ theirselves up for 
amusements like that is a downright puzzle as I don't see the fun on 
myself, and yet some parties that reckless with gunpowder the same as 
Mrs. CHALLEN as did used always to be a worretin’ for powder to clear 
the copper flue, but, I says never in my ‘ouse none of your Gvy Fox 
work for meas is dreadful dangerous, and may blow you to atoms 
afore you knows where you are. ; 


At Last! 


We learn from a contemporary that Dr. Newron has at lencth— 
after many failures—established his claim to the title of miracle- 
worker :— 

Dr. Newton, the miracle-worker, ad a very narrow escape on Thursday last from 
a large and furious crowd who surrounded Dr. Burns’ chapel to wait for the coming 
out of the impostcr. 

It’s the only miracle he has performed, but it is pretty clear that he 
only escaped martyrdom by a miracle! Or the aid of the police— 
which is almost as rarely met with. 


A Set of Teeth. 


Tak about rows of pearls !— 

In New York the latest extravagance is said to be the setting of diamonds in the 
teeth. 
The notion makes our mouth water—the very first water too. We 
shouldn't mind having tooth-acres with such a setting, for we should 
reap the advantage of them. 
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An Eccuntric Cuvcx.— Chucking an old maid under the chin. 
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That I'll be a curate.”’ 


’Tis my wish precisely : 


You have chosen wisely. 
Tell your father 


As a churchman rank you— 


Grorore said, “ Oh! thank you!”’ 


Went and studied, 
Made all preparations, 


(Though he said it) 
Passed examinations. 

(Do not quarrel 

With him, moral, 
Scrupulous digestions— 

*T was his mother, 

And no other, 
Answered all the questions !) 


Time proceeded— 
Little needed 
Gerorore admonition : 





Clients round him 
(He was an attorney). 


Long they tarried, 
Then they married : 
When the ceremony 
Once was ended, 
Off they wended 
On their moon of honey. 


Twelvemonth, maybe, 


Saw a baby 


(Friends performed an orgie). 
Much they prized him, 


And baptised him 


By the name of Grorcie : 


GEORGIE grew up— 
Then he flew up 
To his fairy mother : 
Happy meeting— 
Pleasant greeting — 
Kissing one another. 
“‘ Choose a calling 
Most enthralling, 
I sincerely urge ye.’ 
“* Mother,”’ said he 
(Rev’rence made he), 


“T would join the clergy. 


‘“« Give permission 
In addition— 

Pa will let me do it: 
He’s a-living 
In his giving 

He'll appoint me to it. 
Dreams of coff’ring, 
Easter off’ring, 


Tithe and rent and pew-rate, 


So inflame me 
(Do not blame me), 


She, with pleasure, 
Said, “‘ My treasure, 


Do your duty, 
There's a beauty, 


I would rather 
You, in clover, 
T'll watch over.”’ 


GrorGie scudded, 


And with credit 


KUN 





THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 82._THE FAIRY CURATE. 


NCE a fairy 
p Marri 


with a mortal: 
Men, however, 


Light and airy 


2" Pass the fairy portal : 
V2 Slyly dusting, 
She, to Ealing, 
Made a daily journey, 
There she found him— 












_  —_____—____—___________ 





He, elated, 
Vindicated : 
Clergyman’s position. 
People round him 
Always found him 
Plain and unpretending : 
Kindly teaching, 
Plainly preaching— 
All his money lending. 


So the fairy, 

Wise and wary 
Felt no sorrow rising— 

No occasion 

For persuasion, 
Warning, or advising. 

He, resuming 

Fairy pluming 
(That’s not English, is it ?) 

Oft would fly up— 

To the sky up— 
Pay mamma a visit. 


* * * 


Time progressing, 
GEoRGIx’s blessing 
Grew more Ritualistic— 
Popish scandals, 
Tonsures— sandals — 
Genuflexions mystic. 
Gushing meetings— 
Bosom-beatings— 
Heavenly ecstatics— 
Broidered spencers— 
Copes and censers— 
Rochets, and dalmatics. 


This quandary 
Vexed the Fairy— 
Flew she down to Ealing : 
“ Grorair, stop it— 
Pray you drop it, 
Hark to my caaiiun 
To this foolish, 
Papal rule-ish, 
Twaddle put an ending ; 
This a swerve is 
From our Service, 
Plain and unpretending.”’ 


He, replying, 
Answered, sighing, 
Hawing, hemming, humming — 
“It’s a pity— 
_ They’re so pritty— 
Yet in mode becoming, 
Mother tender, 
I'll surrender— 
































[Juty 23, 1879. | 
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ri be unaffected— ” hope to advance considerably) the doings of this awful night. I am 
Then his bishop not a vindictive man; far from it. Last week, when ertain 
person, who calls himself my friend, insulted me grossly in public, I 


Into his shop 


offensive words down his insolent 


aSenwrcssssswtesee a 
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Entered, unexpected ! 


‘“ Who is this, sir,— 
Ballet miss, sir *”’ 
Said the Bishop, coldly. 
‘“*Tis my mother, 
And no other,”’ 
Grorere answered boldly. 
‘‘ Go along, sir, 
You are wrong, sir, 
You have years in plenty. 
While this hussy 
(Gracious mussy !) 
Ten’t two and twenty !’’ 


(Fairies clever, 
Never, never, 

(trow, in visage, older; 
And the fairy, 

All unwary, 

Leant upon his shoulder!) 
Bishop grieved h'm— 
Disbelieved him. 

(:£01.GE the point grew warm on— 
Changed religion 
Like a pigeon,* 

And became a Mormon. 





GETTING TO SLEEP. 


RECOLLECTIONS OF NIGHT AND MoRnNING. 


Exteven. I always go to bed at this hour and rise at eight. The 
doctors tell me that by pursuing this course I may live to the age of 
ninety-five, if nothing unpleasant occurs in the meantime. I have 
learned a song about being ninety-five and keeping single; I often 
sing it in bed and look forward with hope—if not with certainty to a 
long and happy life. In case of accidents, however, I shall make my 
will at ninety-four and a half. Old age commands respect, even in a 
wig and false teeth, especially when old age has a little money. It is 
only contemptible when it keeps late hours or calls a meeting of credi- 
tors. But I must go to sleep. 

Twetve. Midnight suggests many solemn thoughts. HMlamlet called 
it the “ witching’’ hour, in allusion to the three weird sisters who 
plunged a celebrated Scottish usurper into crime, and refused most 
emphatically to get him out again. Spectres usually select this period 
as the most convenient and agreeable one for haunting the isolated inn 
or the abandoned abbey. They frequently loaf about these cheerful 
resorts until early morn, to the dismay of the wicked and the intense 
delight of the truly virtuous. It is generally a hidden treasure or an 
assassinated relative that keeps them up so late. They sleep during 
the day to make up for it, like policemen and market gardeners. But 
I must go to sleep. 

Oxe. The common house-cat (known to the ancients as the /e/is 
dvmestica) performs its revels unseen though not unheard upon the 
neighbouring housetops or in the subterranean depths of the cir- 
cumjacent area. Small pieces of putty, propelled through a long 
glass tube with great violence, have sometimes been directed with 
fatal accuracy against these thoughtless but irritating wanderers of 
the night. The sport is a cruel one, though breathlessly exciting ; 
for these vociferous quadrupeds, being incapable of reason, are not 
properly responsible for their fiendish outcries. They probably think 
that we like it. Let us be just; it was owing to the exploits of a 
favourite cat that a young man once became a Lord Mayor. Puss in 
Boots, however, is a pure fiction. But I must go to sleep. 

Two. Kino ALrrep was in the habit of dividing the twenty-four 
hours into three parts, one of which was devoted entirely to slumber. 
How he employed the other two is perfectly immaterial. He was a great 
King, possibly because he took his eight hours regularly. Nothing 
is more delightful, when jaded in body and mind, than to sink almost 
imperceptibly into a long and profound sleep. It seems rather more 
than a fortnight since I came to bed. Thrice within the last hour 
have I turned my feverish pillow; thrice have I paced my limited 
apartment with rapid and energetic strides. I have drank two pints 
of cold water and washed my face and hands. I have counted a 
thousand. How singular, that with a calm conscience, a vigorous 
constitution, a But I must go to sleep. 

Turer. At the earliest cagaorenity I will sally forth into the 
crowded streets of the metropolis and procure a long glass tube. The 
Selis domestica shall rue until his dying hour (which, by the way, I 


* * Like a bird’—ary bi d. 








| as they do. 


refrained from cramming the 
throat; not because he was my superior in strength, but because I 
hold revenge to be an unworthy passion. The present case, though, 
is one of exceptional atrocity; with nine lives apiece, if necessary, 
shall those nightly brawlers appease the manes of my slaughtered 
slumber. One is too poor, too weak for my revenge (Othello). But 
| I must go to sleep. 
Fovr. How distinctly, in the stillness of morning, are borne afar 
| the accents of the church clock!—If I only had the putty, I think I 
could manage to do it without the long glass tube. A muscular 
| biceps and an accurate aim work wonders occasionally. The light 
| streams powerfully in at my wiadows; yet even now I might redeem 
four hours from the almost wasted night. The age of ninety-five 
appears problematical: suppose wemakeit ninety. Old age commands 
—but I repeat myself. My brain is rather unsteady. I would not 
wish to live until even ninety as a confirmed lunatic. Rather would 
I go off at once and say nothing about it. But I must go to sleep. 
Five. The children of toil are astir; I myself am nearly as much 
astir as though I were a member of the same family. The reflections 
_ of the past night would form a painful but realistic volume. I shall 
die at about seventy, nipped in my bud. But I must go to sleep. 
Six. Only two hours left me. Igive mysclf sixty now. Sixty is 
not bad, but I feel my disappointment keenly. Putty, a long glars 
tube, a muscular biceps and accurate aim. But I must go to sleep. 
Seven. “Chaos is come again.’’ (Othello, as before.) I shall 
never go to sleep any more; “Macbeth hath murdered sleep.”’ 
(Tragedy of that name, for a change.) 
Eieut. ‘“ Your hot water, sir!’’ (Faithful domestic.) 
———=_———_—— 
Tit for Tatting. 
A YANKEE paper says :— 
The women in Bristol, Tennessee, take their kn! 
Well! Better knit than spin yarns. Woman's Rights advocates 
would do better to “drop two”’ occasionally instead of taking one up 
They wouldn't upset one so much if they would “ pearl 
one”’ oftener. 


tting to church. 


Hang it all! 
Tus is a case of “ locking the stable door,” etc. : 
bstone for a man hanged for horse” 


A Missouri town is raisingmoney to buy 4 ton 
stealing, who has been found innocent. 
This comes rather too late. They should have suspended their judg- 
ment instead of the prisoner. Of course the proposed stone will take 
the form of a /altar-tomb. 


A-Rousby then, my Merry, Merry Men! 

On Friday, the 22nd instant, Mas Rovsry, who has so long charmed 
the town witb her impersonation of Elizabeth in ’Twizt Are and 
Crown, will take her benefit. There willbe lots of crowns, doubtless, 
and no need for axin’. 


——_— — + 





Aushers to Correspondents, 





{ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by @ stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.} 


H. E. (Hackney-road).— If you are the “ origanal’’ we don't envy you. 

AUBREY DE G. (Kensington).—Poor thing! having been imposed upon 
wiih an old joke you wish to pass iton! But it won't do! 

Op1n.— Your MS. was so bad, we T(h)or it up! 

VOLUNTEER.— None of your ‘if ’’a—- stick to your butts! 
is clearly out of your range. 

P. D.—Not, we fear, ex P. D. Herclein ;—scarcely strong enough for the 
place. 

G. T. (Kensington).—You are right; we must expect to be yelped at by 
“anonymous cads in scurrilous prints,’ who are, as you say, ‘envious 
because, owing to their insignificance, no one has thought it wortb his while 
to swindle them into ‘contributing to trade circulars.’’’ Eut we keep a 
dog, and should not like to dishonour him by using our whip to inferior 
animals. 

Rover.—Quite right to cut the connection with such blackguardism. 

A READER — Good! 

Declined with thanks :—F. McG., Vauxhall; G. E. 8.; A. H.; W., 
Markham-squere; H. O. F.; J. B.; Stumps X.; F.A. H. ; B. B.; Enquirer; 
J. H., Manchester; K., Kew; G. E.; W. F. C, Croydon; Toodles; 
Sophia; King Lear; Childe Harold, Southampton; J., Liverpool; Risum 
Teneatis; R. J.; Wide-awake; Puss; B. D., Dalston; Y. Z.; Theatricus; 
B., Leeds; F. M. R.; T. T.; J. Islington; W. D., Kingsland; B.; A 
Cuss ; Never Say Die; A Roaring Cod; 8. T. W., Hammersmith. 


Comic copy 












INN-D 


Trate Hibernian :—“ WattuEr! 
Waiter :-—“ VERY SORRY, SIR. 


nor 


EEO! 


Tum PITaTEES ISN'T RHIDDY!”’ 
Cook’s BEBN A-BILIN’ "EM THESE TWO HOURS.” 





I. H. :—“Two novrs, 1s 1? Farx, 11's COLD WATTER 8HE’8 BEEN BHILIN’ ’EM IN THIN!” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JULY. 


Tue Overland Monthly—our favourite magazine—just to hand, shall 
_ stand first for notice this week, for it contains (from the pen of Mr. 
F. Baer Harte, we conjecture) a poem entitled “ Dickens in Camp,” 
which is one of the most graceful tributes yet paid to the memory of 
the great writer. It tells how the story of Little Nell was read aloud 
in a diggers’ camp, and with what effect. We quote the two last 
| verses: — 
Lost is that ! Bat let its ¢ t story. 
Blend with the breath that thrills 
Wich hop-vine’s incense all the pensive glory 
That fills the Kentish hills. 
Anion that grave where English oak and holly 
And laurel wreaths entwine, 
Dream it not all a too presumptuous fo: ly— 
This spray of weste:n pine! 

Tus Gentleman's Journal, which has adopted the explanatory sub- 
title of the Fouth’s Miscellany, is a wonderful lot for the money, and 
contains several interesting tales. We are sorry however to see in 
“ Townsend the Runner” a tendency to the pernicious habit of 
glorifying the highwayman. A series of papers on “ Athletics and 





Tue Examiner, 26th March, 1870:—“ Catalogues, as a rule, are } 


about the least interesting combinations of typography published, 
except, of course, those having some special object in view. Mr. 


Srreeter, of Conduit-street, whose specialité is the manufacture of | and clocks, made by machinery. 


jewellery by machinery, has, however, produced a little book, artisti- 
cally printed, illustrated, and bound, containing some useful informa- 
tion on such topics as the quality of the gold and the workmanship of | 
articles of jewellery, the manufacture of watches by machinery, &c. 
The engravings are admirably executed, and the designs show great 
taste and originality.” 








_ SLL i 


Training” treats of subjects that have a deep interest for boys, and | 


would be an interesting feature in the hands of a more competent 
writer than “Captain Crawley.’’ By the way there is an odd mistake 
(twice repeated) in the Dickens obituary. The dates of Dickens * 
birth and death are given as “tat, Feb. 7, 1812; ott June ¥, 
1870!” 

Our Young Folks contains, amid other amusing matter, 
paper on “ How to Draw,” which contains a number of 
early hieroglyphs of various races. 

Tue Atlantic Monthly contains a pleasing poem by LoNGrELLOW. 
We are sorry to see that Mrs. Srows is still permitted to write. ; 

Tue Million is chiefly noticeable because it contains a story that 18 
already appearing in the Young Ladies’ Journal. Beyond this curlosl'y 
of literature there is not much of note. +t 

We have received the Best of Everythinz, The Ladies’ Journal (with 
an excellent illustration on page 417 by the way), Cook's Excursionts’, 
The Westminster Papers, L+ Follet, Scientific Opinion, The Gardeners 
Magazine, The Tobacco Plant. 


a very curious 
fac-similes of 


A Dress for the Concert-room: Organ-di muslin with fluted 
flounces. > 


Tue Covet Crecvrar, 19th March, 1870, says :—“ Mr. STREETER; 
of Conduit-street, has just published a neat catalogue, with very elabo- 
rate and artistic designs of diamond ornaments, jewellery, and watches 
By this process the most costly 
articles of this class may be obtained at a much cheaper rate. . . Th° 
book is a very useful one, and handsomely got up.” 

Tue Broap “Arrow, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. SrreetTer (everybody 
knows Mr. Streeter), has sent us a very pretty little book, quite “ 
‘machine-made jewel’ of a book; in fact, the type, illustrations 
binding, and tout ensemble of which are perfectly unique.”’ 
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Much older now, with wrinkled brow, 
i 
| 
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THE A B C MIXTURE. 


By Ovr Specrat SIGHTSEER. 





I HAVE just returned from inspecting the works of the Native Guano 
Company, whose plans for the utilisation of sewage seem at once 


FIRE! 


simplicity and perfection, and will, I think, in a short time a 
for ever the controversy which has for so long gone on as to what shall 
be done with the valuable matter cast out from our large cities, that | 
by its present treatment is not only valueless, but productive of 


epidemics of the most fatal and destructive description. 


I am full of | 


information on the subject, but as technicalities are not in your | 


readers’ line, they will most likely prefer the following, the A B C 


mixture being, I may as well premise, the chief agent in the great 


change wrought. 


Once I was young—that “once’”’ I trow 
It grieveth me full sore, 
For I'm getting on in lustres now, 
And aging each day more. 
But young, at school, I had by rule 
My A 5 C to say, 
And in no sort supposed ’twas short 
For Alum, Blood, and Clay. 


But yet with much to learn, 
Your mandate high obeying, I 
Round Hastings took a turn. 
And standing near the wavelets clear, 
I seemed to hear them say, 
“We're pure, we're free, thanks always be 
To Alum, Blood, and Clay !”’ 


Full many a word, thought I, I’ve heard 
Of mixture A BC, 

I'll to the engine like a bird 
To see what that may be. 


VOL. XII. 











There Force Centrifugal I found 
Ruling with mighty sway, 

And he whirled around with rushing sound 
The Alum, Blood and Clay. 


From evils great ‘tis oft our fate 
To suffer much and long ; 

From drainage bad we've ofttimes had 
Diseases swift and strong. 

To him who makes such dangers less 
Most cordial thanks we pay, 

And hope success for the sewage dress 
Of Alum, Blood, and Clay, 


— -—— 


Pay-triotism. 


A commiTree has been formed for the purpose of raising a fund in 

| recognition of the loyalty and valour of the Canadian Volunteers 
during the late Fenian invasion. Virtue is its own reward, and we do 
not quite see why we should treat Patriotism as if it were not Virtue. 

| It is hardly a compliment to the gallant Canadians to offer them a 
money reward because they have defended their own hearths and 


Horrible! 


Apropos of the recent opposition to the Irish Land Bill in the House 
of Lords a radical correspondent observes that as there is now a 
‘‘Commons Preservation Act’’ there ought to be a “ Lords Abolition 


Bill.”’ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| homes against such an invasion as the Fenian one! 
| 
| 
| 
| 





Bridgwater Cure. 


An instance of “compounding for sins,” a /a Hudibras, is offered by 


Commons in favour of closing public houses on a Sunday. It doesn't 


| Bridgwater, which has just presented a petition to the House of 
| 


| mind bribery but is horrified at imbibe-ery. 
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Oy FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, July 27th, 1870. 
‘AY WAR, the duration of which it is impossible to foresee, has been 
: A begunin Europe. At present Prussia—that is to say South and 
>& North Germany—and France alone are concerned, but it 1s only 
~ too probable that early in the struggle complications may arise 
which will involve many of the states which now stand unwilling 
spec of the strife. , 
Si cwerrel is an old one doubtless, but the immediate cause of this 
criminal war is to be found in the cld Napoleonic policy, which meets 
discontent at home with,war and glory abroad. It is only too likely 
that the number of soldiers, who voted “ no’’ at the recent plebiscitum, 
are unconsciously answerable for the war. To propitiate the 
dissatisfied army the Napoleonic idea is to indulge it with glory! At 
the same time France is armed and munitioned thoroughly, in spite of 
the constant hollow cry of peace. 


£ 








As Mr. Drsraxut has truly observed, the opinion of the whole civilized | 


world will condemn the originator of the strife—the man who desires 
to re-establish personal government at any cost, at the price of blood- 
shed, rapine, and misery. Both sides in the fray of course appeal to 
Divine aid. Itis not fof Humanity to attempt to predict to which 
side the Decider of Battles will give the victory. But as far as mortals 
may judge he will be found on the side of the monarch who with tears 
in his eyes is forced into war, rather than with the despot who has 
schemed for it for years, who has promoted it with lying rumours, and 
calls for it with the voices of a hired mob! 





Mr. Ayrton has given us another instance of that euriosa felicitas 
wherewith he ever avails himself of the very smallest opening for 
increasing his unpopularity, already vast enough to satisfy most 
gluttons for dispraise. He has denounced with his usual vigour the 
custom of bathing in the Serpentine. He says it is the most 
indecent and disgusting spectacle to be seen anywhere :— and it would 
certainly not be permitted in any continental city. But at the same 
time there is no question about the desirability of Londoners having 
some such public and free bathing. place. Mr. Ayrton may belong to 
the old school who will not believe in tubs and cold water; but general 
Opinion is against him and declares them to be necessities. Such a neces- 
sity should bea clever Minister's opportunity. A shed for dressing and 
undressing, and a few regulations to compel its use, would remove 
the objection Mr. Ayxron urges; and the Se tine might become 
the London School for teaching the useful and noble art of swimming. 
No doubt many a life has been saved by those who acquired the art 
in the Serpentine, and for this reason no less than on the score of 
health, the bathing should not only be permitted, but, under proper 
regulations, encouraged. The plan we suggest would cost little, the 
expense of erecting a long wooden shed, and printing a list of 
regulations to be enforced by the keepers or the lies 





Good News. 


Tus Echo says:— 

Mr. George Perren will again resume the direction of the operas in English. at 
the Crystal Palace, on Tuesday next. The first opera to be eins will be 1 
Trova‘ore, with Miss Blanche Cole and Mr. Perren representing the principal 
churacters. 

We are glad to hear that there is a probability of English opera at 
Sydenham becoming a Perxen-ial. 


Rifle-lol-de-ray! 
We are glad to see this :— 


It is stated that the orders directing the departure of the rifle brig: 
Canada have been counterm vnded. is P ine rigade from 


While there is any chance of the other “rifle” brigade—the Fenians 
—turning up, we should leave Greek to meet Greek. 





Three Cheers for the Chichester. 


Two thorough seamen, Carpraty Domerrand Capra Trivett, have 
visited the Chichester Training ship for Homeless and Destitute Boys, 
which lies moored off Greenhithe, and expressed themselves greatly 
pleased with all the arrangements. Knowing the in-Domett-able 
energy of the secretary of the institution, Mra. W. Wiuurams, we are 


not surprised that everything should be found right as a Trivett. 
A Prrcuep Barris.— When beth parties try to blacken each other. 





| 
| 
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LYDIA’S DICK. 


By Horace In CAmp. 

SS) AY, lLypra, — Dick 
: — why you'd rob 
of his score! 
Why debar froin 

his chanee of a 
SS prize 
a. > A marksman at 

Se Wimbledon 
famous of yore, 
Ere himself made 

a mark for 

bright eyes? 


At the firing-point 
once you'd not 
hit on his 
match 

At shooting each 
hot dusty day ; 

But he certainly 
now won't ke 
up to _ the 
scratch 

If you come to 
the point every 


= el eee BN day. 
= <4. | _— 
Pr’ythee why 0 
compete at 
some  far-dis- 


tant ranzge— 


Does he now never ride on the tram, 
’Mid his brothers-in-arms, who lament he should change 
From an excellent shot to a sham? 


And why won’t he turn-out, as he used, for his tub, 
Every morning at six of the clock ? 

Why omits he his rifle to oil and to scrub, 
Barrel, sights, chamber, trigger, and lock ? 


Ah, why does his shoulder with bruises no more 
Tell of frequent recoils the proud tale? 

And, oh, why is no bullseye now seen in his score, 
Who used ne’er at long ranges to fail ? 


Why all day round the tents does he loiter and spoon, 
With his shooting thus playing Old Nick, 

If he isn’t a case of decided ‘** gone coon ’’— 
If in prospeet you're not “ Mrs. Dick ”’ ? 





Post Haste! 


“Dear asa Post” is an old saying, but it will be superseded by 
“ deaf as the General Post”’ if that department does not lend an ear to 
this grievance :— 


Aletter dated at Rodel, in Harris, is the long island of the Hebrides, address*“ 
to a person on the other side of the sound—which is about eight miles across— W: ' 
be sent by private runner to Tarbet Post Office. This runner is not pa. 5 
Government. The distance from Rodel to Tarbet is twenty-one miles. There 
goes by runner, who is paid by Government, to Stornoway—thirty-six miles. Then 
from Stornoway to Aulbay by packet—forty-five miles. Then to Dingwa.l-a00U' 
eighty miles. The letteris allowed to rest at Dingwall for a night or so. It is then 
sent by the Dingwall and Skye mail to Dunvegan—124 miles—then from Dunves” 
to Lochmaddy by packet—about forty miles. The last stage is by runner tv -‘S 
destination—about six miles—this occupying twelve or fourteen days in go-ng ov! 
some 352 miles of sea and land to go eight miles. 


The General Post has generally been honourably distinguishe4 

among Government de ts; but when it compels letters to 5° 

round three hundred and fifty miles to between two points eight 

Ofin apart it seems ambitious to win the t title of the Circumlocution 
ce. 





‘* It’s an Ill Wind,” etc. 


Tue South Kensington clique, which has so long ruled th 
Horticultural Society, can at last point to onetriumph! By neglectirs 
the gardens at Chiswick they have encouraged a plentiful crop ° 
weeds, which now that cattle-feed is scarce is eagerly purchased by 
cow-keepers. We only wish we had the weeding of South Kensington! 
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Why is a broken heart like beef fro *s? 
eae m the butcher's 
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THE MODERN 


“ Cxsar’s spirit, ranging for reve 
Shall in these confines with a monarch’s v 
Cry ‘ Havoc’ and let slip the dogs of war! 
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THE MASQUE OF WAR. 


Bip him hail! Bid him hail—for he comes :-— 
’Tis the hero of song and of story ! 
With the loud rattatoo of the drums 
Give a welcome, a welcome to Glory! 
See the laurels that circle his brow— 
See his breast how it sparkles with orders, 
And his robe is of purple, I trow, 
With a thick bullion fringe at its borders. 
The fringe it is heavy and deep, 
And the robe of thick silk it is woven, 
Yet it cannot deny you a pee 
Underneath at the hoof that is cloven. 


Yet again with the drums! Let them beat— 
Let them roll out the briskest of marches ! 
For, behold, it is War, whom we greet 
With our garlands and banners and arches. 
Oh, his step is the stride of a god, 
And his armour of gold, how it clashes! 
Jewelled plumes in his burgonet nod— 
And his corslet with diamonds flashes. 
And the face that is under the casque, 
Wreathed with smiles you for ever will find it— 
But the smiles are the smiles of a mask ; 
"Tis a skull that hides grinning behind it. 


To what jubilant music they come! 
How the trumpets all bosoms are thrilling! 
And how stirring the roll of the drum, 
And the fife-note incessantly shrilling ! 
Yes, and hark! the big guns how they boom, 
And the musketry keeps up a rattle ; 
Till fierce passions our bosoms consume 
With a hunger and longing for battle. 
But list when the tumult goes by, 
And the widowed and fatherless sighing 
Shall mingle their sorrowing cry 
With the groans of the wounded and dying. 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


I was about to commence my letter with the ejaculation Eureka' 
and thus signify that my researches in the world of sporting had not 
been without some satisfactory result, but a moment's reflection assured 
me that foreign languages are never used by the august body whom I 
have the honour of representing in your columns, except when in the 
wrong place ; so I conquered the inclination and began as follows :— 

Dear Sir,—My steady and continuous endeavours have at last been 
rewarded, and the chief puzzle of my life issolved. I have discovered 
what constitutes success at turf writing, and the suspicions which at first 
only glimmered in my mind are now turned into positive and brilliantly 
illuminated certainties. Like a tout upon training ground I have 
watched and waited; but, unlike that estimable public functionary, I 
have found out something real. You will think perhaps that I am 
foolish to divulge so valuable a secret, but in the interests of my readers 
Istop at nothing, and now reveal the elements of greatness in the 
school of horse-racing prophecy :—A faculty for “naming”’ every 
horse in a race by turn, and finally selecting the wrong one, combined 
with a cool hardihood which enables the tipster to state emphatically 
after the event that the winner was always his fancy; a supreme 
contempt for any of the rules supposed to govern English composition ; 
and an intense desire to improve the poets—from SHAKESPEARE 
downwards—who may be honoured by quotation. These are the 
leading characteristics of the most prominent turf scribes of the day, 
and these, so faras I can see, are the only reasons why they are 
prominent. In the same line are to be found gentlemen who name 
winners by the score, who have a wholesome recollection of school- 
0y lessons, and who, being gentlemen, respect the sanctity of private 
life and admit when they are in error, but—bless your innocent heart 
—they are only “little men” by comparison with the magnates I have 
referred to above. It was one of these “great guns” who wound up 
an article of fourteen columns with this extraordinary quotation 
apropos of a desire to choose two horses in a race— 


How happy could I be with either, were the t’other dear charmer gone away, 


and who on being remonstrated with backed himself at odds for 
correctness, and sent out for a copy of SHAKESPEARE to prove it! 
aving discovered all this for myself, I, previously to starting for 
the boatrace between Sapier and KELLey, consulted the authorities, 
and discovered that KeLuey could not possibly lose on paper, this being 
the summing-up of his chance by the first of the foremost prophets :— 
men. are reported well, and despite the adage that ‘ youth must 
be served,’ I shall look to the superior staying powers of Haxny 


KeLLEY.’’ You will observe that the writer does not say what he will 
look for, but having studied his style I knew “ to produce the winn r’’ 
| Was meant, and therefore made all haste to Putney to back Sanrex. 
| In this I had no difficulty, as the prophets had been so unanimous is 





to Ketiey’s prowess, that anyone daring to back the other wis 
regarded as nothing less than silly. However, when they started my 
theory was vindicated and my bets were realised, as SADLER won right 
away from end to end. 


| _ Rattlepate’s unsatisfactory trial is a d imper to my hopes of 
finding the (‘oodwood Stakes winner in that quarter, and I must take 
| Tony to fight out the battle with my old choice 

| CAPITALISTE. 

| 


For the Cup I shall venture on a bold prediction, the tossing test 
(which I have entered at Stationers’ Hall, and registered for tra 
mission abroad) having resulted as follows :— | 

rot sc te eee eek he wo OD 
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Hampers and other presents from suc .ssful followers may for th 
present be sent to the oftice, where I have no doubt a few of them will 
be reserved for the use of AUGSPUR, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 177. 


Now inky clouds are gathering overhead, 
Pregnant with war's innumerable woes ; 
Sweet Peace from earth reluctantly has fled, 
And face to face two nations meet as foes ; 
The Gallic hearts with fiery passions burn— 
The Prussian breasts are filled with courage high and stern, 


1. See where the warriors of France 
Boldly their banner advance ; 
And where the Ihine’s rapids are whirled 
The standard of Prussia unfurled. 


2. Glad field, and peaceful hamlet, humble cot! 
How hard your lot ; 
The helpless prey of an invading horde, 
With fire and sword. 


3. Here are the whole defences planned 
So clearly by his skilful hand: 
Fosse, rampart, mine, and countermine, 
"Tis his to scheme and to design. 


4. The family’s ideas and traditions 
Were aye ambitious and inclined to war ; 
Its cry is “ peace,” to lull the world’s suspicions, 
But it loves carnage, which good men abhor. 


. Oh, the battle—the conquest—the glory 

Are gains that look grand in amount: 

But just wait till the end of the story 
For items on this side to count. 

On one page, the laurels, and crosses, 
The prizes the victors will get :— 

But this reckons against them the losses— 
Death, poverty, famine, and debt. 


Cr 


6. As foaming waves on foaming waves succeed, 
And fling themselves against some cliff’s steep side ; 
So on the serried squares at headlong speed 
They ride—they ride! 


So.ution or Acrostic No. 175.— Weather, Drought: Ward, En.- 
| peror, Anio, Tu, Hag, English, Rust. 


- 


Correct SOLUTION oF Acrostic No, 175 RECEIVED JuLyj20th.—Slodger and 
D. E. H.; Row; Ruby’s Ghost ; Double M.; Rustic ; D. G.’s Darling >] 
Papa’s Home ; Datchet; Rusty Lock; Scarr Wheel; skunky; Biddy. 


Tine: 
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Ingine-ious. 

WE are glad to be able to complete the following story :— 

A telegram from Salt Lake reports that on the 15th of June, as a train 
Pacific Kailway approached the Platte river, the engine driver discovered 2 band 
300 Indians crossing the line. As the train neared them they began to yell, ar 
supposing they were about to attuck the train, full steam was put on, Cr.v.ng. 
through the band at high speed, and killing thirteen Indians. 


| 
‘“‘T guess,” observed the Engineer after he had “gone through ” the 


= ( 





band of savages, “that a red Injun ain't no manner o use agains? 4 
. ? 
steam Injun! 


Tur DRAUGHTSMAN’S PARADISE.—Pencil-vania. 


a 
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THE WORKMEN'S INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION. 


We have had several examples of Workmen's Exhibitions at various 
times and places; most of them were mediocre, some of them were 
bad. The present one is a model of good management and order, and 
the only fault to be found with it is an insufficient catalogue. We 
are glad to see that the silly toys that have rendered previous 
exhibitions ridiculous have been rigorously excluded at the Agricultural 
Hall. You will look in vain for models of buildings formed of ginger- 
beer corks, acrobatic figures that go through spasmodic evolutions 
when you drop a halfpenny into a hole, and such other elaborate 
absurdities On the other hand, you will see many excellent works of 
art, dnd not a few clever and useful inventions ; and you will note with 
pride that with the exception of the Italian contributions there is 
nothing to dispute the palm of excellence with the handiwork of our 
native workers. 

The Italians have very properly been given the best places by their 
hosts, who show a laudable generosity and modesty in so doing. The 
display of Italian wares is excellent. The Irish and English show is 
also admirable. In furniture and metal work these latter departments 
are all that can be desired, while in glass—with the exception of the 
fairylike manufactures of Satviari in the Italian display—they have 
no rivals. Porcelain-painting is well represented, and we observe is 

nerally the work of a female hand, a fact which we think should 
indicate to those who desire to find employment for women, an opening 
that might be turned to great use. The industry might be developed 
with profit to all concerned. 

We may add, that an excellent collection of pictures will be found at 
Islington. Altogether the place is thoroughly worthy of a visit ; and 
the undertaking is not only deserving of every encouragement but will 
return a profit to the investor of the encouragement. 

We are glad to see that the price of admission has been lowered, 
and will be yet further reduced. When a ticket only costs twopence 
or sixpence at most, there is no excuse for those who stay away. The 
working men can easily avail themselves of the opportunity of seeing 
what can be done by their class; and employers of labour, if they 
cannot visit Islington themselves, may fairly be called upon to buy 

packets of tickets for distribution among their people. The 
outlay would be small, the advantage great, and—what is more— 


mutual. 


We cannot close our notice without saying that the highest praise | in Paris. 
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belongs to those active and judicious workers who have been the 
executive, and have planned and carried out the exhibition. 


Fat-erland 


An American paper informs us that :— 


@ The New York Germans have organized an association of fatmen. It numbers 
already 90 members, whose united weights amount to about 21,000 pounds, the 
average weight of the members being about 17 stone. 

Now that war is declared the association had better join the Prussian 
army in a body. Its members are eminently calculated to offer the 
invader a stout resistance. 


An Engineering Triumph. 
WE learn that :— 


M. Alphaud, an engineer at Paris, has invented a ‘steam girl.”’ For the relief of 
anxious mothers we beg to assure them that this is not a “‘ fast’”’ young lady, but a 
new machine for paving. 

We should be glad to see a few of these French beauties in our 
capital. Indeed we would gladly exchange French importations 
from Cyprus for these maids of Rhodes. 


A Try-it-on among the Minnows. 
Punters on the Thames—we don’t refer to those who put down 
the “ pieces’ at ’appy ‘Ampton—in their efforts to capture the levia- 
thans of the river find the shandy-gaf indispensable. 


Please the Pigs! 


We learn from the South London Press that “the keeping of pigs in 
the borough is likely to be discontinued.” Quite right! It was an 
absurd anomaly. Only rabbits should be kept in burrows. 





Brought to Book. 


Twetve youths have been sent by the Emperor of Morocco to be 
educated in France. Though bound in Morocco they are to be lettered 












| 








“and 
wae ‘looks thirteen, 
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HELEN DOUGLAS. 


A TRAGEDY IN FIVE ACTS. 





ACT I.—SceneE: Borders of a@ Wood. Axcute, a Blacksmith, and 
Hector, his blind father, discovered. 


Hectror.— Who would not bea Douglas ? 


ArcHIE.—No one—except those who in many recent Scotch plays | 


have said the same thing about being a Campbell, a Stewart, a Mac- 
kenzie, and a Macgregor. 
Enter Ropert Dovetas. 

Dovetas.—Is the Lady Helen in the castle ? 

ArRcHIE.—She 1s. 

Hector.—Ha! That is the voice of Robert Douglas, my foster son, 
went to Italy at the age of two. I remember it well. (Zo ArcutE.) 
Tell me, does the gentleman stand a-straddle very much, and does he 
work his arms about a good deal, and is he altogether rather provincial 
in his action 

Doveras.—I can answer you, old man. 
and much—much more! 

Hecror.—Then it is—ha! ha!—my long lost foster son! 
embrace.) 

Doveias.—Now about the Lady Helen—my early love. 

Arcuig.— She is married to James Ruthven. 

Doveras.—Married !—and is she happy * 

Arcute.—She says she is—but you shall see the gentleman: pre- 
sently, and judge for yourself. Ha! they come. 

Enter HELEN and RuTHVEN. 


( They 


Dovertas.— No, no—she is not—she cannot be happy with such as | 


he! 
Rvutuven.—My ownfondlove, I,’dore thee! Yes! guggle, guggle! 
Heren.—My incoherent own! (Sees Dovctias.) Ha! a stranger! 
Doveras.—I am Robert Douglas, your early love. I still love you, 
and would make you mine. 
Rutuven.—Then comeandstaywithusaslongasyoulike. 
Doveras.—I will. 
HELEN. (aside to RuTHVEN).—lIs not this rather rash ° 
Rutuven.— Howcanheprosecutehisplans (gu/p) unless I askhimin ? 
Heren.—Terrue. 
Tableau. 


ACT II.—Scene 1. Chamber in Douglas Caitle. 


Visitors in complete armour on the mantelpiece. Enter Lord Gorpon. 


Lorp Gorpon.—The king requires your presence, James Ruthven. | 


Rutuven.—I go. But why are you dressed like a Harlequin? 

Lorp Gorpon.—I do it for a wager. 

Rutuven.—Then, say no more (gu/p), Iam satisfied (gugg/e). [ Exit. 

Dovetas.—Now to murder him, and marry his widow. Ha! ha! 
ha! [ Exit in three stamps, with his arm up in the air. 

Scenz 2. The Fairies’ Glen. Enter RuTHVEN. 

Rurnven.—It’s allverywell to call this the (gu?) Fairies’ Glen. To 

my mind, it’s muchmorelike a (guggle) Battersea Brick Field. 
Enter Dove tas. 

Doveras.—Stand and fight! 

RvTHVEN (naturally enough).—But why? 

Dovetas (candidly).—Because I want your wife. 

[They fight. Ruruven is killed.. Exit Doveras very quickly. 
Rutuyen.—Ha! I am dying. 
Enter Orv Hector. 

. Hector.—My master a bleeding corse? There is something wrong 
ere. 

Rutuven.—I have been slain —by Robert Douglas. 

[Dies—thank heaven ! 
Enter all the family. 


Lapy He.ten.—My husband murdered ? Let us vow revenge! 
ALL.—We will. | They do. 
ACT III.—Ante-room. (Scene between-a waiting-maid,and:-ARCHIE, who 
who has sold the goodwill of that snug little blacksmithing concern, and 
now gains a living by spinning out front scenes.) 
Scene 2. Chamber in Douglas Castle. Family assembled. 
Lorp GoxRpDON. 
Lorp Gorpon.—The king will occupy your castle, unless you will 
defend it yourself. 
¥ Heten.—I can’t fight, for I am a woman. I can only talk, 


that. not distinctly. But my son, here, who is nearly four but 
and who talks like five-and-thirty, will do his 


Hector goes mad, 


Enter 


est. 
Lorp Gorpoy.—He will not do. 
Lapy Heten.—Ha! 
Doveras.—Ha! 


Now if you had a husband. 








—— te 
" 


RUN 


I am all that you describe | 


The family assembled, | 
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| Lavy Heren.—I Aare a husband ! 
Doveras.—Then you will marry me ? 
| Lapy Heren.—lI will! ; 
Dovatas.—Good. (Aside.) 
the sole heir. (To ARcuHIE.) | 
forest. 
| ARcHiE.—I will. Tir%es 
ACT IV.—TZhe Witch's Leap. Enter Ancwie and Lit!) 
ARrcHIE.—Now run about and lose yourself, [Brit Little Boy. 
Enter Lapy HE.en. 
| Lapy Heren.—Where is my boy ? 
| Arcnre.— Lost! 
| ALL.—No, no—there he is! on that rock. 
Lavy He.ien.—I will climb up and save him. [ Does se. 
ACT V.—Scenr, Banqueting Hall. Family celebrating the marriage of 
HeEtEN to Dovatas, on apples. 
Doveras.—I drink to the bride! 
Enter the Family Chaplain, 
| _Famiry Cuaprain.—Hold! I overheard your conspiracy to destroy 
the little boy !_ I denounce you as an intending murderer | 
(But as the Reverend Gentleman knew this all along, he should have 
mentioned it before he married the young pec)’: 
A.ti.—Ha! 


If the little boy is killed I shall }s 
Take the little boy and lose him in th: 


Enter Hector, sane. 
Hector.—Now that I have recovered my senses, I may mention, 
incidentally, that he murdered James: Ruthven, and that he has 
| poisoned the wine that little boy is going to drink. 
Dove ras.—A lie! Behold! 
| | Drains the cup, and is very unwell after 
| Atrt.—It was poisoned ! 
Dovetas (dying).—It was! 
| if they do they must take the consequences. 
utterances of your's truly. 


Little boys shouldn’t drink wine, and 
These are the dying 
Dies. 
CURTAIN. 

OvrsELves.— Perhaps the silliest piece since the palmy days of th: 
drama. It isa piece that carries us back to the halcyon times when 
Pizarro, The Blind Boy, and Timour the Tartar were stock attractions. [t 
is ridiculously played by everybody concerned, except Mr. A. Woon, 
| Mr. Ketiy (a stranger to us, but a quiet, self-contained actor who 
| should be better known, and Mr. E. Arnotr, who, however, is rather 
too conventional in his melodramatics. The scenery is very poor. It is 
a pity that a theatre with the prestige of the Haymarket should be let 
out to ‘scratch-companies’’ in the off season. Average playgoers 
know nothing of the distinctions between regular and irregular 
‘‘ seasons,’ and may suppose that Helen Daug/as is a fair specimen of 4 

Haymarket entertainment. 


| 





Going to Pot-ash. 


Tue Food Journal says that what lime-juice does for sailors, ‘ potash 
plants” do for landsmen. Of course first in the list of potash plants 


come potatash. 








Guswers to Correspondents, 





| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wiless they are accom- 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.J 

Simo.—Evidently of the order Simo Simpler. 

Oéris is out. Subject unsuitable for our purposes. 

J. O. B. (Londonderry).—We fear the pomt would be missed by non- 
locals. 

AGED THOMAS (Bute) is congratulated on his spirit. May he live out 
all his nine lives, and escape his namesake. Don’t know who he ts, Old 
Tom? The gin, of course. 

CLAMOR will never make a nose m literature, 

Busy Bee.—But we be busy too! 

A CORRESPONDENT Who asks ‘are we ever going to have any rain *’ Is 
informed that we don’t undertake to answer conundrams. . 

A Five YEARS’ SUBSCRIBER (Tollingtom-park) is thanked for his letter, 
We are never deterred from doing what we hold to be right, by mere yer- 
sonal abuse. 

T. C. B. (Liverpool).—We have no-recollection of it. 

Jack Snoop is thanked for his verses, but we have no time to spare. 

A. C. E. (Harrow-road).—An A.C. E.‘of trumps. Thanks, 

Declined. with thanks :—J. W.; Simple Simon ; Wedgebury ; Tovdle- 
|F. L.; Myops; F. B., Camberwell; Gargantua; Vimolens; Kavenous. 

H. G., Ponetry; Rob Roy; Sa Fa Ni; Chi'de Harold, Southampton , 
|B. B.; W. F. P., New Kent-road; R. M:B., Dundee; Moi; P.Q. I. E.K., 
Helensburgh; D. J. B., Liverpeol; S., Kingsland ; Desperandum ; Amicus, 
Croydon; Vermin-Killer ; Leo; B. D., Islington; R. W., Caledonian- road , 
|S V.P.:; The Ancient Mariner; Q in the Corner; Scotus; Lorkamussy , 

R. R.; T., Leeds; F. B., Liverpool; The Ready ; M. S.; W. A., Dalston. 
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A SUGGESTIVE COSTUME. 
A young lady exercising all her arts to P'lice. 


Right at last. 


Come, spiritualism has at length really done something—besides 
several people :— 

A female spiritualist made 2,000 dols. in Chicago, by getting 10 families who 

believed in her to bury 200 dols. each in their —— to operate as a charm for 
discove vast treasures. She then dug up the money and ran away with it—a 
trick w the Chicagoans consider about the best joke of the season. 
This is the firit spiritualist miracle that will bear investigation. The 
burial of the do by the various families did really operate asa 
charm, for it enabled the medium to discover treasures—at any rate to 
the extent of 2,000 dullars. ‘Guess she was a circulating medium. 


An Architectural Mem. 


Ir is stated that the Company established for cutting the Corinth 
Canal has succeeded in raising the requisite £1,700.000. It would be 
hard if Greece could not find the Corinthian Capital. 








Wyoming and Women. 
Tens és a little difficulty in this case :— 
In Wyoming there is said to be grave discussio h i 
shall be called “‘ Justicess of the Sease ” op * Sasties A es oy ila 


Her appointment was a piece of hen-justice to the mal i 
Why ast call her 0 salea- Sedge? : eee eee 
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A CITY GARDEN. 


Crosg to the temple of stocks and shares, 
With Finsbury somewhat nigh ; 

One step from Babylon’s million cares, 
And its Mammonites crowding by. 

Parcel and part of our civic maze 
Where lucre is all in ail; 

Yet out of the world and its worldly ways 
Is the Garden of Drapers’ Hall. 


Fairer and fresher in country parts 
May blossom and foliage be ; 

But here, in my Cockney’s heart of hearts, 
They are fair and are fresh for me. 

The herbage scanty, the statues worn, 
The limits of grim brick wall, 

Give a touch of a charm in its days forlorn 
To the Garden of Drapers’ Hall. 


Thither, aweary of drafts and bills, 
Twin toils of the clerkly trade— 

I fled from the labour of driving quills 
To the quiet and friendly shade. 

Little I cared though the Bank might break, 
And the Consols rise or fall ; 

So long as I clung, for its own sweet sake, 
To the Garden of Drapers’ Hall. 


Thither I carried my Porz, my Lamp, 
Or the rhymes of a social bard : 

I was then—as I now very slightly am — 
In the habit of reading hard. 

Over my studies im verse or prose, 
I was out of the whole world’s call ; 

Snatching my short half-hour's repose 
In the Garden of Drapers’ Hall. 


Few have they left of the quaint old nooks 
That I knew in my earlier day: 

Lone spots where lovers of strolls or books 
Might quietly read or stray. 

At the fatal beck of Improvement’s hand 
Their number has grown so small, 

That I half dread hearing destruction planned 
To the Garden of Drapers’ Hall. 





Mhow not to do it. 
Tus reads as a contrast to the way soldiers are treated in England :— 


A Mhow correspondent of the Mofuesilite states that the commanding officer of 
her Majesty’s 15th Hussars will not permit any of his men to leave the lines in the 
day-time withoat an umbrella. 


We are glad to find a commanding officer so careful of his men, and 
teaching them Mhow to take care of themselves. We object to 
Martinets as a rule, but the umbrella-hero is a Martin-et of the 
Burlington order, and deserves to be popular accordingly. 


So(1)d-a-gain! 
We meet with the following advertisement in a daily paper :— 


No more sour beer? Important discovery? Every licensed victualler and beer- 
retailer should at once write for this valuable receipt, etc. 


What next? If we are to have sweeting for sour beer, we suppose 
the next cosmetic will be rouge for pale ale! Nay, bottled stout may 
be made to Bant vigorously! The thought is more than we can beer! 


Man and Wife. 


Tus world is full of contradictions! Look here:— 
An Ohio paper says that 1,000 married couples were divorced in that state last 
year 


And vet Ohio calls itself a United State. 





Mr. Srrezrer, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the | 


Americans in producing his watches by m 
one-third of the cost.— Zimes, Dec. 18, 1868. 
Mr. Srrestzr makes his parts of a watch in the same manner, 
saving an immensity of cest in labour, while at the same time he 
roduces an accuracy of fit and eereee which can only be secured 
y machinery.— Daily News, Dec. 10, 1868. 

Mr. Srnesrex has already succeeded in producing by machinery 
well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low 
as that at which an o Geneva watch can be obtained, with the 
greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 


achinery, thereby saving 


E1outgEn-Carat Gotp.—“ The use of machinery in the manufacture 
of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.’’— Times, Dec. 18, 
1868. 


ErcuTeen-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 per 
cent. is saved in the manufacture of gold jewellery.”"—Standard, 
September, 1867. 


Eicurzen-Carat Gotp—“ Owing to machinery they can give 
18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced 
| by hand.” — Court Journa’. 


| 


Renn een tt 
Prirted by JUDD & GLASS, Phoenix Works, st. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London : July 30, 1870. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 83.—PHRENOLOGY. 





. OME, collar this bad man— 
Around the throat he knotted me 
Till I to choke began— 
In point of fact, garotted me!”’ 


So spake Srk Hersert Wuite 

To Jamgs, policeman Thirty-Two— 
Allruffled with his fight 

Sm HerBert was, and dirty too. 


Policeman nothing said 

(Though he had much to say on it), 
But from the bad man’s head 

He took the cap that lay on it. 


“No, great Sin Hernert WHITE— 
Impossible to take him up. 

This man is honest quite— 
Wherever did you rake him up ? 


“For Burglars, Thieves, and Co., 
Indeed I’m no apologist, 

But I, some years ago, 
Assisted a Phrenologist. 


“‘ Observe his various bumps, 
His head as I uncover it, 

His morals lie in lumps 
All round about and over it.’”’ 


‘“¢ Now take him,” said Sir Wuirz, 
* Or you will soon be rueing it © 
Bless me, I must be right, 
I caught the fellow doing it!”’ 


Policeman calmly smiled, 
‘Indeed you are mistaken, sir, 
You're agitated—riled— 
And very badly shaken, sir. 


** Sit down, and I'll explain 
My system of Phrenology, 

A second please remain ’’— 
(A second is horology). 


Policeman left his beat— 

(The Bart., no longer furious, 
Sat down upon a seat 

Observing, ‘‘ This is curious! ’’) 


“‘ Oh, surely, here are signs 
Should soften your rigidity, 

This gentleman combines 
Politeness with timidity. 


“Of Shyness here’s a lump— 
A hole for Animosity— 

And like my fist his bump 
Of Impecuniosity. 





‘Just here the bump appears 
Of Innocent Hilarity, 
And just behind his ears 
Are Faith, and Hope, and Charity. 


‘“‘He, of true Christian ways 

As bright example sent us is— 
This maxim he obeys, 

‘ Sorte tud contentus sis.’ 


“ There, let him go his ways, 
He needs no stern admonishing."’ 
The Bart., in blank amaze, 
Exclaimed, “ This is astonishing! "’ 


‘“‘T must have made a mull, 

This matter I’ve been blind in it: 
Examine, please, my skull, 

And tell me what you find in it!”’ 


That Crusher looked and said, 
With unimpaired urbanity, 

‘‘Srk HERBERT, you’ve a head 
That teems with inhumanity. 


‘‘ Here’s Murder, Envy, Strife, 
(Propensity to kill any) 

And Lies as large as life, 
And heaps of Social Villany. 


‘¢ Here’s Love of Bran New Clothes, 
Embezzling—Arson— Deism— 

A taste for Slang and Oaths, 
And Fraudulent Trusteeism. 


‘“‘Here’s Love of Groundless Charge— 
Here’s Malice, too, and Trickery, 
Unusually large 
Your bump of Pocket-Pickery —— "’ 





3S¥ iPr 


“Stop!” Said the Bart, ‘‘my cup 

Is full—I'’m worse than him in all— 
Policeman, take me up— 

No doubt I am some criminal !"’ 


That Pleeceman's scorn grew large 
(Phrenology had nettled it), 

He took that Bart. in charge— 
I don’t know how they settled it. 


— aaa 


i 
CC = — 


——- ee - -_— a 


a ee ee — 


- Se Sh tee one 


eee 





= 


<5 Pim es aaa “meapat 






+ 
ee ee as 
























<n 


rng 


eR - e 






















































; 


16 : 














FUN OFFIOR, Wednesday, Aug. 3rd, 1870. 

‘PEI IIE discovery of the secret treaty between France and Prussia 

— throws a light upon the conduct of both nations that must be 
about as welcome as the glare of a policeman’s bullseye is to 

the detected burglar, There isn’t a pin to choose between King 

and Emperor. Honest folks ¢an feel no sympathy for a couple of 

area-sneaks who come to fisticuffs over the division of the “ swag. 

But the discovery of the a ar co two ea “ 
near Cc ing out ought to put England on her guard. belgium an 
Holland ae ‘ater threatens and there can be little doubt that 
the probabilities of our being drawn into the war are strong indeed. 
Our only hope is that the two belligerents may fight it out until like 
the Kilkenny cats they leave nothing but their tales—not to be 
continued. 4 ; 

Joun Bui may fairly complain that it is quite impossible for him 
to have any peace for them. First they coquette with one another, and 
then they claw one another. Our advice to Joun is, not to exhibit any 

artiality, but to throw cold water on both combatants. If that won't 
o—wel , there’s a certain bulldog bound by a “thin red line.” If he 
is ht go, won't there be a flying of fur! 


lll 


ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS! 


Tue tangles of Neera’s hair— 
When first their bright chains bound me— 
Like netted sunshine seemed, I swear, 
With brightness to surround me. 
’Twas Auricomus merely! How 
That thought my life embitters ; 
I’ve learnt by sad experience now, 
“Allis not gold that glitters! ”’ 


The watch and chain I lately thought 
I'd picked up such a bargain, 

For more than they were worth I bought, 
(Your bargains seldom are gain !) 

“They're aluminium, sir!”’ Observes 
My watchmaker—and titters ! 

I feel through all my tingling nerves, 
“All is not gold that glitters.” 


The other day I bought a ring 

From somebody a told me 

He in the street picked up the thing, 
Which—for ten bob—he sold me! 
| At Brummagem they're made by scores: 
| Who thinks them worth a whit errs. 

| Alas, this bosom still deplores, 

| “ All is not gold that glittess ** 


eee 
Rifle-men, form ! 


_ Tue riflemen have been in great form lately. We don’t mean the 
Volunteers: but those rifles, who try for the stone jug instead of the 
silver cup, and whose band is chiefly proficient in “The Rogue’s 
March.”” These gentry have carried o prizes—or tried to do so— 
recently from the shops of Messrs Bennert, Benson, and 
ATTENBOROUGH: but Mr. Srreerer has constructed a huge safe 
which is proof against their attacks. On its completion, we read in 
the papers, he gave a dinner im its interior, when according to one 


poetic reporter the guests felt were “here in cool grot.’’ But the 
rifle-men say it’s more like a sell & grot. 





A Bit of Billingsgate. 

Tue under-paid and long suffering salesmen of the above select 
locality exhibit the following notice, “Fish sold with all faults and 
errors of description.”” This is somewhat scaly treatment; a Severn 
or Scotch salmon must burn with in tion if called “a Dutchman,” 
and it would be hard lines to come “ the old soldier” over the humble 
fresh herring. 


Heat of the Weather. 


Tommy, home for the holidays, bad a tip of half-a-sovereign from 
his maiden aunt.—It “ melted’’ in a few hours. 
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THOUGHTS IN CABS. 


I MAINTAIN that there 7s a difference—a very great difference: not 
for him, perhaps; his thoughts, if he has any, may be the same every- 
where; but I know that mine vary according to circumstances, and 
that the variation is definite, certain, andregular. If I should happen 
to tire you in the long run with my thoughts in cabs, what will you 
give me, dear Public, for a few choice sample-thoughts, in yachts? 
I have them by me, nicely salted; and they will keep. Candour 
compels me to say I don’t think you would like them ; at least, I 
know J don’t. With all my respect for toosy-moosy, with all my 
simple, trustful, readiness to believe that it is generally genuine— 
though, do you really think, ts it ?—I have to draw largely on my 
tolerance for the toosy-moosy of the yachtsman. Very pretty sight 
indeed, it is, that vessel of our excellent friend’s, with all her canvas 
spread, or even as she lies at anchor snugly in the roads. “Come, 
paint me,” she says; and Mr. Hoox, R.A., and Mr. Epwin Hayes, 
and Captain May, strive who shall be foremost in obedience to her 
coquettish behest. Yes; oh, yes; she makes a charming picture. 
Ugh! 

Toor Apert SmitH—~always honest and often right in his out- 
spoken judgments or prejudices! How he did try to like yachting! 
And how he didn’t like ita bit! His great objection was great indeed. 
Fancy a tiff on board one of these toys! And it stands to human 
nature that, as he said, “ when half-a-dozen people are cooped up for 
as many days, they must begin to peck at one another.”’ If they don't, 
so much the worse; for there is no weariness so wearying to the flesh 
as the weariness of constrained fellowship. 

Your thorough. going yachtsman is the most hospitable fellow in the 
world ; and this, as a man of plain and wholesome palate, I wid/ say, 
that a leg of mutton hung for a few days from a taffrail, during a 
cruise at sea, is a dish that will credit any caboose. But hospitality 
even on land may be a bore; and there is no _. to what lengths 
of ennui it may not be pushed on board a yacht. You must talk of 
nothing else but yachting, of course; and even in this limited flight 
the conversation is always coming back to our host’s own vessel—her 
past performances, her prospective engagements, her alterations since 
last season when she clearly ought to have won that cup but didn't, 
her sections, her length, her breadth, the height of her bows, the depth 
of her hold, the area of her canvas, and the number of her crew. ‘lhe 
hospitable yachtsman, in fine, has no perception of the sad social truth 
that talking hobby is worse even than talking shop. 

Ah, well! It isall over now, that floating imprisonment ; and I am 
free, These thoughts of mine run naturally in their native hansom. 
They run hard upon the most mischievous of modern sentimentalitics 
—the one which finds expression, or fumbles for it, in the wearisome 
word “ International.” 
attempts to get up little games of shuttlecock or puss-in-the-corner 
among great nations. No good has been done by an Internationality, 
large or small, within my ken, which is unfortunately extensive on 
this subject of blatant popular cant. On the contrary, a great deal of 
lingering harm has notoriously accrued in almost every case that can 
be named. Fools, who form a good strong working majority in ll 


ee 


All sensible men must be sick of these eternal | 


civilized lands, will not be satisfied that any match between one or | 


more of their countrymen and one or more foreigners has been fairly 


decided, if decided in favour of the foreign cause. And what does it | 
really matter, either way, if a pugilist from Whitechapel, or his | 


antagonist who hails from some rowdy slum in New Orleans, has the 
best of a prize fight; or whether the advertising tradesman in 
Broadway or a London shopkeeper, gets the principal prize for 
electro-silver forks and spoons? Is the country credited or com- 
promised, I ask, by this tradesman’s or t’other’s victory? Not a jot; 
though fooldom clamours on hoth sides, and medals are sure to be 
sticking in some people’s throats. I know very well that I think all 
this in dead opposition to the powerful feelings—or interests—which 
have decreed a continuance of the International Exhibition humbug. 
But an Englishman’s cab is his castle ; and I shall think and say wh«t 
I please about International yacht races, and International prize fights, 
and International tom-foolery of all sorts and descriptions, 








A NURSERY RHYME, 


New Version, 
Sez-Saw, 
Marcery Daw, 
Sold her bed once and lay in the straw. 
Now straw is so dear, the extravagant cuss, 


Might buy back her bed for the price of a truss! 
See saw, 


Like Marcery Daw, : 
Now up, and now down, goes the value of straw. 





SENTIMENT FoR A PANIc-sTRICKEN Stock Excwance.— Sov. qui peut. 
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DOUBLE:ACROSTIC, No. 178. 


Now comes the golden closure of the year, 

When from her throne the Summer ’gins descend ; 
When yellow-streaked or rosy-cheeked appear 

The ripened fruits, that from the boughs depend, 
To tempt, too easy prey, the truant wandering near! 


1. Yon blossom, rich with store of meal, 
Bedusts the hairy-coated bee, 
Who comes tts treasures sweet to steal— 
The fairy-miller he ! 


2. Hand in hand 
Thus we stand, 
Once more before you start! 
Words have we none: 
One grasp, but one— 
Then palm from palm must part. 


8. With Joris and Drrck when from Ghent at full speed, 
Rode the master of Roland to Aix in her need; 
When Roos and the roan both gave out, ’twas the pace 
That alone carried Roland to Aix market-place. ; 


4." Delightful task to rear the tender thought, 
And teach the young idea how to shoot!” 
But when, O Bard, they won’t learn as they ought, ’ 
This is the sort of task it proves to do’t! 


5. Alack, alack! 
For puddings black, 
And all those kinds of things, 
What's to be done 
Now war’s begun? * 
What miseries it brings! 
6. When Horace sings, I see the Mcenads frantic 
Reeling along to measures Corybantic ; 
And at their head with drunken vacant laugh 
Silenus staggers, propt with vine-wreathcd staff. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 176.— Volunteer, Competing : Vac, Ohio, 


Loam, Unstep, Nine, Tat, Elemi, Even, Rug. 


* Correct So.utions oF Acrostic No. 178, Recrivep Juty 27th.—Timothy& Co. ; 


P.M.A.; D.E. H 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Sin,—That human endurance kas its limits even you must be aware, 
but perhaps you think that the soul of a sportive writer is formed of 
In 
your hastily constructed and evidently ill considered letter, you strain 
the cord which binds us to too great a tension, and it is my painful 
When you ask 
why I , who profess to know all about the turf, did not select Paganini, 
you display a lamentable want of common sense, a want of which even | 
a turf prophet would be ashamed. Did you not insist on my taking | 
two strings for the Stakes? Then how, in the name of all the tipsters, 
could I select Paganini? I knew he was the best horse in the race, 


different materials from that of his more humble literary brethren. 


duty to inform you that its continuity is endangered. 


but in the face of your orders what could I do? 


(We must decline answering any of the foregoing questions, as our 


correspondent is merely up to his usual shuflling dodges. ] 


Perhaps the result of the race for the Goodwood Cup will make you 
Who, I say, at an 
amount of trouble and expense hitherto unheard of obtained the | 


repent your hastiness. Who gave the winner? 


of proper performances ? AUGSPUR. 





All the Difference. 


Ir is stated that M. Oxurvier is very much hurt at what is described 
a8 “the attitude” which the English Press has taken up with regard 
to the dispute between France and Prussia. Canit be that M. OLLivier 
knows 0 little of English idioms that he thinks we cannot assume the 
attitude of spectators without “ taking a sight.”’ 


—_—_— 


These Presents! 
Mapame Pargra has returned to England, says a contemporary :— 


Mame. Parepa Rosa, and Mr. Carl Rosa have arrived at London. Mdme. Rosa | 


not sing for the present. 


Well, if she won't sing for the present, will she favour us with some 
of Wacner’s music of the future. 


We are impatient to hear her. 


A Crue. Letrer.—P.—(It’s near 0.) 











| the meetin’s the other night, and begor I think she wouldn’t make a 


| inches of shoe-leather. 
| that their cause was restin’ on a broad foundashun. 


intelligence and predicted the success of SrpgrotitE? Who, but the 


minion of fortune, the prince of prophesyers, the paradoxical predicter | thin” says Bippy, “in an iligant artery, and sat down on a very 





THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 
AS Bowery, New York, U.S. 


" } 7 ‘ - . . . . . . , , 
Des SUR,—I've been very onaisy in me mind thinkin’ that the 
ex) 


= notion might intur yer head that I had given ye up intirely, 
¢ but ’twas on the top av the say I was for the most ay the time, 
- an devil a post-office-box ye sce thare to put a letther in unless 
tis the mouth av a shark. Begor ‘tis ovur in America I am body and 
bones. I hear it said whin I wus a gorsoon, that whinivur an Irisl- 
man come out here he came out wid a vingince. I wus tryin’ to get 
wan or two before [ left London, but ye might as well look for a hen | 
that could lay duck eggs. But although I haven't brought out a | 
vingince, I brought out Bropy and the crathurs. I[ couldn't get anny | 
good out av the agint, and whin I expicted the landlord to go ovu: to | 
Ballymurphy—ah, thin God be wid the ould cabin, an’ give Hauia | 
lamb-bastin—he took it into his head to get the gout an’ was ordherid | 
off to what they call the mineral waters, just as if he couldn't have 
plainty ov lemonade at home—’pon me soul if he couldn't, ‘tisn't fir 
want av a public-house. I sold the cow and the couple av Jonnives, 
an, to make a long sthory short, here I am in lodgings in the Bowery. 
Brippy wid her joke always ready, says, “tis the Bow-wow-ery it 
should be called, bekase divil an hour in the day that there isn't « 
ruction in it that ‘ud mayke the boys at home dance Judy Callaghan 
till the piper broke his elbow. Couplin that, I was tellin’ Bropy I 
thought ye might think I was forgettin’ ye, when she up and says, | 
“You poor ownshuk, don’t ye know the gintlemin gets letthers from a | 
lady,” an’ says she, lookin’ for awl the world like a pictchure in the 
spelling book, “I hope the gintlemin is sensible cuuf to like ’em 
better whin they are written be a pettikote than be a siilogue like 
| yerself in knee-breechis and a caubeen.”’ | 
| The way they talk out here is enuf to puzzle the divil. I thought | 
the cockneys in London yoosed to spake, but you should hear some ay | 
the boys over here that could wid a brogue hkea Connaught | 
| leprechaun whin they left Ireland—begor they have a twang about | 
| ’em now as if they had pinny trumpits in their noses. And they're | 
| always guessin’ as if they had nothin’ to do but to make riddles, and | 
they’re the divil at reckoning, bekase I suppose they nivur think av 
| annything but the ha’pince. Couplin that, I think the boys that are 
| comin’ out to America might bring a handful av bank notes wid em 
| instead av a vingince. ‘Talking of bank-notes reminds me av the 
I'aynians. I was at a mectin’ av the gallivanthurs ovur in London 
| wan night, an’ they wantid to make me a mimbur of what they called 
the C.O.I.R. Bedad, I had no more notion of what that mint than 
| Faruin O'SuavGcunessy has av aytin mate on a Friday, till a s/oncen 
| upand says, “’ Tis the Irish Republic,’ sayshe. ‘*‘ What's that?” says 
| I, “for whinivur I see anyone belonging to it they're only drinkin’ 
whiskey-and-water, an’ thin they think they can bate the English 
army wid a half-a-dozin rusty muskits and a couple av green cockadcs.” 
Talking av sojurs reminds me av the womin out here. Yerra, ye 
| 


a 
NS 





should hear Biwpy talking about what she calls Woman Sufferin’. 
They want to be doctors and bishops, and the divil knows what else. 
“They’re askin’ for womin's rites,” says she; “ but begor the only 
| thing in the shape av womin’s rites I evur learnt anything about was 
'matrimony. And if they knew annything about that, they wouldn't 
be makin’ speechis about Woman Snfferin’.””. Begor, Binpy has im- 
pudence ennuf for an attorney. Off she marched herself to wan av 





bad reporthur. “Up got the ould Drum Major that took the chair— 
why do they say that,” says she, “ for bad as she was she didn't stale the 
furniture f—an’ whin she stood up ye should see her beetle-crushers — 
faith ‘twasn’t anny caterpillars ’ud remain long under that cighteen 
But I suppose,” says Bippy, * ‘twas to show 
Oh, lord,” says 
she, “‘ whin she let the spigot out av her word-barrel, begor her jaw- | 
breakers poured out till I thought she’d run dhry. She continued 


comfortable sate, and there was no mistake, ’twas comfortable,’ says 
she, “for she had a Grecian bind that ud make the top av a balloon.” 
Begor, if ’twasn’t for dacinsy I wouldn't write to ye at all—but be 
the piper that played before Mosgs, my next communicashun will make 
your hair curl. My respecs to the missis—but be the powers there's a 
fit av poethry comin on. ; 
They may sind the throops to Ireland, and call the meadows turty, 
But, before New York and London town, oh! give me Ballymurphy. 
Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Deany. 


Se eee ee 








A Big Eel. : 

Ir is reported that a Portuguese gentleman has been drowned at 
Bangkok while swimming in the river, by coming in contact with an 
electrical eel. This story seems to us to Bang-koktighting— if we may 
use a vulgar figure. We are inclined to rank the story with that of 
the discovery—in the same part of the world—of roast pig. It seems 
another Essay of Eel-ia in fact. | 
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| THE POPULAR VOICE. | 
French Gamin :—“ A Benim!” | English Arab :—“ Au-BAH-LOON!”’ | 


me | 











A SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT. For another gin 


“T see the cohorts marching In the public-house in Shoe-lane. | | 


To reach the battle-plain ; “ The t a battle to- 
, me be y expect a battle to-morrow, 
While the pitiless sun is parching With the enemy’s forces picked ; ; 
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The fields of ripening grain. And our troops, I fancy wi 
’ y with sorrow, 
I hear the conscripts shouting — Will oo a doubt be licked : 
Tis ‘ Vive la Guerre,’ they cry, For supposing they get a beating 
And I see no room for doubting How awkward ’twill prove for me— | | 
Their courage stern and high, For as for the thought of retreating, 


As onward they are marching to reach the battle-plain.” 1 could not consent to flee, 
So a ragged man And of course I am sure to be captured supposing I remain ”’— 


To write 
In a public-house down Shoe-lane. ae mane cneeres « dun 


| 
és By the bye, when I was dining From the public-house in Shoe-lane. 
ith the General to-day 





(To obtain his leave designing : 
To march with the Armée), F Faute de quoi. 

He said it was their intention An American paper states :— 
Reporters to shoot, when caught. We are told that some few months since a party of Texans were practising w::b 


And, en passant, let me mention six shooters at a target, when a wager was proposed that a piece of silver should be 
(Though I don’t know whether I ou ght), placed on a cork, on the head of one of the number, and the cork shot out, leaving 


! 
| 
| That finer wine than his Clicquot I never hope to drain.”’ 


the coin resting on the man’s head. The wager was made, and at a distance of five 
paces the parties were placed in position, the target adjusted, and the feat performed 


Here he ordered in without injury to the foolhardy supporter of the target. | 


| And he felt for tin | & 
PRP se ope orth of gin There’s one thing to be said—if the bullet had entered his head it 
In that public-house down Shoe-lane. would have been quite impossible for it to injure his brains. 
‘ But though the order to shoot is, 2 
I promise you, I, for one, 
A Special’s erous duties 
Do not in td shun ! 
At the very front of the battle 
You'll find me to the fore, 
Though the bullets ring and rattle, 
And the earth is wet with gore. 
If my letters no longer reach you, you'll know that Iam slain.” | 


Horticultural Intelligence. | 
German Stocks, according to the latest reports, had not been looking © , 
well since the declaration of war. Nor had the French bean! Both | 
would perhaps be the better for a good sticking. 


i Saray A, 





SucGEstTion ror A St. Switn1n Memonrat.—Either a Sun picture cr Fa [ 
a Statue-wet. 
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DISTURBING HIS PEACE. 


Bull :—“ CONFOUND THE CATS! FIRS 


DO THEM GOOD!” 
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ST THEY CANOODLE AND THEN THEY CLAW. A LITTLE_COLD WATEL WILL 
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A TALE OF TUSKANY. 


Epcar DE MontMorencr Pirrparr was a gentle youth. Once he 
had been a boy, but with a perseverance worthy of a better cause, he 
hed ins‘stedon growing older until he broke himself of the childish habit. 
He grew up until he grew down. The down was on his upper lip. 
Such ar: the ups and downs of life! His eye was blue. He had 
ano' her eye and that was also blue. His nose was not the nose of his 
choice, A it was a pug that had turned up quite by chance when he 
was a child. 

Had he been anybody else he might have been heir presumptive to 
adukedom. As it was his father was a prosperous soap-boiler; that is 
he boiled his soap, until he died, well off for soap, sud-denly. Just as 
he had discovered how to manufacture mottled, his death a-curd. 

His son, our hero, EpGar DE Montmorencl, came into the property. 
'Bhe father, having made a for-tune, made his son an air; such are the 
delights of harmony— or money, even, without the har. 

Encar loved. He loved a good many things. For instance, 
wealth, boiled leg of mutton and turnips, comic songs, Beachy Head 
and Margate, marrow-bones, black eyes (natural, not manufactured), 
hothouse grapes, five per cent. stock, eel-pies, foreign scenery, and 
the Epsom Spring Meeting, with the local salts. 

These were a few of the things he adored. Besides all these, he was 
enamoured of CLEMENTINA CuivvycouasgE, eldest cousin of an Irish peer, 
a noble earl, who lived by his wits and didn’t thrive on them. Hehad 
a brother on his father’s side, who married a lady. CLEMENTINA was 
their daughter, and she was always looked upon as an elder sister by 
her younger brothers. 

So much for her descent. What EpGar wanted was her assent. 
For, although removed by the possession of wealth from all chance of 
poverty, his love was so extravagant that he had been compelled to pop 
the question. Whether he got much upon it is another question, 
which his uncle can satisfy a-loan. ‘What he was anxious to discover 
was whether he had inspired a duplicate passion in CLEMENTINA’Ss 
bosom, and might count on the interest she felt. 

He wrote to her, laying his hand at her feet, accompanied by his 
name and fortune. He added that he would call for an answer the 
next day. 

He did. 

Approaching his beloved, he picked out a soft place on the hearthrug 
to kneel on. He begged of her to answer his note. 

She blushed red as fire, but spoke not a word. She was very lovely 
though not as young as she had been—not so young even as she had 
been five minutes before he called. Her face would have formed a 
study for the painter ; it was generally done by her lady’s-maid; but 
she kept a little colour on a corner of her pocket-handkerchief for the 
purpose of blushing. Her features consisted of a mouth, nose, chin, 
forehead, eyebrows (a pair), eyes (not a good match), and a handful or 
so of brown hair, curled and parted on one side. 

This was she. But that was no adequate reason for her silence. 
Epcar pressed her—figuratively of course—but she would not open 
her mouth. She only shook her head so vigorously that Epcar 
wondered her teeth didn’t rattle. But they didn’t—ha, ha! 

He waited an hour and a half and then gave it up, If he had been 
a good hand at guessing riddles he would have answered, “ because sie 
is dumb in England, and it is Dumdum in India!” Failing to prevail 
on her to consent to favour him with a reply, he went away and 
immediately married his grandmother to show his contempt for the 
hollowness of the world. He learnt the reason of CLEMENTINA’S 
silence too late! 

I drew her likeness just now. I drew her nose. I drew her eyes. 
Idrewher hair. But I didn’t draw her teeth. No! The dentist had 
anticipated me! 

She had, to be sure, a splendid sct, best porcelain, india rubber gums, 
double action, patent lever, jewelled in four holes. 

But unluckily when Epcar pE Monrmorenci called they were 
upstairs in the left-hand top corner drawer. She used to call that 
“the dentist.” Why? Because it was her tooth-drawer. 

What could she do! 

he was compelled to remain silent. She could not even gnash her 
teeth in despair. At least not till after he had left and then—but it 
was too late—she went upstairs and ground them. In the coffee mill 
—but no matter! 
So they weren’t married, and lived very happily ever afterwards. 
——————_—_——_— 


A Treat—in Store. 
Tue following deliciously cool announcement met our eyes a day or 
Wo since in the City, “For particulars, and ¢o treat, apply within.” 
We failed to see the fun of standing Sam to perfect strangers. 


Figurative Frreworks.—When you are guilty of telling crackers 
and writing squibs. 


I as 


When Encar proposed, she could not answer. | 


AN UNCORRECTED PROOF. 
By a Sap ** Sur,” 


Ou, British public, have you ever thought 
Of my hard fate, : 
What time by printer's boy to me is brought 
- *. o 
At night—how late !|— 
That grim despatch, impressed with Devil's* hoof— 
I mean, of course, an uncorrected proof 


A dreary, weary task awaits me—oh, so 
Deep-dyed and sad! 
Not all the blackness of J/ Penseroso 
Seems half so bad, 
When, lo! before my mental ken up-crops 
The crowd of crosses, dashes, brackets, stops. 


How oft we need a space two words between! 
To make that right, 
*T wixt perpendiculars a dash is seen, 
Like H got tight.’ 
And when a doubtful word description lacks, 
It looks like some prescription of a quack’s! 


Let’s say, you Prosody desire to teach: 
For instance you're a- 
Bout to explain what ‘tis in classic speech 
That’s called Czesura. 
An “a” for “a” you find, for “ ura” “ino,” 
And so you're set to write of a “ Casino.” 


Nay, it may happen they will put a “rea” 
Instead of “u,”’ 
And “ut” for “il.” Then you with horror see 
What comes to view! 
And read—whilst dashing each possessive button— 
Your “ bust of Mitton” turned to “ breast of Mutton.” 


Or, you your love would call your “lamb” in verse— 
They make her “lame ;”’ 

You native ‘“ hill’’ becomes a place much worse— 
I shall not name! 

Regret or sympathy! I don’t expect them, 

They deal in errors, and J must correct them. 


And when the P. D.* brings the proofs up late— 
Fell midnight cub !— 

Reflect what miseries and toils await 
The hapless ‘sub,’ 

Who all Satanic marks must drive aloof, 

And turn the slip to a corrected proof. 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


AUGUST. 


Tinsley’s Magazine is notable for some good memorial lines, entitled 
“‘ Veterana Cohors.’’ There is also an interesting Australian stry, 
with much other readable matter. The illustration to Mr. FanJeEon’s 
novel is curiously bad, and might well be dispensed with. . 

The 4rgosy is a fair number, though “ Bessy Rane” caves li 
room for other matter. Jozxxx LupLow continues his story cf poor 
Mary Layne with considerable effect. There is also an ingenious 
love-story, prettily told. oer 

Belgravia offers pleasant reading in Mr. Sara's amusing paper about 
“the portrait of Mr. Pickwick,” in Mr. Tuornncny’s * Old 
Peninsular Man,” and in Mr. Mortimer Covuins’s article on 
“Coleridge's Country.” Mr. Fitzcrrarp continues his “ Loves of 
Famous Men,” and there’s a ghost story—what more need we say : 


ttl 
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A Sworn ap-rasor. 

We don’t agree with the deduction which here follows :— 

An Iowa paper says that a ledy living in that etate is more advar ced in Woman’s 
Rights than any other woman in the country. She goes regularly to the tarb-r’s to 
get shaved. 

Can the rasor raise her? 
barber-ism. 


No! We consider this is a relapse towards 


A Doubtful Policy. 

TueEnre is a talk about starting a company to ensure passengers by 

sea against sea-sickness. We don’t believe it will be possible to 
establish a safe sea-sick-cure-ity. 


© Typogrcfici Diabclus—politeners exé terror forbid the author to expla-n ‘n the 
vernacular. 











THE EXCURSION SEASON. 


“ Tickets, please !”’ 
What a squeeze ! 
“ Now for Margate, Broadstairs, Ramsgate!’ 
ing crowd, 
Shouting loud, 
nee eee and crams gate, 
arrow wicket 
Where each ticket 
Two examiners are nipping. 
uP the stairs 
Then one tears, 
Bent excursion tripping. — 
ughing, chaffing, teasing, squeezing, 
Routing, shouting, “if you please ”-ing, 
; Pushinie’ cin 2 i. 
urry, Scurry, worry, Hurry, 
All are off to Kent and Surrey 
By Excursion Train. 


Puff of steam— 
Engine’s scream : 
“ Right, a !”’—the train’s in motion, 


Su vast, 
Bound ai distant shores of ocean. 
ips get at 
Battles flat; | 
Sandwiches of beef or fat ham 
Disappear 
As we near 
nee, Se and Chatham. _— 
ting, eating, nipping, sipping ; — 
Lunching, munching, pleasure-tripping, 
inging the refrain— 
“ Hurry, flurry, worry, scurry, 
On we rush through Kent and Surrey, 
By Excursion Train!” 


ce | tL 
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Sing and shout— 

Heads stuck out— 
Handkerchiefs from windows flying. 

Weather fine, 

Down the ee ” 

Snorting engine quickly hieing. 

a T ree times three! ”’ 
saa There’s the sea, 
gate station we are nearing : 
General shout, 
“Let us out!” 
When released, a mighty cheering ! a: 
Rushing, crushing, funning, running, 
Grinning, dinning, shouting “ stunning,” 
Glad the sea v1 gain, 

H , worry, scurry, flurry, 

Canine down through Kent and Surrey 
By Excursion Train. 


‘“‘ Hip-hooray !” 
Jolly day, 
But, alas, too ae fone! 
Twilight’s 
One and all— 
“This way for the Chath’m an’ Dover !”’ 
d of treats : 
“Take your seats!” 
Like a stream against a flood gate, 
Back they rush— 
What a crush! 

‘Take your places, please, for Ludgate!”’ 
Laughing, quaffing, smoking, joking, : 
Chatter matter mirth-provoking, 

i Londonwards again, 
urry, worry, scurry, flurry, 
Steaming back through Kent and Surrey 
Flies the Excursion Train. 








Tue “11e’ or Man.—Elbow-greas 
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. congenial 
company of a careless but curiously clever captain, a magnificent million- 
naire, a lazy lordling, a beaming bookmaker, a pleasant publican (who 
tooled his team of trotters tastefully and to time), and a goodnatured 
guard, made the dayas pleasant as it was long—has just terminated, and 
left behind it that softregret which ever remains after the hours of hap- 
piness have hurried “over to the majority.” Yes; not with one but 
with several pieces of red stone would I mark the recollection of last 
Monday; butas this operation has gone out of fashion, I am content to 
cherish the remembrance in my bosom, and to publish my reminis- 
cences. 

A few minutes after ten on this eventful morning, the Tunbridge 
Wells coach, bearing your humble servant upon the box-seat, and the 
various other persons I have mentioned on different parts of its out- 
side, started from Piccadilly, the cheers of half a dozen dirty little 
boys, and the curses of an equally dirty and shockingly drunken old 
woman, following us upon our venturesome voyage. 

_ The cattle are finely formed and fresh (the leaders being lithe and 
lively), the driver is particular, professional, and polite, and as we 
gradually improve our pace, and pass everything upon the road, I feel 
that railways are an abomination, and that the essence of travelling is 
to sit immediately behind a fast four, and look down upon the world 
below. Traffic of all kinds is suspended as we rattle along the roads 
which lead out of southern London, and our horses, warming to their 
work, skim along, seemingly defiant of the earth and the poor, sleepy 
animals upon it. Away, away! threading each obstruction as though 
by magic, the cheery sound of the horn warning loiterers that we, the 
fly ing Tunbridge coach, are upon them, and causing them to draw on 
one side and stare admiringly as we whirl past them and vanish into 
the distance. Tho guard, as we enter Lewisham, wakes up the echoes 
with his music, the driver puts on an extra spurt, and in the best of 
styles we dash up to the end of Stage 1. 

e four smoking but yet undagnted steeds are taken out, and their 
place is supplied by another team, not quite so showy, but eminently 
fitted for the rougher work that is now before us. For our journey is 
cut out on a fine old Roman road which, scorning to go round hills, 
climbs to their tops on all possible occasions for no other purpose but 
to come down the other side. Our professional pilot, now that 
labyrinthine London is left behind, takes a respectful farewell of the 
my his place is filled by a noble amateur, and away we go once 

A few clouds which threatened to mar our day’s enjoyment at the 

Start have passed away or are left behind to keep London lurid, and 
the sun smiles upon us with all his sweetness. A nice soft breeze 
springs up, and Nature seems resolved to make our day as happy as 
Possible. The fields are a little parched, certainly ; but the wheat is 
wit ent, and the trees which thickly skirt the roadway are covered | 
al foliage. At a hard canter we bowl along, every respiration | 

Cearing us from the smoke of the town and adding strength and 
vigour to the blood which is now coursing rapidly through our veins. 
€e or four more changes and we reach Tunbridge, where the last 
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This gentleman, whose backview is 
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| MONDAY OUT. their proprietor to drive them at anything like a pace; but with him, | 
By Ovr Specran Sieuts-ir. though he handles them very lightly, they are as docile as lambs and 

| as speedy as anything in harness. 

| No. IV. to be found above, is chatty and agreeable, keeps his lot really “in 


| hand”’ over a bad piece of road, and without taking anything out of 


the horses dashes round the dangerous corner which marks the finish 
in capital style, the distance (six miles) having occupied rather under 


| twenty-eight minutes. 


tion, when 
everything 
and every- | 


do their | 


ever tranquil | 


_ We have a whole hour to spare ere the return is sounded, and this 

time is very sensibly, I think, spent by us in the lavatory and the 
dining-room, in the latter of which places the work of devastation 
goes merrily on. From this pleasant pastime we are at length sum- 
| moned, and with the same horses and coachman that brought us we 
now depart. 

At Tunbridge our burly friend and his fast four leave us, and again 
the noble neophyte manages the running. But at Sevenoaks a gallant 
captain takes the reins and handles them in style, driving us, withou‘ 
hitch or delay, the remainder of our journey, threading the maze of 
carts, cabs, and coalvans, of ’buses, broughams, and bugtraps, which 
occupy the last and most difficult stage, in a most creditable manner. 
I am not an admirer of amateurs generally, in fact; rather the reverse; 
but all praise is due to the steering of this bold soldier. 

Two or three times in the course of our journey, aged men, the 
remembrances of young and happy days—when thoroughbreds had not 
given way to iron horses—evidently crowding thick and fast upon 
them, would rush to the doors of their cottages and wave their hats or 
utter feeble cheers. Many other evidences of the popularity of the 
coach were given, and the general politeness of the people on the road 
was surprising. 

To the gentlemen who, without much hope of remuneration, provide 
for the public a day’s pleasure like that I have endeavoured to describe, 
many thanks are due; and I must strongly advise any one of my 
readers who thinks my sketch is too glowing, to book a seat on the 
Tunbridge Wells coach and judge for himself. 

























A RAINY DAY. 


THERE is wisdom, of course, I will freely admit, 

In a prudent economy, not too tight: 
But storing up some things shows little wit, 
As is proved by examples one may recite — 
Now a pic-nic for instance is not, I should say, 
A thing to “lay by for a rainy day”’! 


To be sure, an umbrella is more the thing 
To keep for use when it turns out wet: 
In the storms of winter or showers of spring, 
’Tis an excellent thing for a shelter—yet, 
As it’s borrowed or stolen when you want it, pray, 
What use to “lay by for a rainy day ”’ ? 


tt 


Answers to Cogrespondarts, 


[ We cannot return unacespted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 
ALL-HOT.—We are sorry to throw cold water on you: 
A. P. Y. (Bradford).— Sorry to make you un-A.P.Y. 
C. J. D. (Maida Vale).—Can’t be made available ;—we cannot see to 
what you Maida hill-usion we 
Vroremr (near Manchester).— We didn’t know Viole’s grew there. Pnt 
it doesn’t agree with you evidently, for in spite of the number of your 


leaves there is nothing to be extracted from them. 
QUITE UP TO THE ECCENTRIC cATOK.— You have evidently lost your 


centre of gravity ; and so got chucked overboard. 





‘¢OnCE MORBP.’’—Pardon the correction— Not yet?” . 
H. J. B. (Temple).— Con spirito—but you want training to drive 
Pegasus. 


A Neppy.—Inedifying. _ 
RossicauciANn.— We don't deal in pereenaliries, thank you. 

A Loon-ATICK.— We don’t feel inclined to allow you a tick. 

H. C.—Your “sunny side’’ is rather shady. a 

F. B. (Aldersgate-street).— We don’t notice books on controversial theo- 
logy. Shan’t do it till we are sure which is the-ology. 

Declined with thanks:—J. B. T, Brixton; A. H. M, Manches‘er; 
B. B.;8.L. A, Notting Hill; L. M., Manchester; J. M , Marlbor ugh- 
street; L., Wallbrook; C. P., Birmingham ; S. D., Hackney-road; J.S., | 
Liverpool: Betsy 8, St. Alban’s: R. N., Glasgow: W. R, Brixton; | 
Toodles; W.; Nomentanus: F., Kingsland ; T. R.S, Leeds: A Cuss ; FP. 
J.; Layreatus; Ofris; The Old ’un; M. W., Dalston; R., Liverpool; 
Curius Dentatus; Young Esculapius; T. A., Hornsey: A Sejer; Jeune 
Homme ; Difticiles; W. W. »§@McD , Dublin; Noodledum ; McQ , Ni weastle; 
The Boy; Dolphin; K., Kew; R. M., Clevedon; Busky; While I 


» Vv 


relay ig put on, and four spankers they are, who allow no one but | I crow; Silex. 
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A CUTTING REMARK. 


Wicked Boy on Barge :—“’Utto, Ropert! So THEY’VE BEEN CUTTIN’ YER ComMn, EH!” 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Epoar ALLAN Pog would have delighted in Hogg's Secret Code—a 
most ingenious means of writing and telegraphing in cipher. This 
scheme baffles the ordinary mode of discovering cipher—viz., by looking 
for the sign which occurs most uently an which will be “e,” and 
the recurrence of that sign in combination to form “the’’—for by a 
clever use of a key-word it is so arranged that the same letter or word 
is always represented by different signs. Wesay “sign,” although the 
ordinary letters of the alphabet are used, because they are practically 
signs and not letters. 


Mr. Hott has in The Scald (Loncmans, Paternoster Row) devoted 
mach time and care to the study of Scandinavian history and 


_ mythology; and the result is an interesting book. At the same time 


we must confess that Norse names are scarcely calculated to enhance 
the effect of “ harmonious verse.’’ For instance “ Thérgerd 
Hérdabrad”” may be allowed to pair with that little Italian town 
mentioned by Horace, guod versu dicere non est. 


Scarcery the motto for M. Ferpinanp pe Lessers : —“ Happy as a 
Sand-boy!"’ 


the Observatory be as hearty as their instruments are delicate ! 


18-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENIS. 





An Interesting Question. 


A CORRESPONDENT, who tells us that he has vainly applied for the 
information he requires to Notes and Queries, wishes to know on what 
lines the vessel was laid down which Mitton describes as— 

Built in the eclipse and rigged with curses dark. 
We should imagine under the circumstances that the lines were sun- 
strokes. As for the rigging, we may cursorily remark, that there is 
nothing peculiar about that. Everybody must have heard of a 
“‘ rattlin’ oath.” 


De-side-dley. 
A CORRESPONDENT writes to say that owing to the bad drainage of 
most of the watering places on the coast, a visit to the seaside during 
the hot weather has been more often a visit to the sme/iside. 


Brros or A Featwer Frock Tocetuer.—We doubt it— Diamonds 
cut Diamonds. 

Wuart verb is that—in the language of flowers—which few can 
decline ?—The Verb-ena. 

To roLtow A Greenwich Wuiternait Dinner.—May the Staff of 





MR. STREETER 


(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated 


CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. 


From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


37, 


CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 


STEAM WORKS—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


The New Tilustrated Catalogue, bound in oloth, Free for 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E-C.—London: August 6, 1870. 
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A COMPLIMENT. 


“JT woutp I were a bird.” 

Sang Cuiok’s liquid voice ; 
Which when the poet heard, 

Said he, “* Not such my choice ! 
‘J would that I might be 

A smile’ would that eclipse : 
For I should be, you see, 

For ever on your lips!”’ 





A Blow for the Bench. 


WE have a logical poser for the London 
Magistrates, who while denouncing indis- 
criminate alms-giving, are in the habit of 
dealing out “three or four weeks”’ to all 
the mendicants brought beforethem. Our 
position is this:—supposing the worthy 
beak gives a beggar a month, does he not 
bestow on him indiscriminate alms of 
considerable if unascertained, amount ? 
Of course hedoes! Isit not a well-known 
fact that “time is money :’’—what’'s the 
hard cash for six weeks ? 


Under Fire, 

“ At the recent meeting of “ The Society 
for the Protection of Life from Fire,’’ an 
application was received from a gentleman 
just on the eve of his departure to the 
seat of war as a special correspondent. He 
was desirous of learning whether the 
Society extended their operations far 
enough to protect life from fire in a 
musketry skirmish, because if so he 
wished to join! 


Fiat Mistura. 


Tue Japanese clergy pause every fifteen 
minutes in their discourses and say to 
their congregation, “ Let us smoke !” 
Which they do. Other persons are in 
the habit ef mixing the smoke with the 
sermon. Won't they take a hint from 
Japan ? 





Shut up. 

Ir would appear from the Gardener’s 
Chronicle that Sorghum, or what is called 
in Bombay Joar, is a capital thing to feed 
cattle upon. Under these circumstances, 
we, like dentists, advise all those who 
possess sor-ghums to hold their joar, as it 
will be useful by and by. 





Sporting Mems. 

A corREsronpent wants to run a bill 
with any one for fifty pounds a side. 
Stakes to be held by him. 

A spirited dairyman will back his milk 
walk against any other of the same weight 
and age. The race to be done in pumps, 
chalked. 

A novice, who stated the other day he’d 
fight anybody at catch weight, writes to 
Say you won’t catch him waiting any 

onger, 





Goose Step. 


. A CORRESPONDENT writes to say that he 
is desirous of ascertaining whether he may 
any reliance on the revelations of a 
certain Spiritual medium. We should 
not :—there’s more of the Anser | 

the necromancer about him. 


A Genuine Black Diamond. 


Poxrtictans may differ on the question 
a8 to whether coal is, or is not, “ contraband 
of war”’—none will be found to gainsay 
the fact that the honoured name of Seacole 
tl rise to far different thoughts in the 
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FLOWER SHOW FANCIES. 


5. Maiden-hair. 





2. Dobie - 6. Bloom and Blossom. 

3. Virginia Stock, 7. Marshal Niel. 

4, A Sensitive Plant. (N.B. A Cereal). 8. A Forced Growth. - | 
a CONTRABAND OF WAR. 


*rench Government has officially announced that it does not consider coal as contraband of 
wat tao ed a to know then what is the proper fuel for the “ martial fire,’’ so often men- 


. ! 

toe Abs og whether—supposing they did not want coal for their ironclads—the French would 

hold coals were not contraband of war; because they are requisite for the domestic hearth, though 

they may be used for war-steamers? In a similar way the Prussians might declare gunpowder 

ash ccuabenl of war; on the ground that, although sometimes used for guns, it is greatly used 

to clear copper-flues! 
A Cres-cenpo Movement.—Fond mothers should abstain from sowing their darlings’ initials in 

the garden—the most deplorable consequences may result from “ reading in bed. 





ys of the Crimean War. 
Ir tteeeeeerere 


VOL. XII. 


¥ 








~ 
a ere 


FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 10th, 1870. 


sition of Belgium and Holland at the present crisis is 
er or but pleasant. They are play! ing, unwillingly, the 
game of “heads you win, tail I lose”’; for there is small chance 
of the war ending without something more than threats of 
hem. 
“nee ‘caine to see how eagerly our English papers announced 
that “the neutrality of Belgium and Holland was secured.” The 
neutrality of the unhappy persdn over whose bed a pair of burglars 
present pistols at one another, is just such a secured neutrality. “The 
worst of it is that we are bound to interfere if these innocents are 
| touched, and so the melodramatic—not to say transpontine combat now 
going on between King and Emperor may have to be interrupted (as 
| such combats for such objects always are at virtuous theatres) by the 
| | entrance of John Bull, as a jolly Jack Tar, with a cutlass between his 
; 
+ 
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teeth and a pistol in each hand. 
Sales he circumstances wé would not bid much for the reversion 


of the babe’s shoes. 





Tue Timet has been denouncing pigeon-shooting. Well, it is a 
| “noble sport,” indeed! But for our part we cannot understand how 
! those who profess to have the interests of sport at heart can uphold 
4 such pitiful gunning. Can they not see that it is another downward 
step in that Avernine descent which is hurrying the Game Laws to ex- 
tinction? Inthe old times when the sportsman went out, with no 
ally but his dog, and tramped through turnips and stubble, such fair 
and healthy sport could pleaded in strong defence of the Game 
| Laws. The battue, with its tame birds, and its beaters, and loaders, 
,  & | took away much from the force of the defence. Pigeon-shooting 
deprives it of its last strong-hold. If this be sport, Whitechapel 
| covers will amply satisfy the noble sportsman’s ambition, and there is 
no reason for continuing Game Laws, which do so much to set class 
against class. There is not so much difference after all between a 
battue and a pigeon match. 
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Small Beer. 


| Turse is no teaching some people sense! 
iting to the papers thus :— 

Sin,—Wul any philanthropic, plucky, broad-shouldered gentleman kindly serve 
and confer a re mon his defrauded fellow creatures, by arming himself with 
& stamped legal pewter half-pint pot, enter the various taverns, place two-pence on 
the bar counter. call for a glass of ** bitter” a’e, then gauge the quantity in his own 
measure, ard publish to the world at large a “day's experience and proof of the 
cheating glasses of our decorated dishonest gin palaces?—Your thirsty corres- 
pondent,—Tuares To tuk Pint. 

Doesn't he know that a “ glass” is no legal measure, and that he 
should ask for half-a-pint? If he doesn’t get that, he has his remedy. 
But the matter is not a question of broa -shoulders, but of narrow- 
foreheads into which you cannot knock sense. 


——_—  - —— > 


M.S. Sermons. 


Tuts looks suspicious :— 

Last Sunday morning, at one of the City churches, the rector omitted the sermon, 
as the congregation consisted solely of the members ‘of his own famil y! 
We can’t help thinking that the reverend gentleman would hardly 
have omitted the discourse if he had not been conscious that the 
original being in type might be more comfortably read at home. Or 
was it one of those lithographed sermons spoken of by SuHakespEarr 
as “sermons in stones ”’ ? 


Small Comfit in That! 


A nice look-out for lovers of lollipops !— 

Out of twenty-three specimens of “‘ sweets ”’ lately purchased in London, thirteen 

on analysis were found to be poisonous, ard mostly to contain lead in a most 
deleterious form. 
We suppose the confectioners would defend the title of “sweets’’ for 
articles that contained sugar—of lead! We should like to impress on 
them— by outward application— that the right sort of sugar is produced 
by a cane. 


Here's a fellow been 
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Me-lunacy. 
A corREsPONDENT Of the Gardener's Magazine has been writing, we 
see, to complain that his melons ure all cracked. Clearly a case of 
melon-choly madness. 











THE REV. HORACE HONEYSWEET. 


ORACE HONEY. 
SWEET was curate 
Of St. Peter’s in the 


Vintry. 
Till he raised it to a new 
rate 
All its prospects were 
but wintry. 
To collections 
Such objections 
Would ithe 
demonstrate ; 
Counting up pence, 
Often “tuppence” 
Was the sum found in 
the plate. 


'Horacks /HoNEYSWEET 
however, 
Changed the state of 
things completely. 
Was he rich? or was he 
clever ? 
Neither! but he smiled 
‘s0 sweetly ! 
And he talked so— 
Looked and 
walked so— 
And besides was so un- 
married ! 


Scores of damsels 
(Shows how sham sells!) 
Sought the parish where he tarried. 


Oh, what lots of pairs of slippers 
Proved his powers of fascination : 
(He made bargains with some shippers— 
Sold them off for exportation). 
Money? Plenty! 
Five, ten, twenty 
Pounds each Sunday he collected. 
Pew-rents rising ; 
A surprising 
Stipend— more than he expected. 


Then a curate—crafty rival— 
Complimented Horace greatly 
On the parish’s revival. 
Quoth he, “ You’ve so prospered lately — 
Matrimony, 
Mr. Honey- 
Sweet, what is there to forbid it ? © 
Marry!” Meekly— 
In a weakly 
Moment—Horacg went and did it. 


Horace still is Curate, hark you, 
In the Vintry at St. Perer’s. 
Female congregation, mark you? 
Three old women—all free-seaters. 
Tis his fate now 
In the plate now 
Never to hear sovereigns jingle ! 
Pews not letting ; 
Horace, fretting, 
Sighs, “ Would I had still stayed single.”’ 


Morat. 


Oh, curate, although this tale makes your ears tingle, list! 
Since you can’t be a Pluralist, pray be a Single-ist. 








Some Mistake Here! 


Oor usually correct contemporary the Broad Arrow must have made 
a bad shot in this case :— 

Niobe, 4, screw steam sloop, Commander R. G. S. Pasley, had arrived at North 
Sydney, Nova Scotia, from Newfoundland, bythe last accounts. The Niobe left 
again on the 7th instant. 

The Niobe only a sloop! Of course she is a three-decker man-of-war. 


Hasn’t she been frequently described as “ all tiers ’’? 





Wuat animal could have dispensed with the ark ?—Why the do 
to be sure, might have set up a bark. F af 
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THE WAR §& 


1. Said Ma. Jzwpas Sure, proprietor of the Farthing Fibber, “ Look ere, dear 
boys, we must ’ave a special correspondent at the seat of war—’pon my 
Lonour as a tleman. Oo'll go?’”’ The Staff fell into raptures— 

2. Uatil they learnt the danger to be incurred, when they all ed. 

%. This was the only member of the staff—the errand boy~who would go out. 

4. 80 they rent him out—for a quart of half-and-half. 

5. The Farthing Fibber had * Special telegraphs.” This is how that was managed. 
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ENSATION. 


6. Here you see “Our Special Correspondent” writing his letters on the spot! 














It 


wa‘n't a clean tablecloth so there were lots of spots. } 


7. Here’s the battle as he described it. 


8. Awful rush of the British public to buy the Farthing Fibber. 
9. The only person who believed the sensational accounts of the Farthing Fibber. | 


10. Final triumph of the Proprietor and Staff. 
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THE BABES IN THE WOOD! 


‘‘ The neutrality of Belgium and Holland is secured.”— Vide Daily Papers. 
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THRE BICLS. 


Szg the members with their bills, 
Private bills, 
What a world of promises their bringing-in fulfils; 
How they jostle one another, 
And compete for vacant nights, 
How they pant, and gasp, and smother, 
Pushed aside by party fights. 
While their movers, standing by, 
Emit a doleful cry, 
Apprehensive of the destiny that ultimately kills 
Their bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, 
The dismal fate in keeping for their bills. 


See the silly annual bills, 
Foolish bills, 
With what deluded hopefulness their introduction fills 
All their friends throughout the land, 
Who can never understand 
That the House will throw them out 
One by one; 
That though the movers shout 
At a speaker who is dozing while they spout, 
When they've done, 
With patience sorely tried, 
But with a gush of thankfulness the members will divide, 
And decide 
To deride 
The foolish annual bills : 
And the lesson each instils 
Is, that clearly these are merely 
Futile bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, 
Never to be anything but bills. 


See the Ministerial bills, 
Burly bills, 
With what prolonged expectancy their introduction thrills! 
Through the country far and wide, 
Their friends exult with pride ; 
Too much horrified to speak, 
Their opponents only shriek 
In affright, 
In a clamourous appealing to the wisdom of the House— 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantie House. 
They declare the bills a chouse, 
And affirm they will, by ous, 
Rouse the country now or never, 
By a resolute endeavour, 
To resist the pale-faced premier 
With his bills, bills, bills, 
While each party-leader drills 
For the fight 
His forces great or small, 
To enfranchise or enthral 
The country on the great division night ; 
And the public hardly knows, 
Mid the wrangling 
And the jangling, 
How the danger ebbs and flows, 
But each newspaper instils 
Into readers, 
By its leaders, 
All its own views of the bills,— 
Its own views of the pestilent or patriotic bills, 
Of the bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, 
The stupendous and tremendous public bills. 


See the sickly autumn bills, 
Dying bills, 
What a flood of penitence each moralist distils 
From their slow but sure decay, 
As the session wears away, 
From the melancholy lesson that they teach ; 
For every dying scheme 
Is in its turn the theme 
Of a speech, 
And is tediously debated 
Until hopelessly belated, 
Overthrown, 
And its mover prosing, prosing, 
In a muffled monotone, 
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Feels a glory in disclosing 
All its merits little known. 
In the spring he moves the bills, 
And clears his voice and swills 
From a tumbler set beside him, 
While his enemies deride him, 
And his friends cry out, “ Hear, hear,” 
And he wins a feeble cheer. 
Now and then 
Only, when 
With brows knit in a frown, 
His arm sways up and down, 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In asort of Runic rhyme, 
To the moving of the bills: 
Of the bills, 

To the solemn exposition of the bills. 
Till at last the daylight lengthens, 
And the summer sunshine strengthens, 

And finally it grills 
The members in their places, 
So sadly, with long faces, 
They consent to slay their bills, 
To abandon all their bills ; 
All their bills, bills, bills, 
To massacre their bills, 
Though sorely ’gainst their wills. 
And each bereaved one fills 
The house with lamentations o’er his bills, 
With sorrow at the slaughter of his bills: 
Of his bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Bills, bills, bills, 
With sorrow at the slaughter of his bills. 








SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


I Tuink, if my memory serves me correctly, that I predicted the 
downfall of Macgregor in your columns, at all events if I did not it 
was an oversight, as I knew all about Kingcraft. Now, if you want 
a really good bit of intelligence for your own use and will pay well for 
it I'll forward you the certain winner of the Leger. Telegraph price 
at once, as ordinary money won't do at all. 





Thanks for liberality and promptitude. Now just you go and put a 
bit on for yourself and for me. If you don’t know how to execute a 
commission send me the coin. Now, on the quiet, this is the 
quadrupedal performer for my quids— 

PALMERSTON. 
Next week I will give further particulars and also the absolute last. 
AUGSPUR. 

{ According to request we have forwarded all our spare money to the 
prophet, and sincerely hope he has invested,it on his choice. ‘The last 
time we entrusted him with—Well, we'll see how this turns out. | 


A Certain Cure. 


In quoting the following story from a Yankee paper we confer a 
benefit on our species :— 

There lives in the town of Harmony, Chautauqua County, a husband and wife 
who have not exchanged words for 21 years. In 1549 the husband contradicted his 
better-half barshly before company, and she threatened that in default of better 
bebaviour she would never speak to him again. ‘The husband replied that he 
wished nothing better, and his wife took him at his woid. They have continued to 
live together in this taciturn fashion ever since, and during the long silence have 
had several children. 

Let married people take this lesson to heart and benefit by it. If they 
will but refrain from “ having words ”’ with one another, they may all 
live in Harmony, without having the trouble of leaving England. 


Dinner, ye Ken! 


Turs is novel and refreshing !— 

A Lady at Paris advertises for employment as “‘ ornamental guest at dinner and 
evening parties.” 
If we were giving a dinner she wouldn’t be guest. We should give 
her up. That would not answer, would it ? 


Shameful Case of Attempted Cooper-ing. 


To Mr. Coorer is due the merit of having discovered a simple, but 
valuable, improvement in the method of watering the streets. Bum- 
bledom, with its usual perversity, throws cold water on the scheme. It 
would be giving evidence of sounder sense were an effort made to 
place—not the inventor—but his salts “in the cart.” 
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ECONOMICAL. 
(4 Fact.) 
Cabby, out of luck :— “TIMES IS WERRY BAD, MARSTER. 


wa a PENNY Picxwicx!”’ 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


_Tr is pleasant to greet a volume of Poems by a simple and sweet 
singer like Mr. Marrutas Barr, in these days when every stilted 
versifier calls himself a poet on the strength of mere magazine copy. 
Mr. Barn’s writings are the honest and musical outpourings of natural 
feeling, not the elaborate artificiality which so many misguided persons 
try to palm off as the genuine thing. 

We note the receipt of a Guide to Sheerness with a something of sad- 
ness, remembering into what dire disgrace our lamented “ Nicholas ”’ 
fell, by speaking slightingly of that glory of Sheppey. Here’s pros- 
perity to the place and the book, for his sake. 

The Fourth Report of the “ Industrial Employment Association,” 
organised by Mr. Francis Futier, will be read with deep interest b 
all who desire to see an amelioration of the lamentable state of the 
destitute children of London. 

A very excellent Popular Guide to London has just been issued by 
Messrs. Rovtience, which may be described as a corrected and 
expurgated edition of an earlier guide-book by a Mr. Geonrce 
Fueperick Parpon. The present thumping shillingsworth is clearly 
and grammatically written, and contains notes on all interesting 
objects in and about London, while it omits passages that were to be 
found in its predecessor, recommending special shops for good cigars, 
enlarging on the peculiar merits of certain sewing-machines, or giving 

rominent mention of favoured silk-mercers or watch-makers, with a 
ong list of their prize medals; matters, which, though doubtless 

important to the compiler, were not profitable reading for the student 
of guide books. These questionable passages hevele Son eliminated, 
and real information supplied in their place, the book needs no stronger 
recommendation than one glance at its handy form, its truthful cuts, 
and its price. 

Legends of Many Lands by Miss Dansy seems—at the glance we 

have been able to give it—what its authoress tays it is, a handful of 
field-flowers,— pleasant enough things in their way! 
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Can’T AFFORD 
WOTHINK TO DKINK BUT (brightening)—I'LL Go IN For A 'OT LUNCH—aiv’ 
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DECLINED WITH THANKS. 


Iv’z written “leaders ’’ for the Zimes— 
They never put them in— 

I’ve scribbled several reams of rhymes 
Since I did verse begin. 

For years I’ve tried to gain a place 
In journalistic ranks : 

I always am in every case— 
“‘ Declined with thanks!” 


I have a drama in my desk ; 
A farce, too, full of fun ; 
YY Last night I finished a burlesque 
SN | (That makes the third I’ve done). 
We | And armed with these, I hang about 
The managerial flanks ; 
But back they come, those packets stout— 
‘‘ Declined with thanks! ”’ 


I send my “copy ’’—I’ve no pride— 
To penny weekly prints ; 
The letter that I put inside 
At payment never hints. 
I say I']l take six copies, if 
They’ll use my quips and cranks ; 
The answer's ever curt and stiff— 
“Declined with thanks!” 


I'd climb Parnassus, could I learn 
The proper way to start— 

The midnight oil in vain I burn, 
I'm really losing heart. 

I’m nowhere in the human race! 
I’m always drawing blanks. 

These words are flung into my face— 
“ Declined with thanks!”’ 


It’s been the same all through my life, 


‘ 
A 
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In everything, I find; 

Three girls I’ve asked to be my wife ; 
But each in turn declined. 

My cheques have been returned to me 
By several joint stock banks ; 

These very lines I fear will be— 
“Declined with thanks!” 


A New Sonc.—“ There’s Salmon in the House with 
Diner!” By Frank Buckianp. 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


Tue spray is flying o’er us now, 
I hear the breakers’ roar ; 

The winds are boist’rous, and the prow 
Is turned towards the shore. 

Look, darling, how the dimpled main 
Is laughing in its glee; 

And list, oh! list, my dearest Janz, 
The music of the sea! 


The billows bear us bravely on, 
The jetty and the pier 

By turns arise, and then, anon— 
What is the matter, dear ? 

Why, Janr, I always understood 
You thought the ocean grand ! 

“ And so, my dear, I do, and would 
For ever from the land! ”’ 


The Red Tape Rifle. 
} BBA Ve, Circumlocution! This happened in the House the other 
night :— 
In reply to Colonel Wilscn-Patten, Mr. Cardwell eaid that a trial had been made 
at Aldershot of the Martini, as compared with other rifles ; but, as the trial had not 
been authorised by the Horse Guards, he could give no further information 
respecting it. 
“The trial had not been authorised” and so it was to be ignored! The 
probability is that, not having been managed under authority, the 
trial was a fair one, and the result unfavourable to the government gun, 
which is notoriously beaten by other weapons. The only feather 10 
their cap the authorities can claim on its account is an ostrich plume— 
the plume of the bird which hides its head in a bush and says it really 
can’t see anything wrong! 


| 








MONDAY OUT. 


By Ovr Sprecrat SIGuTsEEr. 
No. V. 

A Monpay or two back I was sauntering leisurely along Cannon- 
street, with a light heart, a well-lined stomach, a cond oer. and a 
clear conscience. ‘These, I may as well inform my readers, constitute 
no small portion of the amount I consider essential to earthly happi- 
ness ; aod possessed of these, is it surprising that evidence of my 
beatific condition beamed on a face formed on those principles which 
(in faces) command the admiration of the multitude? I know that I 
looked benevolent, and if ever the countenance was the index of the 
mind it was so in my case. But as is so often the position of 
the truly good-hearted I had nothing to give away, and though I did 
not for a moment lose any one of those pleasant feelings with which I 
ever regard my brother man and sister woman, be they never so poor 
and needy, it occurred to me that the itinerant vendors of ideal (Shoe- 
lane) telegraphic information from the seat of war, the purveyors of 
yesoover’uns and flamers and the various old ladies who sell thanks at 
a farthing a score and curses at a still lower rate, were wasting their 
precious time ; and as time is money, I felt that though a good look at 
your S. 8S. is worth something, my attendants might have a better 
opportunity of acquiring circulating medium elsewhere. With a 
simulated ferocity which would have been highly entertaining to any- 
one acquainted with the real mildness of my disposition, I rapped 
several boys sharply on the head with my walking-stick, and treading 
upon the toes of three or four ladies of Hibernian extraction, unsavoury 

our, and cadging propensities, strode sharply down to the riverside, 
heedless alike of the mud and abuse (both of which went wide cof the 
mark) aimed at me. 

“Now, then, sir; all piers down the river. Boat just going to 
start.” 

I passed across the treacherous and temporary gangway which con- 
nected the two frail planks, the hawser was cast adrift, the main brace 
was spliced, the fender was taken down to the cabin fireplace, and the 
hollow ship dashed on towards the hoarse resounding main, saluting 
with her funnel as she passed under that bridge which from the com- 
parison its material bears to that of the civic authorities’ heads is 
called after the place they “govern.” 

Like most of the people who have resided long in London, I have 
been in none of its stock shows and exhibitions, and as we passed by 
the Tower of London, I pulled out my notebook and made a solemn 
declaration that given time, opportunity, and a guide, I would some 
day visit its grey towers, obsolete batteries, and torture chambers, and 
for the benefit of those who live in the vicinity express an opinion on 
their merits (or the want of them). Of course, countryfolk have all 
been there, but they might feel interested in what a resident of the 
metropolis, who should certainly know best, thinks of his own 
fortifications. 

As I close my book, I become aware of a foreign-looking man 
gazing wistfully upon me, as though anxious to speak, and with the 
courtesy which ever ennobles the true Briton above those who have 
the misfortune to be born abroad, I stare at him as hard as I can, and 
my cigar being now nearly exhausted cast it away to windward so 
that a few of the ashes go in his eye, while the rest hang in flakes on 
his beard and moustache. 

While my foreign friend is busy cleaning out his damaged optic, I 
gaze upon the vast quantities of shipping which encumber that part of 
the river known as the Pool, so called because the tide runs more 
renal here than elsewhere ; upon the myriad steamers, screw and 

dle, wood and iron, which, scorning the companionship of the 

vessels, swing about in mid-stream ; upon the numerous repre- 
sentatives of my old friend Pancxs (glorious Pancxs!) which, snorting 
defiance at the world in general, drag heavy lumbering vessels or 
strings of barges about like playthings. The costumes of the foreign 
sailors attract my attention, and I am just becoming interested in the 
eve song of some women sitting on the deck of a Duch schuyt (a 
butter boat fit for a Brobdingnagian dinner table) when the gentleman 
with the damaged lamp touches me upon the shoulder, and briefly 
apologising for his intrusion, says, in broken English :— 

“I see M’sieur make observations in his notebook about Buckenham 
Castle. Zat is where Boapicea harangued the Danes. A splendid 
Place for historical assoziation.” ; 

He said this so seriously that I could not help laughing heartily, at 
which my informant appeared very much annoyed, and when I told 
him that the place he had been viewing with such reverence was the 

Ower, he waved me off in a most grandiose manner, said he did not 

a to be made “ of ze sport,” and walked away. 

Little did I think the influence this man would have on my day’s 





(To be continued in our next.) 








Un-Narvrar History.—A beast that comes in questionable shape : 
¢ Conun-dromedary. 
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charity—at home! 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 179. 


Tue trumpets are sounding ; the battle is o'er; 
And the beautiful cornfields lie trampled in gore. 
The army, triumphantly shouting amain, 
Has won the fierce struggle—is lord of the plain. 
Far off in the distance faint clarions, replying 
To the conqueror’s trumpets, assemble the flying. 


1. Some sigh for gold. I look on it as dross 
Beside the price that buys the plain bronze cross. 


2. The Germans sing of the German Rhine, 
And shout, as they quaff the beer or wine, 
That it never shall be won. 
Tis right! Brave men should ever hold 
That which was handed down of old 
“‘ From bleeding sire to son!’ 


. A basket-hilted sword he bore, 
His foe another draw did. 
They made their cuts. One! Two! Three! Four? 
And each stamp “ha!”’ and “haw!” did. 
While all the house applaud did. 


4. “Shiver my timbers, belay—belay ! 
Stand by! let go the sheet!” 
If you make him talk in this kind of way, 
It’s considered a picture complete. 
5. Ping! ping! ping! 
The rifles ’gan to ring, 
With the flash lighting up the thick gloom. 
But you heard no more 
Of the big or little bore, 
When the great gun went “ Bang! Boom!”’ 
6. This delicate spirit daintily flavoured 
Is much by certain old ladies favoured ; 
Who think gin vulgar, and don’t like rum, 
But can take some of this or of cardamom. 


Co 


7. Her bellying canvas is white aloft, 
For the tide serves well, and the wind blows soft : 
With an open sea and a breeze from the South, 
Away she goes with a bone in her mouth! 
SotvutTion or Acrostic No. 177.—French, German: Flag, Rapine, 
Engineer, Napoleonism, Contra, Horsemen. 


Correct SoLvutTons or Acrostic No. 177, receivep Avoust 3rd. — D. E. IL; 


nuby’s Ghost ; Slodger and Tiney. 


A Trying Position. 
We learn from the Sunday Times that :— 


Viscount Treilhard has been appointed to the post of minister of France at 


Washington, rendered vacant by the recent suicide of M. Prevost Paradol. 
We had better appoint the Viscount as our agent for the settlement of 
the Alabama question. We want some one who will Try-hard! 


Answers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.d 


A SHADE.—Your work, most properly, is shady, and, therefore, must 


stop in the shadow. 


A Patriot would do the greatest good to his country of which he is 


capable by refraining from trying to write poetry about it. 


S. (Brixton).—Look here! There’s a great deal too much of this asking 


questions of a kind which we do not undertake to answer ; but we'll oblige you 
this once. Well, then, the meaning of a “ Plebiscitum ”’ is the supersediary 
hypothecation of a remote syllogism, tempered by the parallax of hypnotism. 
There, now, don’t say you haven't been told. 


L. (Temple).—Not quite suitable. 
BopGER.—No! It’s very kind and cheerful of you to offer—but don't 


‘‘try again,”’ there’s a good fellow. 
P. A. 


A. L.—You sneer at the spelling of the letter you enclose, and you 
ourself write * barrester.’”’ In your case, contempt should begin—like 


Mepicvs.— You have a prescriptive right to thanks. 
Declined with thanks:—E. G., Hoxton; Major, Derby; J. H. D., 


Kensington; Orion; Tax-payer; ‘Peter Gray;” T. H.; C. O.; F. Liver- 
pool; B. B.; Toodles; X. YZ. Kingsland; ‘The Odd’un; B. J , Leeds; 
SM Ay Ae ey 1 
road; W. M., Maida Hill; J. E. C., Biggleswade ; M.S., Knightsbridge ; 
The a-cuss-tomed; Classic; A Stranded One; Per Contra; WwW. W. : 
P. F. L., Manchester ; — Tooting; Bonnie Bessie; A Boy; Reader ; T. r., 
Dalston; M., Liverpool; Olim Meminisse; D. E., Islington ; Acrosticus ; 
Scrumptious ; B. P J 


F.; Americanus ; Nem. Con.; Silex; E.G., New North- 


leet-street ; C. D. J. 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


AUGUST. 


We miss Mr. Reape in this month's Cornhill, but “ Against Time ” 
does its best to console us. ‘* Wanted a King” is good, but too much 
of a burlesque, all things considered just now. Not the best number 
this, that we have seen. 

Temple Bar is an unusually good number this month. “ Phil 
Death” is a capital story that we could almost fancy an Overland 
Monthly tale, and “'The Widow Merand”’ is a charming little French 
picture. Sr Epwanrp Creasy contributes a battle, and there is a read- 
able paper on La Fontaine. 
London Society is “ sea-sidy ’’ and readable, with one or two pleasant 
bits of verse—by which we don’t mean the “ Loop of Pearls,”’ for “a 
peri host playing at stringing snow-balls in a cedar’s shade”’ strikes 
us as nonsense. The pictures are quite up to the standard of the mag. 
In the Poetical Magazine there are some noticeable verses, ‘‘ Pax 
Alma Denique,”’ evidently the result of a study of Georce Herpegnr. 
The gentleman who wrote of the “ unexploded music’”’ of sonnets goes 
a “ buster”’ this time, thusly— 
Swelling ecetasies explode in pealms. 
Is he quite sure he isn’t thinking of music hall melodies of the “ Slap, 
Bang !’’ order, when he alludes to such literal “ bursts ’’ of music ? 


{[Aucust 13, 1870. 


a7 


AE Fae 





ODRABBIT ‘EM. 


Little Figgins in an evil moment has been induced to join a farmers’ rabbit battue on the cliffs: in dismay at discovering the numbers and 
ality of the armament, he anxiously maketh inquiry of the keeper :—“I1 say, KsgPER, ISN'T THIS SAWT O'THING AWFULLY DANGEROUS ? 


N-N-N-N-NO, Sin, WB DON’T OFTEN GIT many PATAL ACCIDENTS!” 








The Rectangular Review is a new quarterly of excellent appearances 
containing many and various articles well-written and interesting as 4 
rule. But why does the Editor wish it to be “distinctly understood 
that he doesn’t hold himself responsible for the views of his 
contributors ?”” What's the use of an Editorso irresponsible? Fancy, 
when you've paid your fare and taken your seat on the Tunbridge 


coach, being informed by the driver that he wouldn’t be responsible for 
the team! 


Rat-tat. 
THE papers are saying :— 


The news of Madame Rattazzi’s death, announced a few days since, is now stated 
to be incorrect, and to have originated in a mistake. 


We can see how the mistake arose. It arose from what they were at ? 
Don't you know what they were (r)at ?—at sea! 





We fully believe it. 


Wuen the Claret Cup passed round at Wimbledon—few, we hear, 
subjected themselves to disqualification for “a light pull.” 


Nots to Caack.—The Spray of the “‘ Melancholy Ocean ’—A Sprig 
of Shillelagh. 











18-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WED 


DING AND OTHER PRESENTS. 


MR. STREETER 
MOR, 
(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated 


I8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. 


From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


37, CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 
STEAM WORKS—COACH AND UORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


The New Illustrated Catalogue, bound in cloth, Free for Two Stamps. 


rrictd by JUDD &£ Co, Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Aug. 13, 1870. 
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! Avovst ere a FUN. ” 
THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 84.—_THE PERILS OF INVISIBILITY. 


LD PETER led a 
wretched life— 
Old Prrer had a furi- 
ous wife ; 
Old Prrer too was truly 
stout, 
He measured _ several 
yards about. 


| 
| 


| 
| 


ew ee 


The little fairy Pickre- 
KIN | 
One summer afternoon 
looked in, | 
And “Old Pxrrer, how | 
de do? | 
Can I do anything for | 








you? 


The poor old fellow had no rest, 

His coat, his stock, his shoes, his vest, 
Were all that now met mortal eye— 
The rest, invisibility ! 


““T have three gifts—the 
first will give 








Unbounded riches while you live, 
The second, health where’er you be, 
The third, invisibility.”’ “Now, madam, give them up, I beg— 
I've bad rheumatics in my leg— 
Besides, until you do, it’s plain 


“Oh, little fairy PickLekrn,” 
I cannot come to sight again! 


Old Perer answered with a grin, 
‘“‘To hesitate would be absurd, 
Undoubtedly I choose the third.” 


OLE ee A my Oy Og W 


‘‘For though some mirth it might afford 
To see my clothes without their lord, 
Yet there would rise indignant oaths 


“’Tis yours,” the fairy said, “ be quite 
If he were seen without his clothes !”’ 


Invisible to mortal sight 
Whene’er you please. Remember me 
Most kindly, pray, to Mrs. P.” 


Old Mrs. Peter overheard 

Wee Pickiekin’s concluding word, 

And, jealous of her girlhood’s choice. 

Said, “ That wassome young woman's voice!’ 


But no— resolved to have her quiz, 
The lady held her own—and his— 
And Peter Ilcft his humbie cot 

To find a pair of—you know what. 


ee ee 


But—here’s the worst of this affair— 
Whene’er he came across a pair 

All ready placed for him to don, 

He was too stout to get them on! 


So he resolved at once to train, 

And walked and walked with all his main ; 
For years he’s paced this mortal earth, 

To bring himself to decent girth. 


At night, when all around is still, ' 
You'll find him pounding up a hill ; 

And shrieking peasants whom he meets, 

Fall down in terror on the peats! 


Old Peter walks through wind and rain, 

Resolved to train, and train, and train, 

Until he weighs twelve stone or so— 

And when he does, I'll let you know. 


’ 


—— 


Old Peter let her scold and swear— 
Old Perer, bless him, didn’t care. 

““ My dear, your rage is wasted quite— 
Observe, I disappear from sight !”’ 


A well-bred fairy (so I’ve heard) 

Is always faithful to her word : 
Old Peter vanished like a shot, 
But then—Ais suit of clothes did not. 


—~ 


\ 

{ 

i Fer when conferred the fairy slim 
Invisibility on him, 
She popped away on fairy wings 
Without referring to his “ things.”’ 


So there remained a coat of blue, 

A vest and double eyeglass too, 

His tail, his shoes, his socks as well, 
His pair of —— no, I must not tell. 


a 
a a > 
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Old Mrs. Peter soon began 

To see the failure of his pian, 

And then resolved (I quote the Bard) 
To “ hoist him with his own petard.” 


Old Prter woke next day and dressed, | 
Put on his coat and shoes and vest, | 
His shirt and stock—dut could not find | 
His only pair of —— never mind! | 


Old Perer was a decent man, 

And though he twigged his lady’s plan, 
Yet, hearing her approaching, he 
Resumed invisibility. 





“ Dear Mus. P., my only joy,” 








Exclaimed the horrified old boy. 
| earn give them up, I beg of YOU The Race is not for the Swift. 
ou Know what I'm referring to! In sporting matters the highest courage is seldom rewarded as it 
But no—the cross old lady swore | should be. Horses that come to the scratch early never win. 
She’d keep his — what I said before— 
To make him publicly absurd— , 
Ard Mrs. Perer kept her word. Footprints oN THE Sanps or Time.— Crows’ feet. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 17th, 1870. 


J HOSO taketh the sword shall perish by the sword—and the 
. dynasty that has been founded in bloodshed shall in blood- 
WI 


shed pass away! The man who won the throne of France 
by a eruel and treacherous coup @’écat is likely to lose the | 
rown by a just retribution, while attempting to pacify disaffection at 
}ome by purchasing glory abroad at the cost of millions of lives. His 
prestige at any rate is gone for ever; for a Bonararte not to be a born 
veneral is fatal. It is more than possible that by the time these lines 
re in the hands of the public'the Second Empire may be at an end. 








The masterly inactivity of the Home Secretary has given intense 
‘issatisfaction, and the close of the session which beheld the withdrawal 
of the only measures—with the exception of his inoperative Cab Law 
--that he has ever proposed, puts the crowning stroke to his failure. 
lf Mr. Grapstonr were not so widely and so deservedly popular, a 
ministry with two such officials as Messrs. Ayrton and Bruce must 
long ago have thrown up the ribands. 

Mr. Brece’s namesake of Scottish renown took a lesson of 
perseverance from the spider. The Home Secretary seems to | 
encourage the spider too, but only to surround himself with cobwebs, | 
the evidences of sloth and inaction. 


Twice is he Armed! 

No wonder the Prussian army is so victorious! Its soldiers possess 
the invaluable power of being in two places at once, thus doubling the 
number of the forces at the disposal of King William. At least such | 
would seem to be the case, according to the Paris Journal, which stated | 
the other day :— 

According to a statistical table there are in Paris at this moment 50,000 Germans, | 
of whom 8,000 are Prussians. Of that number 1,500 have /e/t, mostly young men, 
in consequence of peremptory orders to join the Landwehr. 

This may mean that Prussians share the ubiquitous virtues ascribed | 
to birds by that eminent Hibernian ornithologist, Sir Boyite Rocue, or 
it may be intended to be brought against the enemy as a charge of 
extraordinary duplicity. 


She Wood, and She Would Not. 


Tus other day an ardent loover of the name of Cuvrcu charged his 
cruel fair, a Miss Woop, with assaulting him. The courtship of the 
pair seemed to be built on the lines of those American clippers wherein, 
according to police-reports, skippers are greatly in the habit of slipping 
into their crews with handspikes and belaying pins. Miss Woop 
knocked her sweetheart down with an iron bar, depriving him of 
what small sense he believed himself possessed of ; and when asked by 
Str Thomas Henry why she hit the swain with so formidable a 
weapon, replied, “I struck him because I was fond of him.’’ Clearly 
she thought the best way of creating an impression on his heart was 
by knocking a hole in his head. 





Too True to be Good! 


AmonG dramatic items from Paris we find this :— 

At the Ambigu-Comique, a spectaele entitled “ Les Prussiens en Lorraine” is in 
preparation. 
The theatre of war has anticipated the Ambigu! “ The Prussians in 
Lorraine ’’ is a spectacle which the French can see, and they don’t 
seem to consider it a thing to laugh at. 





‘* Play to You!” 
Tue Registrar General referring in his last return to the Thames 
Embankment, says :— 


It will ‘* afford additional play-grouncs fo the half million of Loxdonchildren who 
are now se frequently killed and crushed in the streets.’ 


The vagaries of the roughs are almost enough, as it is, to make timid 
people shy of visiting the Embankment; but even those who possess 


strong nerves may well avoid the place if “killed and crushed | 


children ”’ are allowed to play there. 





Why is a pushing butcher like procrastination? Because he's 
always saying *“ buy ”’ and “ buy.” 














[Avcust 20, 1870, 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 180 


De Mvsert sang, about the Rhine, 
That ‘ where the ancestor had passed 
Might pass the children of the line ’’-- 
But then the difference is vast 
Between that one, who onward marched victorious, 
And this one who withdraws with speed inglorious. 


1. All through the day the battle raged and roared ; 
The wounded, stretched upon the bloody plain, 
A draught of water feverishly implored 
Of all who passed— but asked, alas, in vain ! 
At night, the struggle o’er, a neighbouring stream 
Supplies a draught, more sweet than this, they deem? 
29. How was’t, BENEDETTI, 
How was’t, oh Count Bismark, 
To a treaty so pretty 
That neither set is mark 7 
Contradiction from such a convention receives . 
‘The proverb that “ honour exists between thieves.’ 
3. True to his trust the soldier fell 
Here—on the spot he guarded wel, 
A faithful, fearless, sentinel. 
4. The pompous party betted that within _ 
Ten days the French would occupy Berlin : 
France beaten back, this wise soothsayer learns 
He’s a small prophet, with these quick returns. 
5. Through rolling smoke 
The bright gleams broke, 
Where glittering bayonets shone. 
As with serried front 
To the battle’s brunt 
The foe came marching on. 


G. Who will lose and who will win 
"Tis hard to say, when wars begin : 
And even when they’re as far as the middl», 
It’s far from easy to solve the riddle. 


7. “On! For country, and king, and God! 
Chase the foe from your native sod!”’ 
Then with knit brows, clenched teeth, in silence deep, 
Down on the foe the avenging columns sweep. 
8. Among the wounded and the dying, 
Their charitable labours plying, 
See these good women, fear-defying. 
So.vution oF Acrostic No. 178.—August, Apples : Auricula, Unclasp, 
Gallop, Uphill, Sausage, Thyrsus. 


Correct? SOLUTION OF AcROosTIC No. 178 RECEIVED AvGUs?1 10th.— Nestor; BP 








A Dee-duction. 
Tus ought to satisfy the Conservatives :— 


Dee, paddlewheel storeship, Staff-Commander G. A. Waters, arrived off | 

Royal Arsenal, at Woolwich, early in the week, with the baggage belonging to the 
three batteries of Royal Artillery recently returned from Canada. 
They have long said that since the reductions the Woolwich Arsenal 
had gone tothed—. At any rate this proves (on the Manomer-and- 
mountain principle) that if it hasn’t, the Dee has dee-cidedly come to 
it! 





Scotched and Killed! 
A Bomuay telegram reports :— 


Intelligence has been received here by the last China mail that an insurrectiou 
has broken out in Japan. Fourteen huncred persons are believed to have been 
mas:acred. The Daimio of Awa ia said to have declared that he will exterminate 
all the inhabitants. 

This is making “ Awa”’ with them with a vengeance. 


Eh, Sirs! 

Turis is indeed “ prodigious”? :— 
_ M. Dromand, in ** Annales du Genie Civil,” referring to the large tracts of land 
in European countries which produce nothing but heather, cr similar plants, 
recommends their utilisation in the production of charcoal, acetic acid, tar, and other 
useful products; and insists that the soil, when cleared, should be prepared for the 
cuitivation of various kinds of fir trees. 
What will our Scotch friends say when they see Mr. Dromanp set his 
“ foot upon their native heath ” ? Fancy destroying the heather! Even 
the cockneys will consider the proposal goes “a little too fir!” 
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Wuat was the first bet made? The alp/a-bet. 
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THE TURN OF THE TIDE 


ennltt FF . 
OO STRONG FOR ME! YET IT WAS ON THIS I SWAM TO THE THRONE.” 


Napoleon 
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BRUCE AND THE SPIDER. 
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A Modern Version. 


ORROWFULLY TO THE HOME 
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SIR BYNGO’S BLUNDER. 


A Mepra:vat RomANcE. 
> (Ee , OME years after the 
Sse ps beginning of the ten- 

t: teenth century two 
horsemen might have 
been seen wending 
tieir way across the 
Ilolborn Viaduct, or 
rither through the 
villey where the 
Ifolborn Viaduct has 
since been erected. 
Nhe younger of the 
two, to judge from 
his appearance, was 
the junior by several 
years. The other 
was older than he by 
about the same period. 
Tt was this strange 
similarity in the dis- 





which had tended to 
establish the very 
strong intimacy be- 
tweenthem. Indeed 
if the one had not 
left off being a boy 
some years before the 
other was born, they 
would have been 

. ae - friends from infancy. 
The younger knight was Sir Bynco Humcvrriy. So was the elder 
knight, who was grand-uncle and godfathcr of his companion. To 
distinguish him from his elderly relative the youth was called Sir 
Byxco HumGvurrin, junior. Although gentlemen of private means, 
they both travelled in hardware, Sik Bynco, senior, being cased in 
Milan steel, while his grand-nephew was clad in genteelly lacquered 
brass, with a handsome bronze knocker between his shoulder 
blades. 

Anon they drew near a hostelry which bore the sign of a bald-faced 
stag. The elder knight turned to his youthful companion, and ob- 
served in a husky voice: 

“Let us sky a rose-noble for a stoup of liquor.” __ 

“Aye, marry!” said the other, drawing the coin forth from his 
trunk-hose, “‘the best twain of thrice ?”’ 


~- <4 


| “Nay, let it be @ l’cutrance !’’ was the reply, whereon he flung the | 


coin into the air. 
“The image of his blessed majesty,’’ cried the elder knight. 
“By the mass, thou’rt wrong,’’ answered the youth, “ ’tis the arms 
of England.” 7 
They alighted from their steeds, which they entrusted to a stripling, 
who was selling copies of Ye Ekoe. Entering the hostelry they ordered 
a cup of sack. ; 
“Will it please you to walk in here?” said the drawer, showing 
them into a handsomely sanded parlour. ae 
“ Gramercy, fair sir,” said the younger warrior, ‘and I will e’en doff 
_ my harness, which after my long and dusty ride will be none the worse 
| for a touch of oil and rottenstone!”’ ; 
“A wise thought,” said his companion, “and sith my hauberk is 
| rusty I'll unbuckle and let the varlets give it a touch of sandpaper. 
| While the two warriors were thus sitting divested of their armour 
they heard without the cry as of a female sore bested! — 
“‘Beshrew me,” said the youth, “a female in distress!’ and without 


weight and age, he turned his attention to the stoup of liquor. _ 
_Young Sir Bynco saw a varlet haling along a damsel who shrieked 
piteously for aid, which the bystanders seemed loath to offer. — 

“ Draw and defend thyself, ruffian,’’ shouted the young knight, as 
he threw himself on his opponent, who immediately left go of the 
damsel and drew his weapon. ; 

They were both expert swordsmen and for a time the combat raged 
without advantage to either side. Brother Paciricvs, who was sitting 


best Latin he could master at such short notice and without a lexicon, 
for “Go it, little ’un! give him one for himself!’ 
Night cameon. The crowd dispersed. Brother Pacuicvs shut the 


adversaries continued te exchange blows. ee 
ey had inflicted many wounds on each other. Six Bynco’s two 
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parity of their ages | 


| more ado he leapt out of the window sword in hand. His companion | 
| looked out, but seeing the fall was somewhat too much for one of his | 


up with a sick friend, thrust his head out of the window at the noise 
and shouted out, ‘I, parve! Da illi unum pro seipso, which was the | 


window and made himeelf a glass of rum and water. Still the two 
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legs were cut off below the knee, the tip of his nose and his right ear 
“ar gone, ~~ i. pe: pinked thrice through the body. 

18 Opponent had lost a leg, an arm, an eye, : at » 
ng at PI or eg irm, an eye, and about a half the 


At length the two were so exhausted they were obliged to stop for 
breath. . . 

“Tsay,” said Sir Bynco, “what were we fighting about ? ” 

“I don't know,” was the reply. “You pitched into meas I was 
taking a woman to the station-house for kidnapping children for the 
sake of their clothes. "’ 

‘And she has escaped!’ said Bynco; “and what's more, I had my 
purse in my pocket when I came out, and it’s gone now.” : 

a Nay, trouble not thyself for that,’’ said a familiar voice—that of 
| his godpa, “T will gladly take on myself the expenses of thy funeral. 
For thou art sped, my poor boy !”’ : 
“Aye, marry!"’ said Bynco's expiring adversary, “and he has 
| spoilt one of the best constables of Loxp HENDERSON'S watch.” 
“Ah,” was the philosophic remark of the aged knight, “'twould 
| have been best to have stayed and finished the liquor. At any rate it 
is ever the truest wisdom to learn what thou art going to fight for 
| before thou beginnest to fight! ”’ | 
|  There’s a deal of common sense in that. Besides this was to have 
| been a three volume novel, if the hero hadn’t gone and got himself 
| killed off in that lavich way. 
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A LEGER LYRIC. 


Tis merry, ‘tis prime, in autumn time, 
To attend the Yorkshire meeting, 

Where Tykes abound all over the ground, 
And display their powers of eating. 


Here you will find the rugged hind, 
The workman from his bench, 

Of tradesmen proud there's quite a crowd 
Who oft their throttles drench. 


But though the cup they oft fill up, 
Of business they’re not lacking ; 

And while they laugh, and chaff, and quaff, 
They're fielding and they're backing. 


es SS nn 


Far different, too, from the Cockney crew 
Who visit Epsom downs, 
| These Yorkshiremen full well they ken 


The odds to quids and crowns. 








First muttering, out at last they shout, 
6s Upon the field I'll lay ; 

| Bar one we do, but then for you 
There’s others what can stay!” 

Excitement now makes hot the brow 
Of brooding, bright-eyed Bixt, 

Who loudly raves, and ever craves 
His high priced list to fill. 


For Wit.1AM, sirs, of book-makers 
Is busiest and is best ; 

He never tires while fortune wires 
The backer to his nest. 


| 

| ‘‘ Clear, clear the course! ""—this order, hoarse, 
From myriad throats is given; 

| Some, stalwart stecds, and some quite weeds, 

| Are to the starter driven. 


(Driven’s a word must seem absurd 
To jockey and to trainer, 
But it makes a rhyme when short of time 
Is the puzzl.d paper-stainer. ) 


Down goes the flag, the jockeys start, — 
The Leger is begun : 

| Plied by the spur the horses dart 

| Like coursers of the sun. 


Now sounds the slash of busy lash 
On foremost horses’ flanks, 
Proving the race is at a pace 
| Which thins the runners’ ranks. 
The tumult’s o’er—hushed is the roar— 
The judge's box is won ; . 
’'Tis Kingcraft’s lot to beat the Scot, 


| But the winner’s PALMERSTON. 

| AUGsPUR. 

| Pp. S.—I may as well inform you that there is Gvoop Horse for the 
| winner of the Ebor Handicap. 


Se ee ee ee ee 


—_—_— ———. LL - 


ee 





-~ ° ae sir’ 





































Se My Pe 
y - 






EE A a RB em A Ale 


- 2 
in ‘ G ll oe ee . ° = 
eee ce Ae enn onlin tleaapiietiness thay tila tail Mipey 


ws 
ww 


Pa en ken, phat 
SF. > a ie alts pre 


oy ge 


he AMA NE AME hg, DP 















































WAR NEWS. 


By Ovr Specrat CoMMIssIONER. 


Were it not for my native modesty, I should have no hesitation in 
@aying that I am the only Special Correspondent at the seat of war 
who possesses the needful capacity and the requisite readiness of 
resource. As it is, I shall content myself by saying that for f-rtility 
of expedient, rapidity of intellectual grasp, and real unadulterated 
genius, in your own jugs, there isn’t another fellow out here that can 
touch me. And I say so without vanity. 

Just see what scrapes they have all got into! The correspondent of 
the Standa:'d was arrested by the Provost Marshal, who tried to make 
him eat his words. As he refused to do so with the courage of a true 
British journalist, they compelled him to swallow the contents of his 
ink-bottle. The Times correspondent was seized as a Prussian spy, 
owing to suspicions aroused by his possession of a German silver 
fuzee-box. One of the Telegraph correspondents was in danger of being 
martially executed with the shot he had paid for a soldier's glass of 
absinthe. The artist of the Graphic was in custody for some hours, 
and was only released on solemnly undertaking not to wash in any 
more skies with Prussian blue. ‘lhe Jaily News man is exported ' 

And yet they were all exerting every effort to avoid arrest. ‘Uhat’s 
just where it was. J courted arrest. My friends have always said 
that I possessed great talent, and if I could only find some one who 
would take me up, should distinguish myself. Well, I have been taken 
up at last, and was brought before the Emperor. I should have blushed 
for the race of special correspondents, if 1 had been for a moment at a loss 
for a few facts invented to amuse his Imperial Highness. I informed 
him that I was Inspector Ow nat, of the Detective Police, Scotland 
Yard, and that I was in pursuit of Herr Ozoxenrit, of the Bank of 
gn, who was trying to escape to the Prussians with seven millions 
of money. 

The ities was pleased to speak of me as a comrade, alluding 
pleasantly to the days when he was a special constable. He imme- 
diately ordered Generar Le Barvr to cellar out an escort of the 7\st 
Regiment of La Marine @ Cheval, and accompany me to the front. 

The first enga. ement took place while I was there, and the Emperor, 
subsequently coming up with the Prince Imperial, offered me a seat in 
his carriage. I had therefore the honour of being present at the 
ceremony which His Majesty has graphically described as “the 
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baptism of fire’ of my young friend, Lovrs, as he insists on my calling 
him. . 

When he picked up a bullet which obligingly fell close by, It was 
quite affecting to see the gallant veterans moved to tears. The big 
drops coursed one another down their innocent noses, and they hastily 
brushed them away with the butt-ends of their Chassepots, being either 
ashamed to be seen using their pocket-handkerchiefs, or else unable to 
use them because they hadn’t any. I even observed big tears standing 
on their noble foreheads ; but that might have been the heat. We-l 
speak for the army generally—have since found it rather tco hot, and 
a strategic movement, after the Macietxan style, is anticipated. _ 

This is authentic. The reports of other correspondents may differ, 
but that is the result of envy combined with ignorance. This letter 
bears the stamp of truth. None other is genuine. 


(Signed), | Your Spxcrau Sry. 


Tailors by Special Appointment to the Queen. 


Tue last recruiting order received at Woolwich says, that for 
the 70th, 44th, 54th, 56th, 63rd, 65th, and 72nd Foot “ tailors will be 
accepted of any height.’ That is to say, tailors are ‘ bespoke but 
are not to be “‘ made to measure.” The official reasons for this decision 
are the following :— : 

1. No matter how high or low a tailor may be, he is just the man 
wanted to make a regiment uniform. 

2. He is sure to be at home at the needle-gun. 

3. He is used to piece- work. 

4. If there is one man more likely than another to understand the 
breech-loader it ought to be the breeches-maker. 

This is what one may call the “suit complete.” 





Sporting Note. 

Tue breed of horses must have degenerated very much since the 
Trojan war, for it is now an unusual thing to find a horse of over 
sixteen hands, whereas we are told Homer speaks of an old ’oss of a 
hundred hands, named Briareus. 





EritarxH ror GuN-Manuracturers.— Blessed are the piece-makers. 
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RESIGNATION. 


I am one of those people who meet with a smile 
The troubles and cares of this life, 

Though my laugh, I admit it, is sunniest, while 
I’m a mere looker-on at the strife. 

Yet, more ready to smile I should certainly be 
At mishaps to my joys or my loves, 

If, when fortune intends any buffets for me, 
She would only just put on the gloves. 


I abstain from wry faces, and swallow bad luck 
With the very best grace I can find ; 
But concerning such doses I’ve often been struck 
By a thought that occurred to my mind— 
With how placid a smile and how peaceful a mug 
I could swallow my portion of ills, 
E’en though fate should prescribe me her bitterest drug, 
If she only would silver the pills! 


At danger I never grow timid or pale, 
From risk I’m the last ene to shrink ; 
Though oft (for I frequently travel by rail) 
Of destruction I’ve stood on the brink. 
Aye, and if in an accident injured some day 
(For such things on the best lines will come’), 
I shall find compensation e’en there! That's to say 
If they only let me name the sum! 








To a Nicety. 


Henre’s a nice advertisement : 

AN English assistant (twenty-three or twenty-five years, height 7 ft. 10 in.), as 

Junior, who speaks French fluently. Salary, £7. 10s. per month, board and 
lodge out ; also £5 allowed for travelling expenses. Absolutely necessary that the 
Candicate speaks French fluently. Letters not replied to in eight days may be 
considered declined. Address, etc., ete. 
A pound per foot per month seems good enough pay, but what is the 
absolute necessity for that particular height? Would a youth seven 
foot eleven or seven foot nine be ineligible ? Can it be possible this 


lengthy assistant is to be exhibited as a giant, or advertised asa proof | 


of the salubrious nature of the climate ? 


Another Pair of Shoes. 


Wuar sort of shoes can this mean ?— 


A bootmaker has set up a sign-board in the Rue St. Denis, advertising that he 
sells “‘ patriotic shoes ”—‘* Chaussures patriotiques.”’ 


Are they so constructed as to ensure their wearers against any further 


“welting” ? Or now that the French are likely to be shut-up at 
Metz are these to be used as closed-uppers ? 


Beyond Reason. 


Some people seem to think reasons are as plentiful as blackberries :— 


A labourer who came out of gaol on Monday morning, at Cambridge, was seen 
the same night crawling on the railway near Chesterton junction. He placed his 
head on the rails, and a passing train severed it from his body. No reason can be 
assigned for the act. 

Reason, indeed! How can one expect reason from 2 man who has 


lost his head so completely ? 


Infant Morality. 


AN advertisement of a soothing compound for children commences | 


us ;— 


Inrant Liry.—There is no doubt that the Registrar-G.neral’s reports and 
Statistics relating to morality amongst infants would show a very marked improve- 
ment if, ete , ete. 

This is a Sweeping charge against our babes, at which we may well 

expect to see them in arms. If infant morality is at such a low ebb 

ioe hardly wonder at London’s being called The Modern 
aby-lon! 


Sarve her Right. 


Tuts was a very proper case for punishment :— 
_At Rochester, the other day, Ann Budding the wife of a sapper, was sentenced to 


SX months’ imprisonment for cruel!y beating her child, aged 6, and tying lighted 


matches to his fingers. The excuse was that the child told stories. 


Because the child told fibs, she ought not to have aggravated his 
wickedness by making him light-fingered. 


Arr anp Poxirics. — Painters, when they transfer the Cliffs of 
1on to canvas, should use a neutral tint. 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Mr. Wy1p, of Charing Cross, has published a clear and comprehensive 
map of the seat of war, which will not only enable readers at home to 
follow the movements of the hostile forces, but will prove of immense 
value to those “special correspondents,” for whom a stool in the office 
means the seat of war, and who have to accompany the armies in their 
own imaginations—a limited field of operation. ~ 

Ir—as has been sometimes alleged—we comic writers have made 
somewhat too much out of Mr. Turrer, he has avenged himself now ! 
He has spun out his general belief into about four hundred and fifty 
lines, called it 4 Cred, and sent a copy tous. If this is to be the 
penalty we won't chaff Mr. Turrer any more! We won't say we 
have read the work, because no one would believe us if we did—but, 
oh!—we have tried! Still there is a strain of burlesque running 
through it, which, we must say, we do not consider suited for so 
serious a theme—even when unintentional. 


A FEW MUDDLED METAPHORS. 


By a Moore-osr MeEtopist. 


Ox, ever thus, from childhood’s hour, 
I've seen my fondest hopes recede! 

I never loved a tree or flow’r 
That didn’t trump it’s partner’s lead. 


I never nursed a dear gazelle, 
To glad me with its dappled hide, 
But, when it came to know me well, 
It fell upon the buttered side. 


I never taught a cockatoo 
To whistle comic songs profound, 
Dut, just when “ Jolly Dogs’’ it knew, 
It failed for ninepence in the pound. 


I never reared a walrus-cub 
In my aquarium to plunge, 
But, when it learnt to love its tub, 
It placidly threw up the sponge! 
I never strove a metaphor 
To every bosom home to bring, 
But—just as it had reached the door — 
[t went and cut a pigeon’s-wing! 


Symptoms. 
Tuis is alarming ! — 
The foot and :::0uth disease is reported to have again broken out. 
We ean vouch for the truth of this, for we have observed some people 
whose mouths have broken out so that it has communicated a strong 
inclination to kick to our foot. We must try to stamp it out. 


By A CureL wHo Sprers AND Ponp-Ers.—Better than an opera 
Bouffé: a refreshment buffet. 


Auswers to Correspondents, 


—— 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wiless they are accCOMs 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss, 1 

ENQUIRER.—We gave up the “and which" crusade long ago. It was 
useless to try and teach people a language which Is so seldom used as 
English! Nu::erous us publications are in this country, you will not find 


more than two or three written in English. 

W. (Blackheath).— We regret we cannot oblige you. 
B, C. (Camberwell}.—Thanks: But not availab'e. 

C. (Finchley).—We're afraid it has been done already. 

G. B. S.—Thanks; but are not youa trifle too serious when you look a 
gift-horse in the mouth, while he is grinning through his collar ¢ 

P. P.—Jotes about Berlin “ being on the Spree” are worn-out veterans, 
and should be sent to the Hospital for Incurables, or Fijaro. 

PRussStaN sends us as ‘fa good riddle he has just heard" the old query, 
«¢ When is a door not a door?’ ‘The who'e French army couldn't beat that 


—for age. ll ‘ 
° s ter).— i Danks for suggestion. ; 

De lineh with thanks :—§, Soberley Sipwat r,G. D L. D., Kensington ; 
Sigma; H. M.; Theoretic; F. L. 5. D., Kingsland ; B., Liverpool ; Jules ; 
H. E., City; W. H. M., Sheffield; H. C., Westminster; Toodles; J. M., 
Liverpool -D. O. T., Bedford; J. B., Cheltenham ; Rosie; N. a = 





. ' . 7 o as rnort: Begum: 
chester; A.G. M, Edinburgh: W. Hl, Southp rt ; g ; 
Peckham ; S. G. T., Cotham ; E. P., Cardiff; Stuffy ; F. M. P.; caer A 
Cuss-tomer; R. E. V.; D. A. D, Dalston; J., seston; ve : ees 

mi; - ; a? 


@ in a Corner; J. P., Victoria-park ; 


Americanus ; J. P., Vie 
T.C. R.; F. C , Kensington. 


Keader: D , Leeds; 


————— ——— 
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PLAYING AT 
Dedicated to the Opponents of Elementary Education. 


Girl:—“'Ow mvucu ‘a’ ye ‘ap?’ | 


"OLLER, ‘Muxper, P’.ice!’”’ 











CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
AUGUST. 

Tur Food Journal is excellent this month. Dr. Mcrer has 
discovered that ginger-beer proper contains alcohol and is therefore 
not a teetotaldrink! Awful consternation of those mistaken abstainers 
who have taken their “ pop’’ unquestioning ! 

The St. James's contains a memoir and portrait of Dickens. We 
are glad to see “ A Life's Assize"’ is to be resumed next month. 

The Foung Ladtes' Journal is as good and cheap as ever—the best of 
the magazines for women. 

The Gentlemen's Journal is varied and amusing. We shall be glad 
to record the ending of the highwayman story, which is not worthy of 

the magazine. 

Tne Atlantic Monthly contains some interesting reminiscences of 
Dickens, with other readable articles, notably the continuation of the 
“ English Governess at the Siamese Court.” 

Our Young Folks has a touching little story, “ Bobbit’s Hotel,” by 
Miss Puevrs, and a comic sketch, “ Dat ar Bill,” to crown a variety of 
other papers. 


Tue Stanparp, 17th March, 1870, in a noice of Mr. Streeter’s 
Catalogue, says :—* The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.”’ ; 

Court Journat, 19th March, 1870 :—“Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsome'y-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

UNITED SERVICE Gazette, 9th Apuiil, 1870 :—“Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 

specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 










































FATHER AND MOTHER. 


Boy :—“ A poT AND A PINT!” 
Girl :—“ THEN NOW YOU MUST KNOCK M® DOWN AND KICK ME, AND I'LL 
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PEACE AT ANY PRICE. 


My tables, pr’ythce; lest I lose 
The hint—to set it down were meet— 
That “if you can't eat what you choose, 
’T were best you chews whate’er you eat.” 
I rob not Turrer of his due 
When this portentous saw I utter— 
“ Although it disagrees with you, 
Don't quarrel with your bread-and-butter !"’ 


Thames mud of the constituent parts 
Of butter may be reckoned head : 
And e’en the relish that im parts 
May be extremely thinly-spread : 
Still be all discontent repressed— 
Indulge no mumbling mutinous mutter! 
And (I advise you for the best) 
“Don't quarrel with your bread-and-butter.” 


Your bread may scarce be fit for beast— 
May be too foul for fowl; and, ah, 
Its sole connection with the (y)east 
The thought suggestive—“ Alum, bah!” 
Yet do not murmur —seize the knife, 
And of the loaf become a cutter. 
This maxim is with wisdom rife, 
‘Don t quarrel with your bread-and-butter !”’ 


If than no bread, you silly oaf, 
You find—as surely find you will— 
Better by far is half a loaf, 
The smallest pat is butter still! 
So ope your mouth and shut your eyes, 
Munch quietly—don't choke and splutter. 
And—if you'd be accounted wise, 
Don’t quarrel with your bread-and-butter. 


Butter—though “ its offence be rank ’’— 
Will make your bread than dry bread fitter: 
E’en for dry bread your fortunes thank— 
It may be dry—but vo bread's bitter! 
Although your case as hard you view, 
It lacks still desperation utter | 
While it is possible that you 
Can quarrel with your bread-and-butter. 


ConsoLATION FOR THE OuvTsIDERS. — Genius 
often goes unappreciated —the ripe scholar 1s 
rarely plucked. 


SSS 
less Sepneasnaannenanensenneenennessneessensneenaneeeaeseaeeeaneae 


Going for a Song. 


We clip this from a contemporary :— | 
It is stated that a discovery has been made in the vaults of the Bank of Bengil of 
£ 1,000,000 in bonds and securities bzlongiag tothe Nawab Nazim. It was deposited 
tni-teen years ago, for investment. an i had been overlooked, and now, at 6 per ceat. 
interest is equivalent to another million. 
This is excellent news for the Nawab—and for the various pipers 
which are so very disinterestedly supporting his claims! They will all 
sing one tune now—the million-air! 


Groom and Grow-’em. 
How injudiciously worded this is :— 
A® GROOM. No objection to a girden. Ete. 


{f the groom has no objection (rooted ?) to a garden, we should sity the 
garden would have an objection to him. He'd curry-comb the horse- 
radish, we suppose, and take the dandy-brush to the cockscomb:. 


Voices or THE Srars.—Their chorus-cation. 


Morninc ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective repres: 
tations of the chicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with t'” 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest pu“ 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orn: 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 

Pusuic Orrnion, 16th April, 1870 :—** The beautiful designs of ti 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the =. 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign. 
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THE EDITOR'S STEEL PEN. 


Ou! did you ever write a leading article, 
And having left it, didn’t see’t again 
Until the morn; and then scarce saw a particle 
Of all the’product of your busy brain? 
Oh! have you dreamt of how at breakfast table 
Your dictum would meet politicians’ ken - 
And then discover that you were not able 
To combat ’gainst the Editor’s steel pen ? 


Perhaps you've told a friend o’er midnight glass 
That you had showed how Prussia could entrench, 
And in the morning to your grief, alas! 
You find the honour given to the French. 
Perhaps you did the Emperor abuse, 
And said that he must abdicate ; and then, 
You find how gloriously his mitrat/leuse 
Is pictured by the Editor’s steel pen. 


“Hanging is cruel,’’ you had strongly said, 
And Catcrarr’s trade you've bravely tried to check, 
By urging that no wicked culprit’s head 
Should ruthlessly be severed from his neck. 
And having sought the weapons of your mind, 
And spent their keenness on your purpose ; then 
A counter-theory you sadly find 
Suggested by the Editor's steel pen. 


The rights of manhood you have fondly striven 
To inculcate ; and you pursue the course 

Of saying they to woman should be given, 
And on their virtues amiably discourse 

Next day you find that in unmanly diction 
You're told that women cannot copy men, 

And also that your argument is fiction— 
At least, so states the Editor's steel pen. 


In your production, you may haply call 
The Chief Commissioner of Works a duffer : 
By politics must papers stand or fall, 
And so a line like this they will not suffer. 
And when you Ayrron as a demon paint, 
And think the lion bearded in his den : 
You see him blazoned as a blooming saint, 
Depicted by the Editor's steel pen. 


—_—_—_———— | 
WueEnce would you expect “the light of other days?” | 
Ex (lamp)-post facto. | 


THE FATAL FIRE. 
A FRAGMENT. 


Str Dopirer pe SrryKatite had fought in the Crusades. He was 


a particularly stalwart warrior, and as he generally gave rather more | 


than he took in a combat, he was uncommonly fond of fighting. I 
regret to say he was not equally fond of his wife. She was considerably 
superior in wordy warfare, which may account for it. 

The reasons of his going to the Crusades—there were two of them 
(reasons, I mean ; not Crusades)—were to be found in the facts that a 
scrimmage was dear to him, and Lapy SrryKa.ite wasn’t If it had 
not been for these two causes he would never have been accounted one 
of the foremost warriors in the Crusade. 

He was not as lucky in the wars as other knights. They returned 
to England laden with booty. The only prizes he brought home were 


Lay Corporate Fory :— Dio yov 
BANQUET LAST NIGHT?” 

Clerical Ditto :—“ Wet, xo! 
LIKE ME TO ATTEND SUCH JUNKETINGS, AND BESIDES—I[ wasn’t inv 








a silver snuff-box, taken from the pocket of an Emir whom he slew, | 


and the gold setting of a false front tooth, that he had knocked out of 
some Paynim jaw. 

He found his estates had gone to rack and ruin. His brother, whom 
he had left behind to manage the property in his absense, had bolted. 
Lapy S. had diverted on his head all the scalding streams of 
rhetoric she had hitherto devoted to Str Dopirer; but as he, the 
brother, was not her husband, he wouldn’t stand it, not being compelled 
to do so by the law. The tenants who had up to that time paid their 
rent to him brought it to her Ladyship. But she made rent-day so 
hot for them that they did not repeat the experiment. 

Sir Dopirer was on the verge of bankruptcy. What made it worse 
was that her Ladyship, in the most unconscionable manner, ascribed 
their ruin to his taste for war instead of her love of discord. 

* e * 

“Remains of ague caught in the campain, my dear!’’ Said Sir 
Dopirer, “ Hartshorn oil and opodeldoc. Order in a few hogsheads. 
Also a barrel of turpentine for plasters.” 

The medicaments were purchased. 


EE 
VOL. XII. 


H 


Making the Worse Appear the Better Reason. 


GRACE AT THE CoRPORATION 
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FOR A WATER-DRINEEI 
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“My dear,” said S:r Doprrer, “those shirts of mine [ brought back 
‘from the wars: They're very old—only rags; and I want rags tc 
| apply my dressing.”’ 

The dilapidated garments were produced. 

He certainly made use of an immense quantity of the liniments an! 


of the linen. Of the latter he left oily and spirituous fragments al! 
over the place. 
> 


* * ‘ 


That night that knight's Castle was burned tothe ground. Hor 
Ladyship's body, it failed to be found ; and Sirk Dopirer only es: aped 
thence unhurt in a piir of old slippers, a nightcap, and shirt. 

* * * * 
But the Insurance Company said the case was so suspicious they 
wouldn't pay. S:r Doprrer said he must e’en be sutistied. Arfflictions 
are often only blessings in disguise, and on the whole he thought he'd 
got off pretty well for blessings, in this instance. But he novorthcless 
afterwards married again! 


Mx lover sends me diamonds and pearls, 

Because he thinks me vain, like other girls, 
And fond, like other girls, of dressing louily. 

To send my love his jewels back again 

Without an hour's delay, by luggage train, 
Were only acting properly and proudly. 


To think me worldly-minded—what a sham>' 
I scorn the world, I hate its very name, 

I fondly pine for solitude and cloisters ; 
And, as for pearls, permit me to declare, 
Rather than use the gaudy gems for wear, 

I'd eat three dozen of their native oysters 
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signed by the conflicting powers; an 





r FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, dug. 24th, 1879. 
ing for a vaeation, which may, alas, be unex- 
; ly broken-in upon by new complications on the Continent, | 
(3 the Ministry has very properly secured, in so far as its power | 
— lies, the neutrality of our plucky: little neighbour, Belgium. A, . 
treaty to preserve its territory intact has been submitted to—and | 


d although probably no one will 


lace too high a value on the word of either of the parties to:the 


} . 


famous—or infamous—“ Secret Treaty,” we have at least made it quite 
clear that as regards the inviolability of Belgian territory we are 


determined to stick to our word. 


Our neutrality under such circumstances is the respected neutrality 


which sleeps with one eye open,, and 
display if needed. In the shadow of 


a very pretty show of teeth to 
the British Bulldog, that plucky 


little Belgian pup may repose in, security. Peace? Yes, peace by all 
means! Peace at any price? Yes, peace at any price—save 


honour! 





-_—_—-_ 





Eighty-totalism. 


We learn from the C.‘y Press that the report recently sent in of the 
health of the City Police by the surgeon of the force contains this 


flattering passage :— 


The table showing the sickness amongst the-various divisions displays: the fact 
that the 8rd, in Fleet-street, were the healthiest. 


We are proud of the statement, of the truth of which we have-been 


assured by the stalwart constables on 


our beat, who: declare that’ they 


find the Fun-office eigh tee-ming source of health—eigh-tee-cher of 


wisdom—eigh-tee dinner and supper 
eigh-tee-dium-dispeller. 


in one, and«in every respect 


The Same with a Difference. 


Tue Fenian Genera O' NEILL, now 
attempt to invade Canada, has been “ 


in Burlington jail for his absurd 
interviewed’ by that irrepressi- 


ble being the Yankee newspaper correspondent :— 


The reporter asked him to explain candi:‘ly to what his failure was to be 
atttributed. The General iepli d that it was owing “entir<!y and s: lely to lack 


of men.” 


We quite agree with this—“ entirely and solely,’ 


lack of men—especially generals.” 


The Latest News 
We read the following paragraph 


satisfaction :— 


, 


we should say “to 


for Lunatics. 
with pity not unmixed with 


George Stokes, a lunatic, who for seven years has becn an inmate of the Chester 
County Asylum, made his cscape frem the institution on the lath July. Nothing 
was heard of him until Thursday, when he was diseovered haymaking ina field at 
Coppenhall. He was removed to Chester on Friday, under the care of an officer 


sent for the purpose. 


Now, if every lunatic at large, found turning a penny, more or less 
honest, by his labours is to be shut- up, we fear there would be vacan- 
cies on the staffs of one or two newspapers. 


Lithographed. 


This suggests a grand idea :— 


The story that am inventor has discovered a process by which a dead bodr can be 


Indians, and selling them for tobacco signs. 


petr fied in an hour as hard as a stone, suggests toa wag that he ought'to accompany 
our troops cn the frontier, where he could drive a lively business at petiifying 


If the ingenious inventor would but turn his attention to experiments 
for reversing his process and ws 
would be indeed grateful. 


fying stone-figures, England 


He could unpetrify our public-statues, and 
then all London would subscribe a fund to enable them to emigrate! 
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“NOT IF HE KNOWS.” 


‘““ What not yacht? ’—Arnon. 


PX HE breezes are blowing, 
The flood-tide is flowing, 
: The glad “ Little Nelly,” 
With white sails that belly, 
Flies fast. 
The swift yachts are racing ; 
The skipper is pacing 
The deck of :his cutter, 
And sometimes will utter 
“ Avast!” 


The timbers are creaking, 

The sea-gulls are shrieking ; 

The waves roll unceasing, 

The breeze is increasing 
Amain. 

And the landsman grows paler, 

And says to the sailor, 

‘‘ 1f I see land once more, 

I will venture from shore 
Ne’er again!” 


But the wind and the ocean 

Persist in their motion ; 

And the vessel keeps dipping, 

And bounding, and skipping 
Like mad: 

So sighing for steward, 

He stumbles to leeward, 

O’er spar, sail, and cable, 

To whisper scarce able, 
“T’m bad!” 


But the vessel still dancing, 

Goes bounding and prancing, 

And bowing politely 

To waves, that break brightly 
In foam ; 

While the poor pallid creature, 

Distorted in feature, 

Faintly hopes that each tack 

Ts to carry him back 

To his home. 


Meanwhile, on the sands 
Our friend Sotomons stands ; 
In nautical get-up, 
With telescope set-up 
Complete. 
In nautical phrases 
He deals, as he gazes 
Afar o’er the sea, 
Till you think he must be 
In the fleet. 


But I'll stake my debentures, 
That he never ventures 
On bark, schooner, yawl, 
Launch, or cock-boat so small— 
None of those! 
Tf you ask him the why-ness 
Of this, his sea-shyness ; 
While a smile his lips plays on, 
His finger he lays on 
His nose! 


—_—_—<_—$_ <_< _ _ = =—_"»DBnmanaE[“H—_—_ 


Old Saws with New Handles. 


“ Where there’s smoke ’’— there’s as often cabbage-leaf as “baccy! 
“‘T]l weeds ’’— very often make their smokers ill too. 





branch of industry will 
without the tin. 


Advance, Australia. 


TinngED meats are now py imported ; the perfection of this 
arrived at when we can get the meat 





A Business View. 


An undertaker was sued the other day for breach of promise of mar- 
riage. He pleaded that he was com 
break off the match, the lady was so devoid of “ symetery.”’ 





pelled for busimess reasons to 


ee sups with the devil’’—must be fond of cayenne and drum- 
sticks. 
“ Short reckonings make ”’—it rather inconvenient for people who 
are “short’”’ too! 
“He who touches pitch ’—had better put on an old pair of gloves. 
“ All is not gold” —which Brummagem jewellers so de-“ fine.” 
“ A fool and his money ’’— are the delight of match-making mothers. 
“* When the cat’s away the mice will play””"—the part of the police- 
man, instead of her. ; 
“As fools think ’’— but, come now, we ain’t such a fool as to think 
fools do think ! 


Sst 





| 
| water, and even have exerted myself -and the heat is something 


| awful—to destroy them wholesale with a fly - flapper. 


—_—_— 


——————_— 
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TWO SIDES OF THE QUESTION. 


«“ConrornD the flies! I've tried treacle and beer, and sugar and 
DS‘ c 


But tne cry i 
still they hum! They not only hum but they tickle, and even bite at 
times. Bother the flies! Can't see what possible use they are -on 


the contrary it is quite impossible to yet decent meat now. | t's as 


tough as leather ; killed and eaten the same day—all because of 


| these flies. 


ttt st ts 
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“Its impossible to get to sleep forthem. If I've-closed my eyes 
once I have fifty times—and had to open them: the next instant 
pecause an obtrusive fly would gallop over my nose.. Wish.to goodness 
there were no flies. I should like to know what's the use of men 
being the lords of creation, if they can’t abolish flies!” 

These words reached the ear of a passing philosopher. He was 
daeply struck by their wisdom. Here indeed,.said he to himself, is a 
problem worth solving. I will seek some retired spot, and devote 
myself tu its solution. So he took lodgings in: Pentonville, washing 
and atéendance included. 

«“ Now,’ he.exclaimed aloud, as he stood on the doorstep about to 
enter bis-rebreat, ‘‘now I will unravel-the mystery—beyond all 
question a verx great mystery —a stupendous mystery ”’ 

“ Andino flies! ’’ said a vulgar little’ boy.. The sage-wentin and 
slammed the door... 

As he sat-gazingout of the window wondering. which was the best 
way.of approaching: the difficulty, he beheld a fly buzzing on the pane. 
Piesently he. began to: understand the buzzing, which finally developed 
itself into the following oration. 

“ It\is: rather-hard, considering the world was specially created for 
my ‘enjoyment; that. those horrid monsters:of men—why they were 
created. I never could understand—should be allowed te interfere with 
my duties ‘andmy pleasures. When: he is young he pulls my wings 
off. When he grews old he tempts me to intoxicating orgies on 
deleterious mixtures. He shuts up the beef and mutton, intended 


—_— - 











DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No.. |8! 


Day after day the eager crowd 

For late editions cries aloud 

At news-shop big and news-shop small, 

And clamours round Smitu’s railway stall. 
‘“¢ Another battle f’’ is the cry: | 
Nay, rather warfare’s end, say I, | 
Should be the news for which to sigh! 


1, Among the youth of this enlightened age | 
Too oft will he your wondering sight engage. | 
His vacant talk betrays head-emptiness 
Of all save tailor-planted thoughts on dress ; 
His one ambition is —how weak and small— 
“ Rather be stared at, than not seen at all.” 
Sooner than folks in streets should pass him by, 
He'd have them smile and murmur, “ What a guy 


2. When Horace, "neath his vine, 


Sang of cool cups of wine, 
He little knew, oh, Wenham Lake, 


How cool these crystal blocks of thine 
The Future’s cups would make! 


3. Speed o’er the waters dark 
Noiselessly, sable bark, 
While [attuno _ 
Softly the cithern’s string 
My serenade to sing 
Under the moon, _ 
Where the low breezes wing 
O'er the lagoon. | 


4. A very common word indeed, 

Bestowed on folk of different creed : 

For though the world has great variety 

Of slang, the Billingsgate of piety 

Is far more glib than any other ; 

For when a Christian hates his brother 

For not—without one doubt—receiving 

His own fixed fashion of believing, 

He dubs him heathen past retrieving ! 
- “Let us suspend our strife,” they said, 

Advancing with white flag outspread, 

“That both sides may inter their dead!” 

Sotution or Acrostic No. 179.—Victory, Retreat: | 

a Inheritance, Combat, Tar, Ordnance, Ratafia, | 

acht. 


Correct Sorvrions or Acrostic No. 179, Recervep Ava. 17th.— 
innie; Dalziel Cottage; Pimlico Tom Cat; Lindis. 
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solely > . 
na Po — and as a nursery for my children, in safes and under 
OVeTs, ’ Th ° = ° 
of: way over hi e even has the impudence to interfere with my right 
pet Meda as t which any ene with the slightest knowledge of 
} St see was erected simply 
Pep pak ; ply a8 a promenade for my race, 
a. _ st re comes to be permitted —a mere excrescense such 
na-aumiinns erfere with the pursuits of that most important and 
p The —_ a the flies, for whose sole enjoyment earth was made.”’ 
his lod Ee osop “94 has not up to this moment given notice to quit at 
#1ngs, so he must be still unable to solve his problem 


Gardening Notes. 


Tr you find people, uninvited, planti ir foot i 
ople, vited, planting their foot in yo 1 
ep roller lightly over their potacoes—likewise their “an Ton will 

e -_ to find them groan ; so the process promotes vegetation. 

- e haven't tried the following, but commend the notion to our 
re _ attention. By boiling your peas before planting them you 
oug t to ensure their produce being ready boiled. Boil a few and 
P ant them, If they don’t come up at once, you can soon get them up. 

Vith a spade. This is the cheapest mode.o forcing. 
aie nary 4 no eo without glass. Spinal marrow 

? t rame—in fact, a rl 
eile’ clean t, uman frame. It will not do much 

Don’t mix your mustard before planti i it wi 
! planting. Once mixed it will go to 
ee pot. tie must of course be cultivated in Salee. 
upping crease will be found to flouri st in fie re cricke 
is sees ourish best in fields where cricket 
Don’t grow onions for gale, if y i 

2 you do not wish to be compelled to 
— them about. The influence of these plants is so eek thet we 
: _ — people who wished to sell them forced to cry in the streets 











KINDLY BRAR IN Minp.—Where Murray, of handbook fame, should 


be at home in Scotland—in Moray-shire, 
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‘‘ QUITE BY ACCIDENT.” 
‘*At the Prince of Wales’s Theatre.’”’—Vide Bills. 
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Rosie: —“ Wy, WHAT's THE MATTER, CARRY? 


Carry :—** On, NO, DEAR! 
IN THE PLACE THAT KEEPS THEM! ”’ 
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A GRIEF BEYOND HEALING. 


LOVE AND RUBBISH. 


On a day when Love's Aurora 
Lighted all the sky of life, 
When I fancied that my Fiona 

Was to be my wife ; 
As a pledge of the confession 
That I read in both her eyes, 
Of her glove I took possession— 
Six three-quarter size. 


Though of superfine kid leather, 
All the finger-tips were torn ; 

And the glove was altogether 
Very old and worn. 

In my desk I laid the token— 
In a corner quite apart ; 

Emblem of a faith seon breken, 
And a breaking heart. 


For I found she loved another, 
And my miseries ; 

She is married and a mother, 
I'm a single man. 


Will she think me rude or cubbish 


If I send her back the glove, 
Telling her to throw her rubbish 
Where she throws her love? 


Good in Evil. 


ARE You LAME?” 
Bur I've Lost MY RIGHT HEEL—AND I pon’T KNOW HOW I SHALL GET HOME—AND THERE ISN’T A SOUL 








Similia Similibus. 

Tuere really seems some truth in Homeopathy after all. Bullet 
wounds, it seems, are best healed by the material of which bullets are 
made. The Atheneum, ung of the proposal of Prorgessor Brr- 
GRABVE to adopt the use of lead-foil instead of lint, says :— 

The lead is made to adhere to the flesh by some glutinous substarce; and it is 

said that it has been found highly effective in many cases of workmen injured in 
factories. Lead is both eool and soft to the skin, and the sulpbite of lead which is 
formed prevents putrefaction. Another great recommendation is, that the wound 
may be cookd, without removing the lead, by merely wetting the bandage with 
water; acd thus the entrance of infected air, and consequently of morbid germs, -§ 
entirely prevented. 
This is all very good, but we cannot help suspecting our contemporary 
of a little quiet satire. “Lead is cool and soft to the skin.” ela 
dépend! We doubt if the writer of that sentence would have said s0 
had he had any experience of lead as applied by the Chassepot or 
Needle-gun ! 





Dead-alive. 


A counTRY contemporary in g of a recent thunderstorm 
said, “‘ several cattle were killed, but fortunately no lives lost.” We 
trust the inspectors were on the look out for consignments to Smithfield 
from our friend’s district. If the cattle were alive after being killed, 
the meat must most certainly have been unfit for human consumption. 


The Sign of a Fraction. 


| We read that “the difference between the tailors of Cork and their 
employers is at an end.” What was the difference? They are all 
_ fractions of the same kind, for according to the popular definition, 4 


TuE Money Market Review describes the state of business—which it | tailor whether master or workman is only the ninth part of a man. 


| “ partial paralysis.” 
case the constitution generally will be 


We trust it onl 
nefited. 


| efterwards speaks of as an indisposition—im the Stock Exchange as a 
attacks the “legs,” in which 


| Perhaps the workmen do sew, and the masters do not so. 
| i 


APpRoPOs OF THE TuRNIP Crop.— Farmers turm’-it— a failure. 





mraitiazAaas1S 


see ct sBA 


. 







. 


- 
é 


; 


wo | 
r-< 

~ 

ca 

ee 
J. 

} | 
wo 
bn 
7 | 

2 


a 


THE SAFEST NEUTRALITY. 


SLEEPING WITH ONE EYE OPEN. 





Awe ~ ~~ ee ee 
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MONDAY OUT. 


By Ocr Sprecrau Sicursrer. 


No. V.—(Cone?uded.) | 





In due time we arrived at Woolwich, where I landed, and taking a 

enny boat crossed over to the Royal Gardens, my attention being | 
directed thitherwards by an announcement that a grand gala was to | 
take place at that favoured resort for the benefit of the proprietor. I | 
was soon standing at the side of a platform on which specimens of 
humanity and quadrumanity were revelling in the strains of a blatant 
brass band, and as [ watched the dignity and grace which accompanied 
the movements of the lower animals and contrasted them with the 
clumsy antics of the full-grown beings, I rejected for ever the propo- | 
sitions of Darwin and Monnoppo, and formed a theory for myself. _ | 

“The cunning of the inferior beast is all very well,” said I, “but | 
the brain of man more than compensates for any deficiency in style or 





strength. How easy it is to deceive a poor monkey, but I should like | 
to find the fellow, no matter how plausible, who could take mein. I | 
should only just like one to try.”’ | 


As I half audibly gave utterance to this sentiment, I beheld, crossing 
the platform towards me, the French gentleman whose ludicrous 
mistake on board the boat had so enlivened me. I had not observed 
him land, but there he was, determined to enter into conversation, and 
as I was not at all disinclined for a chat he was soon busy, in his 
amusing broken English relating his history, the concluding part of 
which was most interesting, and was to the effect that a relative had 
lately died and left him a very comfortable estate and nearly a million 


| francs. 
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“ And so you see,” he said (I shall not attempt to follow him in his 
mispronunciations) “I have come here to enjoy myself. I have bought 
many guidebooks, and am determined to judge for myself. These 
Royal Gardens are of course the resort of your nobility—your patri- 
cians and aristocrats? You see by this that I am prepared to pay my 
way, however expensive it may be.”’ 

Heproduced a heavy-looking pocket book, and opening it showed me 
what looked like rolls of notes and lots of sovereigns in various 
compartments. 

[like a glass of good dry champagne; I know that it is to be 
obtained at the Royal; and therefore when he insisted on my being 
his guest over a bottle it was with great willingness on my part that 
we'strolled towards the house, called for and obtained the ambrosial 
flask, which we were discussing in a pleasant room overlooking the 
river, when a stranger coluae and seated himself at an adjoining 
table. My vivacious friend rattled away heedless of the newcomer, 
who was a tall farmer-looking man weighing twice as much as the 
dapper little foreigner. The stranger mixed himself a steaming jorum 
of brandy and water, listening attentively to the little man’s bounce 
about the glories of his beloved France, and suddenly jumped up when 
comparison was made between that country and England unfavourable 
to the latter, and threatened to exterminate the adventurous traveller. 

The farmer, for such he declared he was, got into a furious passion, 
said he would not hear his country insulted, and insisted on a 
retractation. I made myself extremely busy and at last settled matters 
amicably, the belligerents shook hands, each insisted on paying for a 
bottle of sparkling, and we all seated ourselves at one table. 

Presently the Frenchman assured his late opponent that it was just 
as well the quarrel had ended where it did as he had in his native 
village often beaten a whole row of civic functionaries. The farmer 
of course jeered at this, and M. Ravarutac (as he styled himself) though 
admitting how foolish it was to talk of fighting in peaceful company, 
offered to back himself for a hundred pounds against either of us at 
any peaceful athletic pursuit we might name. Thinking the wine 
alone was talking, I tried to reason him out of his folly, but it was 
eae and he was determined to prove that he had not been vainly 

g. 
“T will throw a weight or a heavy ball further than either of you, 


and if I am foolish my money is not,” said he, as he placed his pocket | 


book on the table, “I will go and see if there is a place where we can 
our strength about here. I am not afraid to leave my purse to 
prove [ mean to return.’’ 
No sooner was he gone than the other man went to the door, pee ped 
out, and coming back took up the book. 
_ til wager there's a pretty penny here. Whew!’ he whistled 
with astonishment as he looked in it. "“ Why, here’s a thousand pound 


if there’s a farthing. Now, look’ce here, if he’s determined to throw | 
$ Colin away, we might as well have it as anyone else. How much | 


ve you about you?”’ 
My worldly possessions were soon reckoned, I had about five and 
wenty pounds which with my gold watch and chain would, my new 


friend informed me, be a fair equivalent for fifty of the Frenehman’s 


80Vereign . 


8 | 
“You gat his purse in your pocket,—I'll be fifty to your lot, and 


we'll lay him a hundred about his throwing. He won't be in it with 
either of us. Don’t you part with his pocket book until it is over, 
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and then we'll divide the century. But first hand over your 


| Stakes.’’ 


I must confess that I felt some qualms about taking the poor little 

fore igner’s pieces, but it looked such an easy way of earning fifty 
pounds that [ could not resist the temptation. Of course I felt quite 
satisfied in trusting my valuables to the farmer, confident in the 
possession of the bulky book. 
_ We had but just arranged matters when the little man came rushing 
in divested of hat and coat, and shouted to us that he had discovered a 
fine spot for the exhibition of muscular prowess. We xplained to him 
that the farmer held £100, and that he would have to pay a like sum if 
I defeated him at casting a weight. : 

Well, you've got my book, and if I don’t win you can help your- 
self. 

We left the Royal and walked down the road until we came to the 
back of a house from which a covered shed ran down to where we 
stood. On being told that this was the place, I pushed open the door 
of the outhouse which closed with a bang behind me, and found I was 
in a large enclosure, evidently used as a cowhouse, but which was at 
the time empty. As I turned away, disliking the odours of the place, 
I heard a loud laugh, and the voice of the Frenchman, this time with- 
out the slightest foreign accent broke upon my ear. 

“Good bye, old bloke, you can amuse yourself by trying your 
| strength. Sony we can't join you, but the train’s just off. This isa 

jolly good red super. I'll wear it for your sake.” 
I rushed to the door, but it was fastened firmly, and hearing the 
retreating footsteps of my companions on the gravel, tore open the 
rize book I had so coveted, still half believing that the departure was 
ut a joke. Alas! the gold was but dross, and the notes were but 
| flimsy imitations. Is it.now necessary that I should confess myself 
| the dupe of two designing sharpers, and that I should relate how I called 
in «ain for assistance, and had to wait until “the kyes came hame” ¢ 
| I think not, for the perception of my readers much more acute than 
was mine, will at once enable them to understand how sorrowful is the 

recollection of this eventful Monday out. 





A SERENADE, 


Vicit of love to keep, 

I to your lattice creep, 

Soft, lady, be your sleep— 
Let no dream fret it! 

Ope not the blue eye hid 

Under the drooping lid ; 

For if by chance you did, 
You would regret it ; 


| Since this perverse bassoon 
Somehow’'s got out of tune ; 
And, in a loud commune, 
On the roof o’er us. 
Tabby and Thomas cat— 
Their interference drat !— 
Seem quite delighted at 
Joining in chorus. 


{ 


| Likewise, I grieve to state, 
Neighbour next door, irate, 
Fails to appreciate 

| My operatics. 

| “Go away— tipsy elf! 

| Ought to be ’sham'd 'yerself ! 

| Put that row on the shelf: 

| Blow your chromatics!”’ 





Rebuff. 

Tus Scuth American Churchman says, apropos of a question about 
vestments : — | 

It is evide:.t if some of us are going to use copes, and others of us nothing but 
surplices, others of us will discard the use of all garments whatsoever. 
Goodness gracious, what a threat. The bare idea is shocking ; what 
would the bare fact be? Beside, would not such a course be a simple 
acknowledgement of clerical dishabille-ity? We always thonght— 
and the case (or uncase) of the Irish Church confirmed our belief — 
| that Churchmen objected to being stripped. We have heard of things 


| going for an old song—-this is more like going for a new ditty. Does 


| our American contemporary consider all vesture to be garb-age’ He 


should remember even the Jumpers don't object to jerkins. 





A Rub For Royalty. 
Krxe Cotton has beggared many a rash speculator—and we have all 
read the story of King Coffee-tua and the Beggar Maid. 
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THE THAMES REGATTA. 


As many persons are unaware of the etymology of the word 
regatta, I may as well inform my readers all about it, as I consider 
there is nothing so essentially the duty of the sporting writer as to 
spread well about the few crumbs of information he now and again 
drops upon. It is for this reason that I always explain the meanings 
of the classical names which owners so often bestow upon horses, and 
I feel assured that both the pronunciation and original reference of 
the names belonging to such well-known quadrupeds as Spiderlegs, 
Soapsuds, Acrobat, Anteater, Lemonade, and hundreds of other equally 
a bstrusel i would have been much misapplied and misunder- 
stood | it not been for my unaided efforts. But it is in no light 
mood I have set myself the task of improving the breed of bettors, I 
am as much in earnest as Tattersall’s. Committee is with regard to 
horses ; and heedless of their success or failure, their censure or their 
praise, I mean to carry my design into execution, and make every one | 
that reads my columns ultimately as brilliant as myself. 

Regatta, then, is derived from two Greek archaics—re, back, and | 
gatta saying which is good to drink, and therefore those who lie | 
upon their backs and the bank quaffing the beery beverage of Barclay, | 
the prey potation of Perkins, or the milky-mantled mixture of Meux, | 
are doing more towards the due celebration of the festival than are | 
either swiftly striking scullers or fast-fatiguing fours. Regatta was of | 
course a term originally applied to all days on which the pursuits of 
eating, drinking, and being merry were carried on, but lately it has 
only -. applied to big rowing events. 

Hidden by the balefully ees mantle of the Jupiterian deity, our 
old friend Sol did not emit his sparkling rays upon the riverside, but 
the air was gratefully cool and delicious, the water danced merrily to 
the sound of the banjo and the bones, the mimic waves caused by the 
many matchboats broke as though mirthfully to the music-hall melody, 
the ladies’ dresses presented a “ variegated and kaleidoscopic appear- 
ance,’’ and I felt so truly happy that the divine afflatus descended at 
once upon me. I sat dewn upon the bank, and wrote many stanzas, 
~~ ill only introduce you to the following, to show that I speak 
acts :— 

How delicious it is to be able to write 

Poetry when and wherever you like. 
You see at race meeting, regatta, or fight— 

I jot down rhyming thoughts as ideas me strike. 
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Here is another (the rest are all sold) :— 


Oh, beautiful is Putney at this very blessed time, 

I feel as if I could dissolve myself right into rhyme. 

My heart is gladly beating as I look along the shore, 

And count the drunken persons by the dozen and the score. 


—_— 


I also wrote something about the Prusso-French war, which i after- | 
wards destroyed, being “not up to the mark”’ (my forte being sport- | 
ing), but I regret this much, as, from a study of the music-publishers — 


advertisements, I feel convinced they would aecept anything, n0 
matter how bad, on the subject of marching along. ; 

Well, the winners won their various races, and the losers either 
stopped behind, fouled, or got places. The complete account you will 
find elsewhere, room for the exact description we cannot spare. 


Northumbria’s sons their country left 
Her prowess to maintairx, 

Against a bold and blue-nosed crew 
Across the raging main : 


But though they’re gone, another lot 
From canny Tyneside’s come, 
And collared both the pairs and fours 
Unto their coally home. 
AvG3PUR. 
[Since the above was in type we have received a letter from our 
correspondent, stating that it has been sent us by mistake, and offering 
a whole lot of really comic copy in lieu of what he states is a leader on 
the late regatta for one of the sporting papers to which he contributes, 
and which, he informs us, printed on one occasion, “ more than all the 
other sporting papers put together.” We very much regret being 
obliged to disappoint one for whom we have so great an esteem, but 8s 
we have often wished for a real specimen of style we cannot readily 
~~ = it when fortune is so kind as to throw one in our Wy): 
—Eb. 


Horticultural. 


. . . 99 ée ie 
“My love, why is it so expensive to heat our conservatory * Be 


cause, my dear, it’s a heap-o’-cost (hypocaust).”’ 


FASHION FOR THE ALPINE CurmpeR.—A Cut-a-way Coat. 


Oe 
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SORROW ON THE SEA. 


Mvucu as we regretted the running down of the Oneida, and much as 
we blamed Captain Eyre though he was not more culpably careless 
than the commander of the American vessel); we confess we did not 
know how great an injury had been inflicted on our Transatlantic 
cousins until we saw the other day a number of Lipinevtt's Magazire. 
In that periodical there is a “poem” from which we make a few 
extracts. It begins by saying how when “ Sat the sunsct’s ray, below 


| bright comforts glowed, hilarious spirits flowed, in Yokohama’s Bay.” 


Then it becomes tragic : — 
But soon there comes a shock— 
A trembling, fea: ful knock— 
Then all within’s dismay ! 
They look: her quart r’s gone! 
A Demon Ship glides cn 
Up Yokohama's Bay. 
Next it waxes numerically particular :— 


Eightscore and ¢1xt¢en men 
Are left to battle then 
With all the wild wave's play; 
But two small boats to sa e 
A third from out the grave 
Of Yokohama’s Bay. 


Fivescore fifteen go down, 

And those who de not drown, 
Threescore and one are they : 

These live to t+!l the tale, 

Those mourns the sighing gule 
In Yokohama’s Bay 

There’s the sting! We don't mind the two last vers:s growing 

abusive after this style :— 
Perfidious Albion, thon! 
Hew oft upon thy brow, 
‘ince Columbia’s natal dey, 
Thou’st worn the branded name! 
And now again the shame 
Of Yvokohamaa’s Bay. 

No! The thing we regret is that in those two arithmetical stanzas, 
the untoward accident has called to life in America the particular Muse, 
who was so precise about her *‘ One hundred thousand welcomes, and 
then one thousand more.’”’ ‘he penitence of those circumnavigators 
who found they had carried measles, small-pox, and drunkenness to 
decimate the peoples of the new and beautiful countries they had dis- 
covered,is nothing to our regret that by any act of an Englishman there 
should be inflicted on America (already suffering from Walt-Whit- 
manism) the stupendous misery of the Tupperian muse! Turning 
sadly froma the perusal of “ Yokahama’s Bray’’—(beg pxrdon, mis- 
print for “ Bay ’’)— we ask, with sore hearts, pardon for the evil that 
has been so unwittingly inflicted on a country that boasts an dtlantic 
Monthly, an Overland Mai), and a San Francisco News!etter ! 





ee as 
Cum Grano. 


A sPORTING contemporary says :— 


An infallible French way of catching rabbits without firesrms or traps is to drop 
a crayfish into the burrow, then place a bag ut the mouth. In course of time the 
crayfish penetrates to the rabbit and seizes him. The rabbit, to get rid of the 
cray fish, bolts out amd runs into the bag. ‘‘ This method,” the author ingeniously 
adds * requires some patience, as the cr.yfish travels very slowly, but patience will 
be crowned with success.” 
The waiter has forgotten to describe how the needful crustacean is 
acquired ; for one does not require a magnifying (Lasse to teach us to 

first catch our crayfish.’’ The crayfish, it is well-known, has a great 
appreciation of music and a decided addiction to spirits: acting on the 
knowledge of this weakness the patient Frenchman haunts the bank 
of streams were crayfish are found and whistles the Marseillaise. In 
the course of « few years he entices a crayfish on shore by his music, in 
which by that time he is a proficient. He then mduces it to follow 
him to a spot where he has laid some periwinkles (the usual food of 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


the crayfish) which have been steeped in brandy for scveral months. | 


+e incantious crustacean partakes of this viand and speedily becoming 
intoxicated falls a prey to the hunter. After that of course the 


catching of rabbits is a trifle. Another way of taking the rabbit- | 
penny. 


catching crayfish is with a pinch of salt. We confess we prefer this 
latter method. 


In a Hurry. 


Tuts seems premature :— 
wan the members of the French diplomatic and < fficial world who were decorat < 
’ ith Pruesisn orders during King William’s visit to the Par's exposition of 16 
ave returned them to his majesty. 
7 judge from the march of events recently, these worthy Parisians 
ight as well have waited till his Majesty fetched them. 


ter supper—the guests begin to grow thin. 
eee 
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FRIENDSHIP. 
A Letrer or ADVICE. 


My son, when your father is laid in the ground, 
Having reached to his life’s modest span ; 

I fancy it’s likely you'll have to look round, 
And make your own way as a man. 

Well, I have some experience—bought at a price— 
And so now, ere my journeying ends, 

Let me give you, young fellow, a little advice, 
On the best way of treating your friends. 


Let the friends of your youth have the first of your thoughts, 
Since for Friendship no price is too dear. 
Yet let not “ Number One”’ with a following— noughts — 
As your offer for Friendship appear. 
Ah, no! banish self, and abjure Number One ; 
Your friends’ interest all else transcends. 
So devote your whole life to them freely, my son! 
Tis the right way of treating your friends. 


Let them share in your triumphs, whatever they be, 
In your gains like a generous soul. 

And if giving them half will not do, why, yon see, 
You can easily yield them the whole. 

For a treasure hke Friendship, that purest of gold, 
He’s a niggard who'd grudge what he spends, 

You'll remember, my son, when I'm gone what I told, 
Of the true way of treating your friends. 


Your own pleasure be ever the last thing to seek: 
For their pleasure let all things be done. 

You may live on dry bread six days out of the week, 
So you feast them with turtle on one. 

Cold water’s a drink inexpensive and p!ain— 
"Tis not nice, but it will, as am: nds, 

Let you save up your money to purchase champagne - 
That's the right stuff for treating your friends. 


And 89, as time flies, and your friends are grown rich, 
And are men of the world well-to-do, 

If you're sick, or your luck’s on the wane, my boy (whieh 
Are things thut may happen to yeu). 

Go to strangers for help, which perchance you may find; 
Tis experience this course recommends, 

Why, when z0#’re sucked your orange, you throw « 
Won't you grant the same right to your friends ¢ 


1 +! et 


AOWN UL 


Own the value of Friendship, then—e’en if you owe 
To a friend’s hand a stab in the back— 

If that back weren't familiar, pray, how eould he know 
That ’¢t’s you he’s about to attack ? 

I have always thought C.vsar a regular muil, 
For that speech which his history ends, 

“Et tu, Biute!”’ indeed! The remark is mere stuff! 
What else did he expect from his friends ? 











Answers to Correspoments, 


[ We cannot return unacerpted MSS. or Sketehes, unless they ave aoewoms- 
panied dy @ stamped and dtrected wvelepe; and we do not hald ourselves 
responsible for loss.J 

E. J. C.—We could not print the verses— still lees the name, whieh you 
seem to think more important. 

W. G. G. (Bridge-street).—Served you right. Weare, though smekers, 
determined not to give a whiff, much less a puff to the anti-tobacco people. 

S. H. W.—“ Stream ”’ does not rhyme with “ green,’ nor “ drum ”’ with 
‘“‘won.’’ uch objections are fatal. 

Cor.- In-cor-rigible! fs 

P. R.—You’re not the first (by a hundred) to sugyest a cartoon of hing 


| William and the Emperor fighting a prize- fight. 


E. D. (Twickenham).— You can “ get a sight of Fun” anywhere- fora 


G. (Portsmouth).—Plummers,—we beg pardon, Plumbers should stick 


| to their lead, and leave literature alone. 


L. E. (Walpole. street).— Your “Tramp, tramp, tramp” won't st it us, 


| Is it not odd that while dozens of you can write “poems’’ for those w! 


' 


| St. Ives; W. M.; ‘£ Divorce Courts ;’’ 
Far-vovs.—It is a fact, not easily accounted for, that at parties— | 


— ——$ 


march to battle, no one writes of those who stump up ? 

Declined with thanks:—H. T. B.; Iniquity; Toten; G. A » Camber- 
well park; A. B., Brierley Hill; J. C. H., Brixton; Anuuresis ; E.Y, 
Hyde-park-square Zoo; G. H., Westbourne Terrace; E. L., Liverpool , 
Wednesday; W. E. A., Kingsland; D. S., Leeds ; A. P., Ipswich. 
Toodles; R. S, Retford; P., Rathbone Place, Tutissimus ; bad Atterny!, 
Poplar; Ahno; Ooz; B. B, Glasgow. D. W. M, ; H., Willesden; S.K.G, 

P. B, Fore-sweet: S. H, 
Manchester; E. R.; H. B.C.; Muss; Gang; G.A.H, Briestul; C. A., 
Dorking; R. A , Southport ; C. B., Adelphi. 


ee LLL LEAL LALA 















DP POP eee 














ARS ie: 


t 


Cea Re 


re 


SS ee ees 
a ~~ 
. ‘ 
ee ee he ewe 








ss Sa eeage ——maatle “ 


: . 
S.- greece 


one 


a 


wll 
1 


sree 
a 


Ce 


































—-s= 


84 
| aidan me 
4 ’ 
| VA 
) Oe 274 
' Me. {A , 
| ye 
| y 
i 
{ 
| SA, 
“OWS 
j ae » 
| ‘i 
ws 
\\ 
t ¥ Js ~ 
} si 


y DY V7 A , \ 
CI ey 


7 PN ohio 


= 


STN a 
. HY oh eo 

A 
| -— 9) 


| JA 





\ 


A A en —— 
\ 


[Aveust 27, 1879, 






FOR THE FOLLOWING REASON. 


Teacher :—‘* PoLLy, WHY ISN’T YOUR YOUNGER SISTER HERE THIS AFTERNOON ?’ 


’ 


Polly :—‘‘ Ou, PLEASB’M, HUR’S GOT A FOLLERER AND BAIN’T COMIN’ ANY MORE!”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
AUGUST. 


In the Sunday Magazine the “ Episodes in an Obscure Life ’’ continue 
to be the gem of the periodical. Everybody ought to read these 
unexaggerated pictures of poor life. Mx. Smires’s memoir of “ The 
Gallant ee Riou” is a paper not to be missed. The illustrations are 

, a8 usual. 

Gooi Words hasa sensible paper on Woman's Rights, by Mrs. De 

Moroan. Of the illustrations that to Jean IncELow’'s lines pleases 





us most. 

Good Words for the Young maintains its position as the best of the 
juvenile magazines. 

The Saint Pawl's has a severe notice of Lothair. “ Ralph the Heir”’ 
keeps up its interest well. ‘Forbidden Fruit” is hardly up to the 
magazine's standard in verse. 


| Art is a credit to everybody concerned with it. The admirable 


specimens of photo- in permanent inks will constitute a 
portfolio of infinite value ; while the high merit of the literary matter 
will recommend it to all who are interested in art-matters. 

The Gardener's Magazine is excellent. “S. H.” is ets 


seconded by Ma. Paton, whose papers are all eminently readable an 


instructive. 


Tus Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a no'ice of Mr. Strecter's 
Catalogue, says :~—“The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.”’ 

Court JournaL, 19th March, 1870: —“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unrrep Service Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—*“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 

literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.’’ 


Printed by JUDD & Co, Bheenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at $0, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Aug. 27, 1870. 








does not interfere with trips to Switzerland or Holland. : 
We have also received Once a Week, Food Journal, Le Follet, Young 


Lady's Journal, Gardener’s Magazine, Young Gentleman's Journa’, 


Westminster Papers, Carlow College Magazine, Best of Everything. 


Stop Thief! 
Aw American paper informs us that :— 


A Georgian editor has had his pistol stolen. He advertises to give the thiet the 
contents, and no questions asked, if he will return it. 
Good thing for the thief that! If the editor had lost, not his pistol, 
but his head, and then made the same promise, we doubt whether 1t 
might not have been “playing it rather low down on”’ the thief. 
There might have been no reward at all! Not even lead. 


Fizz! Pop! Bang! 
Aw examination into the composition of champagne can hardly be 
described as a fizz-iological inquiry. 


ae Smatt Beer.—How to wet a “Straw” Pipe —With Paitlle 
e. 


MorninG ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
| persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represeh- 
| tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orn4- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive — 

Pustic Opinion, 16th April, 1870 :—** The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsi- 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular e altogether foreign. 


We learn from Cook’s Excursionist the welcome news that the war — 
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HE DIDN’T MEAN IT! 


Boatman, about to take Charles and his Laura out for a sail :—‘* AX YER PARD'N, SIR, BUT THE YOUNG LADY'S a little tos forward——we 
CAN'T PUSH OFF!” 














THE VOICES OF THE OCEAN. | : ‘ . pe agg’ : 
: : TEORGE Francis Tran, who has always mistaken notoriety for 
~~ ¥ pee Soe = — | fame, is on the rampage at San Francisco, where he has been interview- 
When the bounding billows all rejoice, | ed by a Chronicle reporter :— 


| ‘ ; 
And the wind is blowing free. nterviewer—-Well, but what assurance have you, Mr. Train, that you will 
| Succeeac: 


That mighty voice is in mine ear— | Mr. Train—Feel it in me, sir! Feel it in me [striking his breast]. I tell you just 

Its well-known words [ trace ; | as I told you when I was here before, that I have the power to be a leader. Lama 

I know its meaning when I hear ; | leader, and all the newspapers in Christendom calling me mountebank, churlatan, 

( amding without.) | humbug, orang, etc., etc., can’t make me less a leader. 

“Fine s'rimps! Fresh soles and plaice!” | Tram is right—all the newspapers in Christenc.m calling him 

; mountebank, humbug, and crazy, will not make him less a leader. But 

I wander by the yeasty main, they will indicate the kind of things he leads; as for instance if you see 

I tread the yellow sand. | a certain white bird waddling at the head of an Indian tile of feathered 

I hear the ocean’s voice again— | creatures, and you call him a gander, it just explains that he is a 
Its message understand ! leader of geese. That's all. 


I’ve known it since my childhood’s day ; | 
It whispers in the gale — 








( Boatman.) | Chirrup for Chat-’em. 
‘‘Your honour goin’ out to-day ?— | FeMmALgs are employed in the rope-making department at Chatham 
Fine weather for a sail!” Dockyard. At the first blush this appears to be scarcely a suitable | 
sphere of labour for the weaker sex, but, we reflect, what capital hands | 
: ‘ ' they must be at “spinning a yarn!’’ Of course they sing over their | 
Technical Education. ; _ | work—In the Strand! In the Strand! : 
| - oe pe stoker, when charged the other day = manne his Se 
wife's head open, said in his defence that when he found her tongue 7 ’ 
| was not to be stopped from running “ on the rail’’ in any other way, Hands and Gloves. Be 
| he applied the break to her head! Tue Continental War has caused a revival in the Yeovil Glove | 


Trade, We wish we could add that the gloves in process of manufac- 

dd ture were boxing-gloves for the use of the contending armies—in 

Very Odd. that case we would heartily wish *‘ more powder”’ both to French and 
A Recrui after his first few battles is sure to get out of his element. (;.-man elbows. | 


hy? Because he gets beyond his (s)phere! —— on 
cence andi The Right Number. | 








A Refiection. A younG man having insulted an old gentleman, sent his father to 
{rrrranriiry and cowardice are very similar. The man, who would apologise for him. The parent called the act asinine. The aggrieved | 
,; Fun away from a black-man, is apt to fly off at a tan-gent! party said Ae considered it as-in-ten-tional. | 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, August 3lst, 1870. 


cae . 

{FSR ORTUNATE English Statesmen who can really take a holiday, 
‘Fi and he off to Scotland, the Lakes, or even the Continent; while | 
¢“% their less lucky brethren on the Continent have to keep.constantly 


VY 


.- 


on the alert! 


which Englishmen love. . 
We doubt not that the Chancellor of the Exchequer and other 
members of the Ministry, not to name the Opposition, have visited the 


Prime Minister; and it is just possible that the eyes of the favoured | } 


Walmerites have been blest by some such spectacle as that depicted in 
our cartoon. Statesmen may well dismount from their hobbies in the 


vacation, and mount steeds, humbler in name but not less eccentric 1n | 


pace perhaps, than their usual animals of the session. - 


Here is wishing our statesmen a pleasant holiday “ On the Sands! 








q 


A cvriovs coincidence this :— 

Mrs. Shaw, wife of Captain Shaw, chief officer of the Metropolitan Fire Brigade, 
hersix children, and two servants, had a very narrow escape from being burnt to 
death on Wednesday week. For some weeks they had been residing at Villers-sur- 
Mer, near Trouville. Shortly after midnight the house was discovered to be on fre. 
The residents were awakened with difficulty, and it was some time before they 
could be resened 


There is we trust no undue freedom in reminding Mrs Suaw— while 
we congratulate the gallant Captain on the safety of his family—that 
‘the shoemaker’s wife is invariably the worst shod.” 


| 
i 
Fire 


Going too’ Close. 


Porxins was threatened by Morxrys, his neighbour, with an action 
for libel, in that he, Porxins, had spoken of the said Morxins in 
depreciatory terms, to wit that he had no wits, or, in the vulgar, was a 
fool. Thereupon Porkrns defied the said Mopxins to do so. Because 
why :—he Porxrys alleged that he was speaking only of himself and 
that he had a perfect right under Magna Charta to describe himself 
as being “next door toa fool.’”’ Verdict for the defendant. 


Wrong-side Foremost. 


A CORRESPONDENT Of the Standard—we imagine, from the phrase to 
which we are about to refer, an Irishman—pays the French uninten- 
tionally a very backhanded compliment :— 

Verily the enemy hes not yet reached Paris. As the Saverne peasant said to the 


Prussian who joked him, ** There is mary a tall hill to get up, and many a tall 
soldier to get Cown before he gets there.’? There is backbone to the fore. 


‘* Backbone to the fore ’’ seems rather like the attitude of retreat! 


A Legal Definition. 


An Irish gentleman of the bricklaying persuasion being a witness 
in an assavlt case, said that one of the two men who were fighting 
could prove an alibi. When pressed to explain, he said he had an 
ali-bi for te lived down the next court. 





A Good Derivation. 


“T say, Bill, why's that ere slantingdicular tower called the tower 
of Piser?”’ 


‘After the builder, who must have been a werry clever P’iser to 
p'ise it like that!” - 





Fair is Foul. 


Ir is a poultry action to duck at the first 


shot, for it proves 
chicken-hearted. ’ proves you 





The Appro-pink of Propriety. 


You can’t call a miser a good neighbour, no matter how near he is. 





Why is stag-hunting a contradictory sport? Because the hunt 
always goes hind foremost. 

Why is a big feed on shipboard in a 
ravine? Because it’s a rocky gorge. 

An Insutt To THE British F1Lac.—Stencilling advertisements on 
the pavement. 


gale like a narrow and stony 





We hear of the Premier and Lorp GRANVILLE at | 
Walmer, where no doubt they are enjoying the brisk briny breezes | 
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SALMON STEAKS. 
HE Trout and Salmon 

























Once played back. 
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a i ae You cut him neatly 
| yn In inch-thick slices, 
| cies Rnsnatic there or there- 
y about. 
And each slice to 
| dry— 


And well! you ply 
A nice clean napkin— 
not a greasy clout. 


| 


If they’re for frying, 

Your flour applying, 

The dusting even with a 
feather spread. 
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But if meant to grill, 
You'll o’er them spill 
Some salt and pepper (be they sparely shed). 


In this case, take tongs 
(Of course the steak-tongs) 
To turn them deftly with no undue haste, 
That to t’ other side 
May be applied 
Of salt and pepper just a seasoning taste. 


In buttered paper 
They’re broiled. With caper, 
Or else anchovy, sauce you serve them should ; 
And if those who eat 
Don’t say the treat 
Is past all praising, they don’t know what's good. 


Not Often ! 
Tuis is a puzzle for Teetotallers :— 


The Liverpool coroner held an inquest the other day touching the death of Patrick 
Riley, aged tifty years. Deceased, who earned a livelihood as a fiddler ee. 
house entertainments, was excessively addicted to intemperance, rarely being 4 
cay sober. 

According to this showing it was rather hard to set him down as a 
confirmed drunkard. If he was only sober so rarely, at any rate he 
did not get drunk often! 


Gardening Notes. 


Boor-trees should be cultivated in the same way as the sumach. | 

Snails are partial to pumpkins. Always therefore treat them to « 
squash. 

Grafting requires care: a graft is a thing every gardener naturally 
keeps his sci-on. 

Now prune your French plums. 





All Up! 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know when and how climbing boys W‘T" 
put down, and the ramoneur was introduced. We don’t rememb<! 
the date, but it was an Act of Parliament that made a clean sweep - 





Toa T. 


, 1 ~— 
Ir you ask a fellow to breakfast and he doesn’t turn up, UD‘: 
you're an Irishman you should not describe him as an absent-tca. 





Spiritualistic. 


We have often seen a devouring fire; but we didn’t helieve any bow) 
ever saw a hob gobblin’. 





Wuen is whist like a cucumber ?,* When you prepare it with Hox!’ 


and win, eager. 
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MONDAY OUT. 


By Ovr Spxciat SiGuTspeEr. 
No. VI. 


One morning bright, with spirits light, and leather-bag in hand, I 
took my flight from Mrs. Wuire, and all her harpy band. With her 
I'd lived, on me she'd thrived, till more I could not stand; so I paid 
my Dill (much against my will), and regardless of her bland, in- 
sinuating writhe and whine, and hope I would come oft and dine, did 
wish her where old Catcrart’s line would round about her scrag en- 
twine, or his whip her shoulders brand. 

For of lodging-keepers she’s the worst that ever quenched her 
burning thirst with her poor tenant’s wine, which latter in the present 
case was good as could one’s heart embrace, or was ever brought (by 
guile or grace) from the blue Moselle or Rhine. 

So readers dear, if you should hear about me any tale that’s queer, 
touching my late-left lodging, believe it not, but give the lie to who- 
soever says that I was up to paltry dodging. 

(The foregoing is but another proof of the pains of greatness, for 
had I been an obscure and nameless individual, I should not have had 
to publish a refutation of the slanders of Mrs. Wurrs, a lodging- 
house-keeper in the neighbourhood of Gray's Inn-road, in whose 
establishment the bug battens till he bursts (adding insult to injury) 

the fated fleshy one, and where a wonderful cat is established, 


_ whose astonishing reputation in the way of gluttony and gormandising 


wy 


ee 
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is only equalled by its wistful and wobegone appearance. | 


I stood—not upon a bridge at midnight—but in the carly morn, 

a marvellous platform covering the ground upon which once, 
and that but lately, were to be found two towns containing a joint 
population of half a million, and watched with interest the lumbering 
and laden luggage, the swift express, the merning mail, the light fly- 
away, and the numerous other trains which continually arrived at or 
departed from the mammoth building. Like the fabled donkey of 
haystack memory, I stood bewildered by the vast choice offered me, 
and wished I were a bird that I might go in two or three trains to 
two or three different places at once. But chance, fortune, providence 
—call it what you will—came to my aid, and so far as it was possible, 
gratified my wishes. 

While cogitating as to how the largest amount of journeying could 
be obtained for the smallest possible outlay, a hand was placed upon 
my shoulder. I turned rapidly, and before me stood, nota policeman— 
why I should have thought of the force I can’t make out—but a 
famous traveller, who has converted the turmoil and terror of travel, 
which formerly had so deterrent an effect upon many, into a pleasant 
path trod by grateful thousands; a man who could call a special train 
from the vasty deep siding where such things hide when at rest—and 
what is more, would be sure to find it answer his summons ; a man who 
covers from thirty-five to forty-thousand miles per annum: a man 
therefore in full possession of all the admiration and respect which 
your commissioner has to spare. Judge then the pleasure with which 
I grasped his brawny hand, and listened to his proposal to provide a 
day’s sightseeing for me. It is needless to say that no overburdening 
notions of modesty compelled me to decline his offer, and that soon we 
were at express speed leaving London to Mrs. Wuire and her 
myrmidons. 

To leave London behind is a pleasure not granted to everyone— 
which, by the way, is quite as well, or we might find grass growing in 
Fleet-street, mildew on the money at the Bank, St. Paul’s would 
remain still unfinished, and, worse than all, the now perennial crowd 
which gapes, grins, and guffaws round the window of No. 80 Fleet- 
street would be missing. I therefore regarded myself as possessing 
eyes for the crowd, and carefully noted everything, even to the fact 
that the little boys who cheered the train were not so very much 
different from the little boys of London. I made many voluminous 
notes in the course of my journey as to the manners and customs of 
people who live out of London, and on the whole find them to have 
very much the same feelings, when all things are taken into considera- 
tion, as are exhibited by those possessed of the inestimable blessing of 
residing in the centre of civilisation. I noticed that the grass land, so 
ar from being green as grass, was bare and brown, and now and then 
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we came upon large patches which bore evidence of recent conflagration, 
whether the result of art or nature { could not tell, and my queries had | 


been already so frequent that I didnot like to further annoy my cruide, 


who was now busy making out a plan for my future progress (he was 
§0ing no further than Derby). Placing the magic paper in my hands 


shortly before his departure, he entrusted me with a shibboleth | 


possessed of potency over porters and guards, and after an affectionate 
farewell I went on from Derby to Matlock alone. At this place, 

Own in its locality as the Switzerland of England, I staved an hour 
or 80, and should much have liked to remain longer, but duty called, 
the train was ready, and in a short time the Midland Exhibition opened 
its doors to receive me. I need not here describe the wonders of this 
Place, but must warmly recommend all with an hour to spare to visit 
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it and judge for them: «lv: 8. The po traits of De rby celebrities would 
alone be recompense for a journey trom London. 

Once"more back at th e Derby Station I, using my private signal, was 
soon on my way to Ut.‘oxeter—(betier known as Utcheter)—where 
another break occurred, and after a lapse of ten minutes I was on 
another and a slower line making the best of my way to Stafford, 
where I found a refreshment room—and availed myself of it. After 
an hour divided between fe. diag and the contemplation of some tall 
chimneys, I “ took a train” t 9 Sarewsbury, and on my arrival began 
to awake to the consciousness , ‘bat the shades of night were fast falien, 
that my exchequer was low—a Sent threepenny piece and a bad half- 
penny, two broken cigars and 4) half-ounce of birdseye were all the 
exchangeable commodities I posse *¢d—and that food and shelter were 
most desirable. What should I u‘o? ‘The porters were barring the 
gates and turning off the lights, for ‘he last train had passed, and bleak 
desolation stared me in the face. i Suddenly I saw a stalwart figure 
cross the courtyard in front of the ‘tation, and hope sprang anew 
within my human breast. That form : that sweeping stride, which 
told of six fair miles an hour and no mix Wg; that swing of the heavy 
walking-stick ; those whiskers, springing \ 12 dense masses from the 
very forehead and clustering to the chest; that jolly, honest manhy 
face !—in short, that combination of all that’ is true, straightforward, 
and gentlemanly——yes, ’tis he—and I am sa ved! 

Perhaps you think the foregoing sentence is all bosh, but truer 
sentiment never flowed from the pen of asightse 't- Most unexpectedly 
I encountered that prince of good fellows the Postmaster of 
Shrewsbury, and was soon ensconced in his easy Chair, sipping the 
grog of friendship and smoking the cigar of preservi\tion and of peace. 
I might, had I time and space, speak of the happy days I spent in 
good company, of the visit we paid to the old battlefield and its 
memorial church, of the stories we told and the songs we sang,—and 
perhaps I will some other day ; but for the present I must not forget 
that a stern and savage editor is waiting for my copy, which ® to Le 
confined to the operations of Monday only. 
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SLOWLY BUT SURELY. 


Eyes where a smile very rarely or never is, 
Always to earth in the deepest of reveries 
Cast so demurely ; 
Speaking as little of love as of merriment, 
Still you can wound, and you tried the experiment, 
Slowly but surely. 


Where there are wounds there are often recoveries. 
Did you not count how enduring a lover is, 
(luite prematurely 
Say to your owner, blue eyes, without fretting her— 
He who adores her may end by forgetting her, 
Slowly but surely. 








Si Sic Omnes. 
Tus is startling news :— 
Mr. Serjeant Wheeler has decided that insanity is sickness, and that a friendly 
society cannot rid itself of liability by maintaining the contrary. 
If the learned serjeant pronounces that chronic idiocy is also illness, 
what a large increase the Registrar General will have to make in his 
returns of sickness ! 


The Art of War is Changed. 
WE no longer look for “ Standard Bearers” in the thick of the fight, 
we find them—hear this my pippins—in the kitchen garden. 


A Comment from Cockaigne. 


WE note with surprise that one I'rench department has not been 
declared in a state of slege; necud we Bay that we refer to the di part- 


ment of the Har ¢ 


A Dead Certainty. 


Tue Registrar General's Reports on the Bills 
‘* demies.”’ 


of Mortality are of 


course published in 





Old Saws with New Handles, 





‘6 None but the brave’’—dispute the fare! 

“While the grass grows ''— mowing-machine-makers may expe! 4 
harvest. 

To P ‘RopisTts —Who will be first to set afloat an Institution 

To PHILANTHROPI>-TS NO Wlil De DPst lO SEL AUOdL All sdispiilsy 


ls ? 


P bb « ‘ ? ) *? "PRRs 
for the reclamation ot * abandoned”’ vess 
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FIREWORKS AT THE PALACE. 


Or the various measures 
Of raptures and pleasures 
Produced by the treasures 
At Syderfham arrayed, 
There's none so delightful— 
That brings such a night-ful 
(With crowdings quite frightful) 
As fireworks displayed. 


O’er the grounds, looking parkish, 
The night gathers darkish : 
The people grow larkish, 

And chaff, laugh, and spoon. 
The stars their lamps hang-up, 
And—what’s that which sprang up, 
And goes with a bangup? 

Oh, that’s a maroon. 


At which sign of beginning, 
Up others go spinning, 
Tull, constant the dinning 
Of bursting shells grows: 
Then, best of surprises, 
When no one surmises, 
The first rocket rises, 
‘Mid chorusing “ Oh’s! "’ 


Then white as the moon’s light, 
Magnesium balloons light 
The place as with noon's light, 

So brilliant and clear. 
Away they go sailing, 
With long smoke-wreaths trailing, 
Till— suddenly failing — 

Their sparks disappear. 


Next come the grand set-pieces— 
They are the pet pieces, 
Seldom you get pieces, 

Gorgeous as they, 
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With designs or initials 

Of famous officials — 

Martials—regals—judicials— 
All swells in their way | 


Now of stars a host airy, 
With colours that vary 
From blue to canary, 

Goes sailing along ; 
Or the Gold Rain deseending 
In torrent unending, 
Wins loudest commending 

Of all from the throng. 


Lo! the fountains ’gin playing : 
Their tall spires of spraying 
Port-fires are arraying, 

In crimson or green. 
Roman-candles then light-up— 
Throw balls very bright up ; 
Last, closing the sight up— 

The best we have seen— 


With a rushing and roaring, 

In a huge fan outpouring, 

A great blaze goes soaring 
And bursts overhead. 

Tis the bouquet of rockets! 

Now, look to your pockets, 

Pin, watches, and lockets,— 
So home and to bed! 








Victory in Miniature. 


We learn from a contemporary that :— 


The painter Meissonnier has had an interview with the Emperor at Metz. He is 
to receive 100,000 francs (£4,000) to illustrate the victories achieved by the Frenc® 
during the campaign. 

Meissonnier’s style may be designated as a tort of miniature painting: 
But as yet there has been no victory which he could record even 02 
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THE MISUNDERSTANDING. 


A SEASIDE TRAGEDY. 





Cuarter J, 


Avevervs had arrived by the afternoon train. He loved not the 
« Husbands! Boat,”’ partially it may be on the ground that he was not 
, husband, but partially it may be on the water that he wasn't a good 
“ie was not as yet a husband, but his troth was plighted to his 
adored ANGFLINA. Her hair was golden. Her pa was a large butter- 
man. He had bestowed on AUGUSTUS his daughter’s hand, with half 
Dorset, and a good deal of Glo'ster. Not the counties, of course, but 
the butter and cheese for which they are respectively famed. In a 
ord half the business. 

Aveustus had arrived by the afternoon train, and had encountered 
bis friend Cuartes. He had spoken frequently to his friend Cuan.es 
of the delights of the seaside, and how fond he was of boating. 

It was alittle indiscreet, for boating didn’t agree withhim. Never- 
theless, to keep up appearances as they strolled along the pier, the 
hapless Aveustvs discoursed of the craft lying in the harbour. 


Cuarter II. 


Ancetina had a swect, playful disposition. She delighted in play- 
ing off pretty, pleasant little surprises on her ’Gusrvs, as she un- 
affectedly styled him. 

She knew he had come by the train, and that in all probability he 
would seek her on the pier. So she determined to disappear. She hid 

herself until he had passed. Then she stole quietly behind him, in- 

tending to amuse herself by watching his vain search for her, and his 
rapture when on turning he beheld her beside him. 

He leant over the pier conversing with Cuarues. Ile wasn't ina 

hurry to look for her, it would appear. She was slightly incensed at 
his neglect. But she nevertheless determined to surprise him. She 
crept up unnoticed by cither of the friends and was just about to an- 
nounce her arrival, when her attention was attracted by somcthing 
which Aucustvs said. 

She started—turned pale—turned red—staggered away, and then 
suddenly recovering herself, she rushed away to her lodgings, packed 
| up everything, and insisted on her pa taking her back to town at 
once, 

CuarTen ITI. 


“Papa! he has been deceiving me! He loves another! As I stole 
upto him unperceived, I overheard him say to his friend, *‘ There's 
that darling little Mum-mum-Mary!’’’ and the unhappy girl burst 
into a flood of tears. 

Poor Avcustus was mercly romancing about a pleasure-boat, called 
“The Mary.”’ 
and butter. 
| She married an Oil and Italian Warchouse. 
bachelor, and the inventor and patentee of the Antipitchorollicum 

pill, an infallible preventive of sea-sickness. 
Ds Let their fate be a warning to the young, the heedless, and the 
| Imaginative. Maidens, don’t steal unperceived on your lovers, and 
listen to their small talk. Youths, don’t pretend to be sailors when 
youare but land-lubbers. 





Double or Quoits. 

Tus is not ywoit fair to the girl :— 

Reve is said to be a man in Providence who has a handsome daughter, and who 
a ‘never a lover applies for the girl’s hand insists on his pitching a game of quoits 
eas and if he (the lover) beats, he shall have a chance to court the girl, Up 

Ume, the old man has beat every comer. 
We are afraid the old gentleman is so desirous of winning that he 
Ht 8ive his daughter a chance of a match. At any rate if any one 
08 beat the governor he will win a game bride. 


A Nonsensical Rhyme. 
Dedicated to the Poet who couldu’t find a rhyme for Sydeniarr. 


THERe was a young Hebrew at Sydenham 
Betrayed into eating forbidden ham, 
For some wretch in the guise 
Of cold chicken-pies 
ad—most unjustifiably—hidden ham! 





Dearly Paid For. 
Tracepy often treads closely on the heels of Comedy:—the bullet, 
on its deadly mission, whistles. 


Tue Seat or War.—La chair 4 canon. 
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But it cost him his ANGELINA and half of the cheese 


He died an old 


randum; T. 1. R., Margate; 
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BY THE GLAD SEA-WAVES, 


By the glad sea-waves 
A holiday, I own, 
Is a thing one craves 
Before the summer's flown. 
Yet I feel there are facts 
_ . Which (veracity exacts 
The admission, though it's painful, and it cannot be denied), 
Do certainly destri ry 
- What you wanted t> enjoy— 
The comfort, rest, and quict of a stay at the sea-side! 


Oh, the awful rent 
One has to pay this year! 
Oh, the money spent— 
Provisions are so dear! 
And the landladies siern 
With an ardour seem to burn 
(Since the fates for once allow them o'er your fortunes to preside), 
To make every one repent . 
The day on which he went 
To enjoy the placid pleasure of a stay at the seaside ! 


Oh, this wicked war! 
Tlow cruel 'tis, I say, 
That the guiltless for 
The wicked thus must pay. 
I ought not to spend a rap 
For King WituiaM or for Nap, 
Just because they choose to dabble in the battle’s gory tide 
For I'm fleeced, and at least 
Twice the cost it is increased 
Of the humble little pleasures of my stay at the seaside. 





Not so Very Strange. 
TuER:E is nothing very remarkable about this :— 
Murp 


On Sunday, in Fort-street, Douglas, Isle of Man, the wife of Thomas phey 
gave birth two three children. Tae futher of the chidren is a diver, employed at the 


new landing pier. 


Naturally as the man was a diver he might be expected to become the 


father of divers children. 





The Game Laws. 


You must not make game of a hare-brained man with a rabbit- 
mouth, unless you have a shooting license. 


A Whiskey Whim. 
THe classic phrase for “a drop too much” is not exactly “ u+que 
(baugh) ad nauseam.” 


—_—_ $e 


Guswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom: 
panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 

A DisconsoOLATE RAaTEPAYER.—You need not tire our patience if you 
are. 

T. F. D. (Hampstead).—Your serious lines on “ War”’ are so comic we 
would print them if they were not so faulty in versification. 

SaALMON.— Moore did not write Anacreon—he hardly can be said to bave 
translated him. 

‘¢ ESPECIALLY ON Fun.’’—Clever boy! 
for you. 


J. A. F. (Brighton).—Too late. 

C. O. A. (Queen’s-square).—The lines are defective. 
there is promise in them. 

MuDLARK.—A Jark that won't tate a r’se out of us, 

J. P.—Allright! Our turn will come, and then! 

SEASIDER.— Then stop on shore. 

N+iMo.— Declined wih many thanks. 

A SATELLITe should have put a stamp on his enclosed envelope. 

Rvs.—O rus, quando te ass—but never mind. | 

F. (Tewkesbury).— You are wiser than your friends. ee 

Declined with thanks:—M. A. H., Pecaham; ‘ Notes and Queries ; 
J. J.; Devonshire-road, Wandsworth; A. Y.; 5. 4; Liverpool ; Namby . 
T., South Kensington; J. H. P., Langollen; W. B. M., Glasgow; B., 
2othertield-street; P. L., Islington; E. G.; W. L., Old Ford ; Jessie ; 
H. D., Ramsgate; Bumpkin; 5. C., Ancoats; Palamon ; Wiggie: H. M., 
Dudley; Nancy; T., Pentonville; /ibby; Che Cuss; T. W.; Nil Despe- 

Scarlet Runner; F. M.: Beautiful Morning 

M. M., Glasgow; Enormous, 


Then there will be a vacancy 


for 


Try again, 


Nun; B., Dalston; R. S., Liverpool, 


Theatricus; Bellows ; M.; K. N., Leeds; P. E. 


a  —————— — 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 182. 


Tux breeze is blowing lightly, 

The waves are dancing brightly ; 
And scores of people dipping 
Along the sands are tripping, 

Or hand in hand are skipping 
Among the waves, I wis, 
But with manners free, that slightly 
Create a shock to this! 


. When her chariot-wheels have slid 
O’er the sleeper’s heavy lid ; 
Visions full of strange surprise 
Pass before his wondering eyes. 


2. Two foes to deadly duel set 
Sing a duet ; 
A dying dame before she falls 
A solo squalls ; 
In fact it cannot get along 
Without a song! 


3. Its name is, says the definition, 
Dependent upon its position. 
It merits not the term’s disgrace 
Unless you find it out of place. 


4. Here sturdy steeds have dragged the lumbering plough, 
Or solemn steers with melancholy eyes. 
Soon will the rising wheat be green, I trow, 
To change to gold beneath the sultry skies. 


§. According to the views 
Of a SHAKESPERIAN fop, 
On an internal bruise 
This is the thing to pop. 


6. Send for the doctor! This poor chap 
Has on the head had such a rap, 
That there’s a big hole in his pate 
Which must be mended and set straight. 


7. Ten years ago I left the strand 
Of my beloved native land ; 
But round this heart of mine 
Its memories still entwine ! 


me 





THE CAR 
TE BEFORE THE HORSE. Sotvurion or Acrostic No. 180.—Napoleon Retreats : 
Photographer:—‘“ How wovuLD You LIKE TO BE TAKEN, Mapam?” Nectar, Alliance, Post, Oracular, Line, Enigma, Un- 
Sitter -—“ Wri, I rink I sHovtp Loox past IN A Vinegarette.” slaught, Nurses. 
[ But she only meant “ Vignette.” ae or Acrostic No. 180, nEcKIVED 25th Aug.—None 
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PROTECTION FOR SEA-GULLS. The Pick of the Batch. 


-_-—— ~~ 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. Aut honour to the journeyman baker who, in his leisure hours, has | 


; am sem supported the measure for protecting sea-gulls. Very constructed the 13-in. Newtonian Telescope, shown in the Workmen's 
ns at an, proper, too. But why not extend its operation to the pro- International Exhibition. Let us hope that in his researches he may 
tion of two-legged sea-gulls? Pooh! I should say unfeathered | #44 materially to our knowledge of the formation of the moons 


sea-gulls—human sea-gulls that have been plucked. crust. 
anew te the war, lodgings are exorbitantly dear, and landladies —iibh ils taiatacsani ac 
anything but dear—tyrannical is a mild word for them. But that's Throwing Cold Water on it. 


| 


not all—the flies (not the insects though they're troublesome enough) Szverat theatres in Paris have been obliged to close their doors | 


have doubl ir fares , 
ve doubled their - Not that that’s what I want to complain ef | from the want of firemen, employed in the place of regular troops. In 


—deuce a bit. No, sir, my grievance is that the build : : : 
houses at the seaside just as London builders >a eet Frasier pane Onn Pereras eggne ty Se veey Hace alike—eepecisly 


taken lodgings for a month, and find out m i i 
: » y next neighb 

ones ao melody, and has a harmonium and no Naoehehes of 

— c about the moaning of the tide—but there! You will 
y laugh. Suppose you come and stay a few days with mo.* 


Yours, &e., A Sga-cutt. 


A Dark Business. 


“Say, Samno, why do um call dead men de-funct?” “ Do’ know— 
cept he was frightened to deff!”’ 


oad eet Wir is a sickle like an aversion ? Because it goes against the grain. 


Tue Examiner, 26 70 :—« a 

about the Wact oan ee pe ae a rule, are Tux Court Crracunar, 19th March, 1870, says :—‘‘ Mr. STREETER, 

except, of course, those having some special es . ing 7 published, of Conduit-street, has just published a neat catalogue, with very elabo- 
Srreerer, of Conduit-street, whose specialité i 8 in view Mn. | rate and artistic designs of diamond ornaments, jewellery, and watches 
jewellery by machinery, has, or, ae wy . mqueemacturs of and clocks, made by machinery. By this process the most costly 
cally printed, Nlustrated and bound, ee ¢ Bite book, artisti- | articles of this class may be obtained at a much cheaper rate. . The 
‘ise ok eich’ taille 4a ned ere. ag § some useful informa- | book is a very useful one, and handsomely got up.” 
articles of jewellery, the ae. hoy ey rn ~ ee of Tus Broap Arrow, 9th April, 1870 :—“* Mr. STREETER (every body 
The engravings arc admirably executed: a dhe dein nee? S| knows Mu. Sruneran), has sent us a very pretty little book, quite 8 
taste’and originality.” 6 designs show great | ‘machine-made jewel’ of a book; in fact, the type, illustrations, 

binding, and tout ensemble of which are perfectly unique.”’ 








Sala inne latina 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phanix W — 
y a@nix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: September 3 15/\- 


> 








LUNCHEON. 


Time's getting on—it’s nearly one, 
I have not long to wait ; 
My weary work is almost done, 
It’s getting rather late. 
A friend drops in—won’t keep me long. 
“Come, stir your idle limbs— . 
A half-hour’s respite can’t be wrong, 
So come and lunch at Pim’s.” — 


| 
| 
| 


I reach the door—the printer's lad 
Presents me with a note: 

‘‘ Short half-a-col.’’ It is too bad: 
I thought enough I wrote! 

“Sit down and wait till [ come back,” 
I'll soon knock off some whims 

And fancies, when I've had a snack ; 
I go to lunch at Pimm’s. 


Those oysters—and that lobster, oh! 
It makes my heart to grieve 

That having gravely promised, so 
That boy I should deceive! 

My sorrow is so very deep, 
A tear mine eye bedims; 

It’s strange how fast the minutes creep 
When one’s at lunch at Pivm’s. 


“T really must leave, dear boy— 
It is high time I went.” 
Such words I frequently employ— 
Which, when employed, were meant. 
“‘There’s that half-column still for Fun ’— 
My brain, I fancy, swims, 
And I shall never get it done, 
For still I lunch at Piam's. 


—_~ 


* & 


Boy waiting ? Half-a-column short! 
Eh? What? Don’t understand— 
But mas’r printer—he’s good sort— 
His manners kind and bland— 
Hope copy’s not too indistinc’— 
(Champagne one’s utterance trims)— 
Somehow I wro’ it—so I think, 
While lunching—hic—at Piam’s. 


* * 


| 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 


Tue Cornhill is a good number this month. A new novel opens 
with strange interest, and “ Against Time ”’ is brought to a close with 
spirit. ‘“ L’Empire c’est la paix ’”’ is telling. 

Tinsley’s is readable, as usual. A paper on Croquet is a very good 
protest against sharp practices which have crept into the game of late. 
Fr is also a good story, “How I went to edit the Castletown 

ag ” 

Belgravia is pleasantly varied, with essays, stories, and verse. Of 
the last, the best is Mx. Sawyer’s “ Thrones for Three,’’ pretty and 
fanciful. Me. Bapperevy’s gull verses are but poor stuff. Mr. Sara’s 
chatty essay ends too abruptly, but is amusing ; and there is a startling 
story by Miss Brappon. 

London Society contains a charming picture, “‘ Among the Flowers,”’ 
but seems to have fewer illustrations than usual. The letterpress is up 
to the average. There’s a pleasant bit of verse by Mr. Tuornevry. 
The writer of some lines called “In the Autumn,” favours us with 
this elegance—“ thou dreamt,” and the author of “ Punctual ” shows 


his knowledge of French by this quaint rhyme :— 


O’er that fair face, meant not pour moi, 
‘There is his boat, the dear old boy!” 





time in its career. JoHNNy LvupLow continues his “Tale of Sin” 
cleverly, and Mus. Broperir contributes some touching verses. 
There is an improvement in the art of Once a Week, in which a new 
novel, by Mx. FriswEt, opens with much promise. 
Temple Bar is a fair average number. 


very late in the field. Its contents are not remarkable for merit. 

My Last Love is a re-issue in a new wrapper of the Christmas 
number of the St. James’s, and does not require a second notice, 
therefore. 


reece 
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Fariver Bramble :—** AWFUL SCOURGE THIS WAR! 
AND I’VE SOLD ALL MINE A WEEK BEFORE IT BROKE OUT.” 


Farmer Thorn: 
IS SURE TO GO UP, BUT I’VE NEARLY ALL MINE ON HAND.” 


The Argosy surprises us with a really good illustration for the first 


The Wimbledon Annual, devoted to the interest of the Association is | 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 


CoRN IS SURE TO GOUP 


—* Ou! LET THE BEGGARLY MOUNSEERS FIGHT IT OUT. Conn 


A REMONSTRANCE. 
By An Excursionist. 


We're off to Margate for a dip— 
I mean my wife and me— 

On board the G. S. N. C.’s ship, 
‘‘ Magician of the Sea.”’ 

And all the little ones are here, 
Rejoicing by our side ; 

Our yearly treat they share and cheer, 
And revel in the tide. 


Let others sneer, they little know 
That we can scarce afford 
To go at all, and ere we go, 
How close we live and hoard! 
But after all is said and done, 
Why can’t we have our spree, 
As well as those who hate and shun 
Our presence by the sea ? 








Travellers tell Strange Tales. 
The Daily News Correspondent at the seat of war describes the | 
| Chasseurs d'Afrique as follows :— 
Like Arab horseman they have a lot of 
from their saddles on each side, such as cor) 
| We are inclined to attribute 


| imagination. 


rt tlar-looking things hanging 
, 


loose irregt 
ith h ”. 
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this singular sight to A-frique of the 





Nautical Note. 


Wuar's the difference between a ship and a barque: 
can tell a barque by its bowows. 


Why you 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 7th, 1870. 


EVERSE after reverse, disappointment upon disappointment, 
Y have fallen to the lot of the French arms. The invader has 
» invaded; amd the proud nation that talked of 
Z become the invaded; amd the proud nation that talke 
<7 marching at once into Berlin has to guard its own capital. As 
the Prussian forces converged on the fatal city, the French armies, 
.cattered and dismembered, vainly endeavoured to fall back for 


‘_—~ © 
7A 


-¢ defence. Before long the Prussians will be before the walls. 
‘\apotrom has surrendered ! 

Of the two gladiators who have striven in the arena of Alsace, one 
'; down. His opponent stands with uplifted sword, and the eyes of 
\\urope are centred upon him. According to the old laws of the 
:mphitheatre it was for the spectators to decide whether the vanquished 
was to die or not. If they turned their thumbs down his merciless foe 
despatched him. There is no desire on the part of Europe to give 
this sigmal. On the contrary, it would have the conquered spared. 
lsut it is a question whether Prussia will obey the call for mercy. 








A FISHY :NOTION. 
a om ILOULD 1 but be allowed 


= . ND a wish, 
I would not ask for 
aught absurd ; 
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fish 

Than any other kind of 
bird. 


Yor like a fish I'd drink 
and drink 
With thirst, that never 
could diminish : 
So should I swim in bliss 
—just think— 
With lots of fins, yet 
never finish. 


Nor care nor grief 
should weight my 
scales— 

My gills no watery 
sorrow measure. 

My tail—like most three 
volume tales— 

Should end with uni- 
versal pleasure. 

I'd dwell for ever mid the hush 

Of submarine arcades of greenery ; 

Where mermaids fair will gladly brush 

My dorsal fins—and by machinery. 


Fancy a tournament of painters! Imagine Mr. Natnan Hvoues 
striking a telamonic attitude, and daring the combined detachments 
of R.A., A.R.A., and R.H.A. to come on and try the fierce excitement 
of a ten minutes’ test of speed at covering canvas with colour! This 
may seem very ridiculous, but the challenge has been put forth by 
‘the fastest painter of the world.”” “The great contest studio” is 
prepared ; and armed with his four time-tested paintings, which 
etrongly remind us of the onter drapery of a travelling show, Mr. N 
Hi. calmly awaits the onset of his foes. Our representative on his: 
return from the lists was so depressed as to be unable to furnish us 
with anything beyond the following, written on the spot :— 


If, Natuan Hucues, I you abuse, 
And say you are no master 

Of the art divine, at which you'd shine, 
But only dab and plaster— 

You'll say at once that I’m a dunce, 
Through studios but a drifter, 

And taking stand, paintpot in hand, 
You li * contest ” all the swifter. 





And I would rather be a 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 1I8S. 


A city tow’ring o'er the fruitful plains, 
The verdant vales and purple vineyard-slopes, 
The centre of a nation’s love and hopes, 
At once the country’s heart, and lungs, and brains: 
Fair of the fairest, gayest of the gay, 
How must thy sons lament the changes of to-day ! 


As sweeps the tide—long wave succeeding wave— 
And swallows up the coast ; the city’s foes 
Around her, line on line, begin to close — 
Fierce will the contest be when warriors brave 
Encounter—these to make their victory sure, 
Those of their hearths and homes the freedom to secure ! 


1. What is the matter with Lapy May 

That alone in her boudoir the livelong day 
She yawns and sighs’ 
Well, her sorrows arise 

Because Sir Epwaun is always away, 
Preferring to roam 
To a sociable dume, 

Which provides him the comfort denied him at home? 


2. Cheap to make, like a home-made cake, 
Easy to offer, but hard to take ; 
Though often asked for, be’t noted, 
A thing that wins you but little thanks, 
And fewer sixpences far than spanks, 
Like the monkey’s reward, oft-quoted. 


3. Honce went to a wild-beast-show at the fair, 
And saw the elephant marching there: 
HI opened his eyes in amaze, and said he, 
‘‘ Here's a’ beast wi’ his head where is tail is, see!’ 


4. A classic term, which is, though short, 
A word of a peculiar sort— 
A thing of amphisboenic breed ; it 
Matters not which way you read it. 
(so, seek it in earth, sea, or air, 
Where’er it is you'll find it there. 


5. It round the bottle sent by Dr. Doser is, 
And frequently accompanies your groceries ! 


6. Whate’er the spectacle—a Lord Mayor's show, 
A boat-race, or a prize-fight—pray you, know, 
The people to be this who thither go. 


. “Go down!” the pilot cried, “ go down! 
‘This is no place for thee ; 
Anl I like not the look of those ledges brown 
With the wind where it is, d’ye see!”’ 
Sorvtion or Acrostic No. 181.—Fiyht, Peace: Yop, Ice, Gondols 
Heretic, Truce. 
Correct So.vrion or Acrostic No. 181 RECEIVED AvaustT 3lst.—Sid; Ethe.ver 
Crescent; Upper Woburn Place Friends; J. E. R.; Shertield ; M. Gibbs, 


Beckermouth Pet ; O. Seth ; Fore Street Jack ; R.C.; Double M.; R. W.; 15st. 
3 lbs. 12 og; Murvie; Lottie; D. E. H.; Bravo Ned ; Johnny and Jack; Birdiime ; 
Dabehet; B. P. R.; L. L. B.; T. S. M.; Another Rusty Lock; ‘Lilourina; 
Florabel ; Charley and Ti; Dawlish; Yerrip; T:motby end Co.; Mokeo Jumbo, 
Duckling; Beatie Cookie; KR. W. T.; Try Again; J. O. P.; Vernie; Liverpoo: ; 
R. A. M.; C. E. R.; Lutterworth; Pimlico Tom Cat; Chummie; Town Sermon 
No Beauty; Merops; Nellie Blueskin; Slodger and Tiney; Pipekop: Kos 
Cottage ; Ruby’s Ghost. 


Half-Price. 


We read that half-a-crown is in future to be charged for admissio™ 
to the Tower. In former times the desire even to possess a crown 
obtained for those who indulged in it not only admission but lodging 
there. Considering that the regalia is there, it is not an exorbitant 
demand to ask half-a-crown for showing a whole one. 


Papier Mache. 


Brean is, happily, far from being at war prices, yet thousands may 
daily be seen—Food Journal, note the fact !—devouring the news- 
pipers. 





Time Flies. 
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Even to tiis rule there is an exception :—any man may keep— his 


birthday. 





Tommy Strike-a-light; Jomeer; Old Maid; F. S. M.; Receipt of Custom; Lindi: ; 


Over A Giass or Goop Suerry.—It's nutty and it’s nice. 
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OUR REGATTA. 


Ox,no! We are not an extensive and hilarious watering place. | 


n , ‘ ag ** +] ’ } ’ 7 } I 
like other “ gates our neighbours. We are known as Littlegates, a 


quiet and unpretentious seaport, though of late years a little spoilt by | 
building and a greater influx of visitors. You see, there have | 


ove 
been no steps taken to meet the increase—our bathing machines are 
few; their number (not to mention the decency of our bathing 


arrangements) should be enlarged. It might also bean improvement if | 


our drainage and our bathing were not carried-on on the same spot, but 


that’s a question of long standing, and the visitors don't object. In 


fact dancing in liquid sewage is not much nastier than miny other 
ractices connected with our bathing. ae 

At any rate we have splendid sands, and a nice little harbour with 
capital craft in it—as well as good boatmen. Granted they do ship a 
great deal of fermented cargo in these halcyon days when cash is 
plenty, they’re fine fellows, and ship a large amount of salt water in 
winter on life-boat service; so don’t be very hard on them. At any 
rate their port is singularly free from accidents to pleasure-boats ; 
which speaks volumes. 

You would not have known the little place the other day if you 
had seen it while the Regatta was on. Such crowds of pe yple—such 
an unusual influx of loafers and beggars, generally conspicuous for 
their absence. And so noisy! As its a great resort for children it 
can hardly be described as a silent spot. Children nowadays seem to 
exist only to worry their nurses to death by paddling in the sea up to 
their knees and refusing to go home to tea—to tease their parents into 
bribing them into promises (never realised) of good behaviour in 
future—and to occupy rooms overhead in which they begin to caper 
in thick boots at six in the morning. Still Littlegates is not as a rule 
quite the Babel it was on Regatta day. Instead of a stray organ or 
so, there were (in addition to the Regatta band—of Volunteers, in 
which each separate performer Volunteered a separate key) « blind 
woman and a violin—the awful German boys—a peripatetic band— and 
a constant obligato of penny whistles. Noise;y---I believe you! It 
was a sort of atmosphere of head-ache. But then the gorgeous attire 
of our swells (male and female) made your eyes ache—and your sides 
ache; so that it did not much matter. 

As regards the Regatta itself it was as pretty a sight as you could 
wish :—excellent sailing and plucky rowing over a long course, with a 
fresh breeze and as rough a sea as you could wish. It was a bit too 
rough at aneighbouring “ gate,’ and did damage. There had not been 
much training except for the tradesmen’s race. The boatmen who go 
out together in all sorts of weather don’t want training like other 
crews, and some of them seemed to have done the reverse of train : 
for men who should have handled their boats smartly fumbled with 
sheets and brails like land-lubbers, and then penitentially threw on 
their sails the water they should have taken more of last night. 

The best race was between two Coast-guard galleys—stoutly 
contested to the end. One is apt to look on Coast-guardsmen as 
longshore lubbers , but there are fine fellows among them. ‘To besure 
discipline acts as training for them. 

The fun of the day was a duck-hunt—a six-oared galley after a 
single man in a “punt ’’—a sea-side punt that is; a boat little longer 
than a washing tub, that turns in its own length with a touch vf the 
oar. His manceuvres to outwit and worry the long boat were 
intensely funny, and he was so skilful that the contest did not end us 
usual in his boat being captured, and himself pursued through the 
water. He rowed in safety to the Committee boat—a triumph 
perhaps more gratifying to him than to the spectators. 

A greasy pole, foot races and other so-called “rural” sports 
followed ; and all was concluded by a grand display of fireworks on 
the pier. It was a good show for a small place, and the final bouquet 
of fifty thousand rockets (barring the thousands) ¢ /a Crystal Palace 
was most effective. After that a carouse, in which the boa'manic 
contempt for training took a forcible if staggering form; and the 
little “ Russ Corvette’ Inn on the pier bellowed till midnight with 
the competitors. 

Well, our regatta was asuccess. Regattas are things to encourage, 
messieurs the visitors at a watering place, even though they do tend a 
little to beer; for while they amuse you they put money in the 
pockets of men whose lives are hard, and whose pleasure-boating 
season is brief and uncertain, while their winter work is severe, ill-puic, 
and perilous. 








A Special Correspondent. 

Tue title of this paragraph is suggestive :— 

Boon Picrvures.— Dr. Day, of Geelong, Australia, the improver of the guaiacun- 
tests for blood and other animal fluids, confirms the decovery of Neumann, tis 
the picture or network formed by human blood can be distinguished under tit 
microscope from that which is formed by the bivod of other aaimats. 

A entleman, so skilled, should be sent to the seat of war. A fewret! 

b ood pictures’”’ might be obtained there, which by their publ 
exhibition might do much in the interest of peace. 
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Ma. Ferpiwann Jowre 
Was a dealer in } 
In rags, nails, and oth 
And over his | ; 
Were the words ** Varine st 
To explain his Dp 


"Twas in Paradis 
Hard by Pimlico, 
i» established his humble emporium, 
For nothing allied 
To a feeling of pride, 
‘ntered our Jones's sensorinum) : 


ead as 


So they got under weigh 
For Margate next day, 

There the season to spend at the height 
3ut the day being rough, 

They had more than enough 

ong before they caught sight | 


Of the sea— 


For a good hour before 
They got to the Nore, 
The sailing so dire an upsetter was : 
That as for poor Jonks, 
He was mere rags and bones— 
And his better-half not a bit better was, 


Returning to land, 

They returned out of har 
While remarking with irritabil 

That “ perhaps goo 

The sea for the rou 
It’s not gentle enough for gent. 
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He is the best skip 
over the waves. 


THE Best Cot 
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And he purchased thereat 
All dripping and fat, 
Lead, nails, bones, old iron, and raggery : 
As his window-panes told, . : 
Wrth their posters so bold, 


nd their pl tur UX juisite warvery 


For example, a maid, 
Like a rainbow arrayed, 
With these words ov 
thic + 
Chis fine ry Lil, 
By selling my fat 
At Jones's world-famous Black Dollery!”’ 
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He was heard one fime day 
To the missus to suv, : 
<‘ We have long been, my love, in the navy-line :* 
Which it mustn't be took 
‘To mean tempting the cook, 
To make grease of good stuffin the gr 


‘“‘ But that long have we bore, 
The words ** Marine store,’ 
As if we was Neptunes or ‘T'ritonses ; 
Yet we never have seen 
The ocean, or been 
To your Ramggates or Margates er Brightor 


sne replied to her lord, 
“hen suppose that on board 
Of some steam-bout to-morrow We ship oursuives, 
And be off @ the coust 
Which folks visit th 
Where we can (if we wish it) go dip « 
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The words *“* Marine Store”’ 
Still earnish their door— 
Where they vendors of rags stilland “boneses”’: 
Anu I've nought tu say more, 
Save that people on shore 


Pretty often “at sea the Jonrsrs ar 








For a Yacht-Race. 
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MATHEMATICAL POETRY. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Srr,—I see that Prorgssor Sy_vester, the famous mathematician, 
has written a book, entitled The Laws of Verse, to prove that poetry is 
as exact a science as mathematics, and that any fellow who has passed 
the Pons Asinorwm can write an epic, and that after all an algebraic 
equation is very much the same thin as asonnet. Murrah! will be 
the cry of our lads, who will naturally prefer taking their Euclid in 
the form of Don Juan, while the children will promote “ Dickery, 
dickery dock ’’ over the multiplication table. 
But no matter! I have turned my attention to the subject, and 
although I have not seen the learned professor's work, I think I have 
hit on the method. Here is my first poem :— 

@+atX3 Jm—n=- +z (a + oo 
Of course this equation has to be worked out, but I will not occupy 
your valuable space by so doing, as it is a thing which any schoolboy 
—especially if he knows mathematics remarkably well—will effect 
with ease. 
_Or, to put it geometrically instead of algebraically, let A BC bea 
given line. From the centre B at the distance D E F describe a 
circle, whose square shall be equal to the squares of A B, B C together 
with twice the rectangle contained by B E, D F. 
Anyhow, here is the poem :— 


I never knew a wild koodoo 
Analysis, Zitella, 

Tobacco-box, or kan ’ 
Or infantile umb 


Could dance a jig 
Like the learned pig, 
Or even a Taran : 


For why, I have never visited 
The coasts of Willy-Nilly, 


CONSOLATION. 


Aged Rustic (coolly, without rendering the least assistance to youth—who has come a tremendous cropper) :—“ TELL YE WHAT, YOUNG MON, 
THAT THEERE '08 0’ THINE LL BE THE DEATH 0’ THEE SOME FINE DAY.” 


“‘whisky kills insects.’ 
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Or the cataract-head of Slugabed, 
Or the billowy shores of Chili. 
Nor sailed a spoon 
To the crescent moon 
With a cargo of picalilly! 


So I tear my hair in blind despair, 
And blister my eyes with peaches, 
Fling sea-anemones everywhere 
In anti-macassar trousers, * 
And my soul I vex 
With “n + 2,” 
And mathematical speeches. 
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This, if not according to Prorgssor Syivesrer, at least according 
to Euclid is mathematical verse, for it is composed of “ dines, having 
length without breadth.” Yours, 


A Nuyyy To tHe Power or NINE. 
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Defensive Armour. 


We always thought a helmet meant “a defence for the head.” | 
learn from a letter in the Broad Arrow, that our troops in India wear | 
wicker helmets. Now either this is a wickerd exposure of our brave | 
fellows to harm or else a helmet is a do. 
the material does not supply our soldiers with basket-swords. 





The Drop. 


We trust a similar use of 


We understand that the Farmer’s Chronicle has recently stated that 
It is not a new discovery—a great many | 
vermin destroy themselves with it in London annually. 


A Feast or Mvsic.—Drumsticks and Drumhead Lettuces. 





* There’s some mistake here, owing to the difficulty of ascertaining the value of 
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THADY DELANY ON THINGS IN PARTICKLAR. 

New York, U.S. 

(PA EAR SUR,—I yoosed to think that anny wan that come out 
6 here was as happy all the rest of his days as an Oringeman 
(Pio whin he heard a Papist cursin’ the Pope; but ’tisn’t that it 

done to poor THapy Detany, for I feel meself just as if I had 
to say me prayers out of a Prodistan Bible. I'd go back to-morrow if 
[had the money, but, bedad, the little I had was almost spint over 
here before I was out av the stame-boat. Talking of the stame-boat 
remoinds me av the pig. We wor in the Bowery for about a fortnite, 
livin’ up in the top ava house that was so high it took you a couple 
av minutes to see anny wan in the sthreet, when I up and ses to 
Buwpy, “ I'll get a shanty av me own somewhere or another, if there 
isn’t room enuf in it to find yere way to yere mouth widout 
knockin’ yere elbow agin the morthar.””. Bippy jumped at the notion 
like a trout at a daddy long legs on a summer evenin’, an’ so to make 
a long sthory short, we bought a little shanty an a little bonnive 
which I may tell ye, if ye don’t sthudy the langwidee av my anshint 
ancisthurs in England, manes a little pig. We had hardly time to 
get the smell of the Bowery out av our noses, an faith ‘twasn’t butther 
cups that wus growin’ in that nayborhood, whin in walks a 
gallivanther that was so long and so thin that he might escape 
through the chinks avachurch door. “ Good mornin’,” says he ; begor 
I thought ’twas another agint—a distant relashun av Haut’s mother- 
in-law—the curse av CRoMWELL on that sthony-hearted desavur—an 
I up an ses as if I wus the Prisidint—that’s the gentlimantI may tell 
ye that’s the same over here as the Queen ovur wid you~“ What do 
ye want?” ses I, “the rint isn’t jue yit.”” “I guess I don't want 
anny rint,” ses he, “I want to take yere sensis.’’ ‘Do ye,” says I, 
fur av coorse I thought he wus makin’ a hare av me, “is it a lunatick 
asilum av yere own ye'll be afthur settin’Zup?” “I want non of 
yere Irish divarshuns,”’ ses he, “‘ I’m an officur ay the law.”” “ Bedad,”’ 
ses I, “an 'tis a private av yere regiment that I wus acquainted wid in 
Oireland ’’—av coorse I mint the bailiff—* an he didn’t wan't anny rise 
in the ranks to show his courage when he was daling wid poor widows 
and childhur. But,” ses I, “if a poor‘ignurant man like mesclf 
might give ye a bit av advoice yve'd betther show the heels av vere 
boots for if ye don’t,” ses I—for I thought he wus carryin’ his jokin’ 
about a perch or two too far—“ I'll be afthur upsettin’ ye, ye altitudin- 
ous'monumint av deciption,’’—I thought I'd friten him wid what the 
schoolmasther in Ballymurphy called the Scripture reader, whin he 
asked him to have his dinner wid him on a Friday, and put a lump av 
mate in what he called pay soup. ‘ Oh,” ses he, spakin through his 
nose as if he had an influenzy av his own invintion, “ ’tis no cilince 
I mane—’tis only some particklars I want,’ ses he, “ about the family ; 
the Govermint wants to know all about ye.”’ “ Particklars,” ses I, 
““tisn’t particklar ye are to come an ax a dasint man ye nivur sce 
before for his sinses, and as fur the Guvirmint”’ ses I, “as a friend avy 
mine said befoar, I wus agin the Guvirmint at home and be the powers 
i'll be agin the Guvirmint here.” ‘“ Ye don’t understhand me,”’ ses he, 
“’tisn’t yere sensis I want—’tis only the Guvirmint cal!s it that, whin 
they want to know who ye are an how many ye have in family, 
etcetera.” ‘Well,’ ses I, “if they mane to do anything for the 
crathurs T don’t mind tellin’ ye all about Bippy and the family, but as 
for the etcetera,”’ ses I, “ I nayther have wan nor did I ever see wan in 
Qireland,” an believin’ I wus talkin’ like a counsillur, ses I, * I'm 
thinkin’ it must be an American invintion.’’ Begor he could hardly 
keep from laughin’, an small blame to him, fur I found out aftherwards 
that etcetera mint the things about the house like the tay-cups, an the 
cocks and hins. “‘Thin,’’ ses he, gettin’ as plisant as if we knew wan 
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anuther for twinty years, “‘whin yere names is down in black and | 


white in these books ”— pullin’ out enuf av papers to cover an acre av 
ground—* the Guvirmint will read ’em the same as if ye wor the 
President’s blood relashun.”” Burippy didn’t say annything till he said 
that, an thin ses she, “ THapy agragal give the gintleman all the 
lnformashun he wants, twill be the makin’ av the crathurs.”’ 
. What’s your wife's furst name ¢ ra ses he. ‘* Bipvy, ay coorse,’’ ses I, 

ye must be an omaudhaun if ye don’t know that.”’ ‘I don’t mane 
that,” ses he, “* [mane hername before she was marrid.”” “ Oh faith,” 
ses I, “that’s a matther of curiosity to meself, for the divil a name I 
evur knew her to have before we wint to the priest excipt Binpy till I 
giv her permission to use the family appilashun avy the DeLanys.” 
“How many in family have ye?’’ seshe. “Five,” ses I. ‘ What 
are they,” ses he, “are they males or females? And, also, 
how many of aitch?” ‘ Well,’ ses J, “there’s meself and Patsy, 
that’s males; and Binpy and Mo ty, that’s females; an as the pig is 
Only a bonnive, I dinno whether she is av the lady or gintleman 
persuasion.”” Oh, be the powers I spoke to him like a geography. 


, 


<. eo.” ° ’ . ° ° ’ ° 2 . > 
Oh,”’ ses he, “’tis takin’ up me time ye are—the pig isn’t wan av thi 






FUN. 


| 
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family ; ’tis only an etcetera.”” “ Weil,” ses I, “if ye called a poor | 


man’s pig such an indasint name in Oireland I’m grately afraid “ts 
the ind av a blackthorn ye’d be afther brakin wid the back av yere 
mutton head.”” My blood was up thin for he insulted the pig widout rime 
orrayson. ‘ Which is the eldest of the childher?’’se3 he. “ Mo.ty,’ 
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sesI. ‘ How old is she £"’ ses he. ‘* Do ye recollect the time the widow 
Mo towny was driven out av house an home in Ballymurphy, bekase 
she wouldn't pay "7 —— Oh," ses he, stoppin me short, * how could 
I rumimber anything about the widow Motowny whin I wus nivur 
nearer Oireland than three thousand miles away?" “ Well, then,”’ 
ses I, “ye must do widout the informashun ye want for the Guvir- 
mint.”” “ Well, thin,’ ses he, gettin’ as mad as a bull in a pound, 
‘how old is Patsy :"" * Do you remimber Mick Macvire’s wake ?”’ 
ses I, “whin the mitch was made between his brother Darny and 
Prccy O’Suea and the Ryans and the Dwyers hada fight about the bit 
av land at the corner of the widow Rovrke’'s field?” * Ye tarnation 
Connaught man,” ses he, looking like a railway lamp, “give me 
your name: “And if I give it to you,” ses I, jibin’ him till I 
thought he’d ate his quill pen, “what the divil will I do for wan 
meself; but I'll give ye the loan av it for a quarther av an hour. 
‘Tis TuHapy Dstanxy, of Ballymurphy,” ses I; “an if ye want a 
karacthur wid me, there’s Farner FirzGaARAup that knows me since I 
was the length ay a traneen, and if ye want anny more to spake "’—— 
“Oh, I don’t want anny more,” says he, “ye gave me enuf fora 
month av Sundays; "’ and away he wint wid his spectikles flyin’ at 
back av his coat, just, as the song says, as if his eyes wor in 
poll, sir! ; . 

At home they “ crowbar 

finces, 
But they nivur thricd in the worst av times to take away our sensis. 
Yours most obadyently, 
Tuapy Dgrany. 


9 


the house and likewise brake down 





A BOAT SONG. 


‘¢T ue wind is brisk, 
And the wavelets frisk, 
And the hour may well avait, 
So, my friend, avast, 
Prvthee step the mast, 
tor 1 wish to go for a sail.”’ 


The mariner heard 
The landsman’s word, 
And he pushed the boat from shor 
And with heave and tug 
He hoisted the lug, 


That the faust little vessel bore. 


Away and away, 
Through the hissing spray 
The tight little craft she flew, 
And the landsman sat still, 
And whistled shrill— 
A thing that your landsmen do! 


But that mariner bold, 
H: up and told 

Our friend ‘twas a habit baud— 
“ Hx’ ver got a mind 
For raisin’ the wind?” 

And the landsman said he hal! 
And still they flew 
O'er the waters blue, 

And danced on the crests of foam, 
3ut never a word 
From the landsman inferred 

His wish to steer back for home. 


ut the sailor began 
In his inner-man 
To feel a desire for his prog, 
And “ Master, shall we 
Go ubout ?” said he, 
Suid the other, ‘* Sail on, you dog. 


Said the sailor “ Belay! 
For the whole long day, 
I have borne you along in the 
And it’s getting night, 
And the land from sight 
Is a-sinking far abaft!”’ 


(Qjuoth the man, with a wink, 

‘“ Then let it sink, a 
Could you spy the pier, youd see 

A man there sit— 

And he has a writ 
That he wishes to serve on me. 
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THE FLIGHT FROM PARIS. 
(By ovrk Specia, AnrtIsT.) 


Temrtep by your generous offers I tore myself from the landlady of 
my lodgings, my creditors, and my native shore; and in company 
with your special correspondent visited the gay capital. It’s not my 
fault that I have returned before the specified time. Still less is it my 
fault that your correspondent has not returned. He was suspected of 
Prussian puesta, owing toa German silver pencil-case being found 
on him. got a message from him two days ago, saying he was in 
custody, was likely to be hanged, and would I goand see him? I 
sent word to say I'd be hanged if I'd go—or possibly shot, on account 
of my military appearance. 

The next morning I received notice to quit Paris. It is an infring- 
ment of the freedom of a Briton—it is an insult to our nation—it is 
simply atrocious—and it is, ah, Trocuu's. Pardon the pun—I didn’t 
mean to do it, but the suddenness of my dismissal has shaken my 
nerves. I took some sketches, but in the hurry of departure from 
London had left my sketch-book behind, so that I had to draw on my 
imagination. It was lucky, for being small it eecaped notice, so that I 
avoided the fate of a poor fellow I saw taken to prison for sketching. 
I'm afraid he'll get his (s)ketching done for him. Which reminds me, 
if you want your correspondent you'd better telegraph or something or 
other for his release. But I don’t suppose he’s of much use. Besides, 
it would be a capital thing for the paper to have a fellow shot or 
hanged by the French. 

I came over with lots of English, turned out like myself. We all 
agreed it was better after all to mizzle than be caught in a reign of 
terror. The gay capital besides is not what it was. The Bois de 
Bull-ong is full of cattle, the rues are ruefully empty. The bankers 
won't change your notes for you, because they say the Prussians 
threaten to invest their capital. 

The fortifications are nearly completed—I ought to know, for I 
tumbled into a moat. But I don't think that horse artillery is the 
proper thing to defend ramparts with, though that’s what they mean 
to do at Paris, for an officer told me nearly all the guns were 

mounted. 

I hope the Prussians will not shell the place. Assault would be 
better than battery. Whatever they do, I must confess I am not sorry 
I was turned out; for my humble lodgings in Bagnigge Wells are, 











—- 
—— 


{SertrMieR 10, 1870, 
ene eae 





overlooking the Boulevards, which I took in order to do credit to the 


— this hasty scrawl. Writing is not my ordinary occupation, 
but as your correspondent is a prisoner, 
did not accompany it you might omit my dr 
as well try my hand: so no more at present from your expelled artist, 


and I fancied if the article 
awing, I thought I might 


PensyL Poyntz. 








BY-AND-BY. 


By-and-by I mean to ramble, 
O’er the sunny plains of France ; 
Through the Alpine passes scramb-e, 
And at Venice take a glance. 
Visit Rome—eternal city, 
Then at Athens have a spy; 
Penning notes both deep and witty, 
Write my travels by-and-by. 


By-and-by, you'll see, I'll startle 
Critics with a five act play ; 

After that Apollo’s art’ 
Signify my ev’ry lay. 

Fame shall crown me with her laurels, 
Duller men may snarl or try : 

I shall barely heed their quarrels, 
In my greatness—by-and-by. 


By-and-by, when I am married, 
I shall buy a pretty cot ; 

On the tide of fortune carried, 
Mine will be a happy lot. 

Yet ofttimes a gloom has shaded, 
All my day-dreams, and I sigh, 
As the years have come and faded— 

Leaving all till by-and-by ! 


Masonic.—Tipping the sign to the uninitiated of course results 
though a trifle stuffy, far more safe than the splendid apartments, | in a mason-derstanding. 
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By Ocr Specran SicHtseer. to the owner's agent, who enabled me to inspect the place 


No. VII. thoroughly. 


i 7A : (ini e more 
Rarity, fast, the time went past, and Monday came once more, nce mor 


full loth was I to say good bye, and moving felt a bore. “But busi- 
ness first whate’er your thirst for pleasure may be, my boy,” is a rule | 
’ve made; so I’m ne’er delayed, though departure spoils the joy which 
I ever feel when fortune’s wheel to society good does turn: and 
though I grieve to take my leave, I pretend that for home I yearn. 

For it doesn’t pay to let folks say, “ That fellow’s an arrant sinner. 
dissatisfied yet, with all that he’s eat, he would stay for another 
dinner! ”’ 

Not that a word would have here been heard had I chosen to stay a 
year, and every day my attentions pay to the Postmaster’s good cheer. 
But I knew there was one, at the office of Fvy, waiting my lines to 
receive; and that if they didn't reach him, he would frown and sa 
“T’ll teach him thus to make a fierce editor grieve.” 

In pursuance of the directions I had received, I made my way from 
Shrewsbury towards North Staffordshire, where I had appointed to 
meet Mr. J. M. Cook, the traveller who had acted so well by me in 
my outward journey. <As I have above stated, my departure from the 
old town of Salop was taken sorrowfully, as much food for reflection 
is to be obtained there. Not that I «m over given to thinking ; but 
you can’t very well help doing so when you take a newspaper con- 
taining a salacious account of the last great battle, and seated on the 
grave of somebody slain in war five hundred years ago, read the 
description, and wonder at the improvement in killing that has been 
made since the gentleman beneath you was cut down by a billhook, 
or transfixed by a clothyard shaft. But even such delichts as these 
must come to a close; and behold me, having made my adieux, whirl- 
ing along in the direction of Alton Towers. 

Alton has, for some reason or other which I can't make out, been 
always connected in my mind with bitter ale, and though I knew I 
was wrong I could not help associating the towers with the tall shafts 
of a large brewery. Whatever I might have expected, however, I 
could not have been more agreeably surprised than when, on arriving 
at the platform which runs beneath the castle walls, I met Mr. Cook, 
who escorted me over the vast grounds and to the tlag-tower which 
stands upona commanding eminence. The day of my visit was set 
for a grand temperance demonstration, and the shrubberies, which 
would have driven a Londoner wild with wonder, were thronged with 
quiet, orderly, well-behaved people, who had evidently made up their 
minds to enjoy themselves, und were doing so to their hearts’ content. 
I couldn't help noticing the general courtesy which animated the 

mass (there were about seventeen special trainsful of people present) 
as I had but lately been reading of a disgracefully drunken mob who 
had visited the grounds from Wednesbury, and who, with a Van- 
dalism which would have made even a black-countryman of the lowest 
type blush in his sober moments, destroyed the plants, injured the 
pathways, and lay about drunken and insensible by the score. Un- 
fortunately, towards the close of the day of my visit rain began to fall 
heavily, but this untoward event, which would in nine cases out of ten 
have led to results disastrous for the p«ace of the meeting, had no 
power to spoil the regularity of these good people’s progress as they 
quietly betook themselves to the many refreshment-rooms, in each of 
which was an extensive brew of a fragrant herb called tea, and there 
calmly awaited the advent of trains which were to convey them to 
their respective and doubtless respectable homes. 

I am not a teetotaller, neither have I much sympathy with the | We cannot 
total abstinence movement; but in the course of a long experience at | panied by a st 

public demonstrations,” I cannot call to mind any instance in which | responsib/e for 
under adverse circumstances a monster pleasure party made itself so A. (Sydney) 
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completely conform to the necessities of the situation. Poor Goose.— Quite so. But we don't understand what you mean. 
With regard to the place itself, my feeble pen trembles at the task EpapoutT.—Would not be read about. 


of attempting to portray its beauties. At once wild and cultivated, Horativs.—We don’t think your Philippic up to the mark, 
VoLuNTEtR (Epsom).—Try some of your local salts—the tone of your 


its steep and labyrinthine walks are overshadowed by magnificent VOLL 
8, Springing so thickly as to form a dense canopy on either side | article is unhe: 
the way— so thickly that were it not for the gate at the foot of the 


deception is the more complete from the fact that the narrow road 
continually winds, and this has the effect of at once lightening the 


labour of ascent, and making it appear at every hundred yards as | Well, if you can’ D - 
S. U. (Holloway).—We cannot undertake to answer questions of the 


though the wayfarer had no alternative but to plunge into the wood | |. 
+ Pat sac his steps. At length a plateau is reached on which stand | kind. 
e Towers, an immense pile of buildings, the work of the late WeLny 


Resides 


ArRGUs.—tTh 


vGIN. More thickly wooded ground surrounds the castle, which Declined with thanks:—E. G , Hoxten ; Novus Homo; J. H, Hammere 


net really magnificent seems much too large for anyone who smith ; Cardiff; 
n only live in a single room ata time. The whole of the belongings F., Ambleside ; 


to this palatial residence are on 80 gigantic a scale that it is hard to | Sheffield; Original; M. A., Camden-road; W, Newman-s'reet, Thea'- 


a, their enormity even when present, and thus, seeing the | rirus; B. B.; 
tility of attempting to appreciably describe this fairy residence, 


a capital dinner, and had barely time for a pleasant cigar on th 
platform ere the London express put in its appearance. From Derby 
to Trent, and Trent to Leicester, are short though pleasant journeys, 


C. G.—We are half tempted to publish your ‘ Ode to P * a3 one of 


rincipal ay i iffic i ine ‘elf in a | the horrible consequences of War. i 
vimeiae pathway it would not be difficult to imagine oneself in a PERIWIGGEN.—The lines are bald—give them a wigging. 


virgin forest with nothing cleared but one narrow passage. The New Raucy.—“ Lines to an aching tooth’’ won't do. | 


F. (Dublin).—The joke is almost as old as Homer. 


; G. A., Deynesford-road ; Ignorumus ; P., St. 
which overlooks miles of ground similar to that already described, | Liverpool ; F. H., Cheapside. 


erence CAE 


on the railway, we were soon rattling along the provincial 


lina ¢c anise © dale . e ° : 
Aine to Derby ; and on the way I made the acyuaintance of a kindred 


was thoroughly stored with local anecdote and general 
Arrived at the Midland station, we did ample justice ¢ 
+} 


hing the latter town day had just closed in. From 


+ , 


Leicester to London the train in which I travelled made no st ppage 
whatever ; and as we rushed through the darkness at a fearful pace 





matter what the editor might think of the copy I had 
y enjoyment had been complete on both my litest 


By AN ODONTAGOGOPHODIST 
I wisn I had not eaten sweets, 
I feel a twinge, ablrea ly beats 
The dreaded n¢ rve, my face it heats 
That tooth comes out to-morrow. 
If I can only get to sleep 
My resolution I will ke we 
For it begins to plunge and leap ; 
It s/all come out to-morrow. 
A sleepless night—a swollen face, 
It really is too bad a case, 
I can't go out of this warm place, 
I'll wait until to-morrow. 
I'm not afraid, of course you know, 
The only reason I don’t £0 
Is—well, because I’m goin, so 
I'll have it done to-morrow. 
I'm nearly mad to-day again, 
All cures for toothache are in vain, 
None but a fool would bear this pain, 
I won't wait till to-morrow. 


: 
| 


I've screwed my courage up at last, 
(i rather think his hours are past’, 
But—“ Cabby don't drive quite so fast; 
I wish I'd come to-morrow! 
‘“ Your master in:"’ Oh awful doubt! 
“No, after five, Sir, he goes out.” 
1 long to jump for joy and shout, 
But say, * I'll call to-morrow.”’ 


I put it off from day to day, 

Hoping the pain will go away, 

But still it lasts, and seems to stay 
The advent of to-morrow! 








Guswers to Correspondents, 





return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
amped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
loss.J 


.— Much obliged, but too risky under the circumstances. 


ilthy. 


‘+ T can’t describe, Ob, fang, 


Thy bitter, bitter pang.” 
t describe your tooth, get some on to draw it. 


we don’t know. 


anks for the otter. Hadn't you better give us a call: 

Noodledum Esor; H. A. K.; Amicus; kK. M., Kingsland ; 
Goosequill; 8. D. J., Maldun-road; N. T.; Alonzo; H, 
1: R.S. M., Manchester; 


B., Berners- street ; Cross-Sword; 
Paul’s Churchyard; H., 
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A POLITICAL CONTEST.—REDISTRIBUTION OF SEATS. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


What shall my Son Be? (PartripcE anv Co., Paternoster Row) by 
Mx. F. Davenant, is intended to guide parents in the choice of a 
rofession or trade. It appears to be sound and practical, and will no 
oubt help many a puzzled father to select a career for Young 
Hopeful. The emia contains a good deal of useful information 
on various subjects connected with the matter. 


The Innocents Abroad (Horrsn, Piccadilly), by Marx Twarn, witha 
preface by Mx. Hinoston, is a diary of a trip through Spain, Italy, 
Turkey, Greece, Egypt, and Syria, with an excursion party from New 
York. Of course it is net such screaming fun as The Jumping Frog, 
but it is a shrewd and readable account of the many sights and 
experiences to be met with on such a trip, with here and there touches 
of the peculiar dry humour for which Marx Twary is famous. The 
preface gives a brief account of the great Californian humourist. 


Poems by the late William Leighton (LoNGMANS AnD Co., Paternoster 
Row) have the right ring about them. They are thoughtful and 
- thetic: and here and there among them there are passages of 

pay 5 The author was but eight-and-twenty when he died, 
on had he lived might have made himself a name. 





As We Horr to Finpv.—The Modern Judgment of Paris—“ Discre- 
tion is the better part of valour.” 





On That Head. 
WE trust this example will not be infec‘ious :— 


A Mobile actor, who committed suicide on account of his failure as a jester, 
bequeathed his head to the theatre to be used as the skull of Yovick. 
Snuffed-out farceurs, stranded tragedians, and _ grief- -inspiring 
comedians, we have in plenty, whose skulls would for the first time be 
useful when put to this purpose; and such a supply of crania might 
lead to a Shaksperian revival. Nevertheless the depopulation almost 
of the British Stage would be a big price to pay. 


Ravenous. 


WE learn from nearly all our contemporaries that— 


An excellent photograph of “Grip,” the raven in “ Barnaby Rudge,” wie’ 
fetched such a high price at the sale of Mr. Dickens’s effects, has been issued DY 
the London Stereoscopic Company. 


The Stereoscopic Company never misses an opportunity of turning 4 
popular fancy to profit. This “ Grip” is but the last sign of their 
grasping ambition. 


Rather A-Miss. 


Here's to your whir-r-y good health—as the Cockney sportsman 
remarked when he drew trigger on the partridge. 








Ma. Srresrer, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the 
Americans in producing his watches by machinery, thereby saving 
one-third of the cost.— Z7imes, Dec. 18, 1868. 

Ma. Streztex makes his parts of a watch in the same manner, 
saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the same time he 
coon an accuracy of fit and proportion Which can only be secured 

machinery.—Datly News, Dec. 10, 1868. 

"Mix. Srreerer has already succeeded in producing by machinery 
well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low 
as that at which an ordinary Geneva watch can be obtained, with the 
greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 





E1cutgen-Carat Gotp.—“ The use of machinery in the manufacture 
of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.” — Times, Dec. 18, 
1868. 

E1cuTezn-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 pet 
cent. is saved in the manufacture of gold jewellery. ”__ Standard, 
September, 1867. 

E1GHTEEN-Carat Gotp—“ Owing to machinery they can give 
18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced 
by hand.” — Court Journal. 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phanix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Sept. 10, 1870. 
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COLOURABLE. 


Naughty Boy (sternly regarding Pimpleconk) :—“1I say Ma —18 THIS THE GENTLEMAN WE READ ALOUT IN THE HISTORY TO-DAY, WHO & 


WAS ‘BORN IN THE PURPLE? ’—HE LOOKS LIKE IT!” 





A SPORTING NOTE. 


Sir,—By the time this reaches you my foot—possibly both my feet 
—will have pressed the Moor of Doncaster. Talking of Moors reminds 
me of ‘SHakespzarE, and talking of SHAKESPEARE puts me in 
remembrance of poctry, and if you're not satisfied with the enclosed 
you betray an i 
plate. Behold :— 


The backer wakes, his gold he shakes, 
And tests his pockets’ sound ; 
His tub he takes, his fast he breaks, 
Then hurries to the ground. 
While on his rounds to invest his pounds 
He spurns a dusty beggar, 
Who loudly cries, “ Oh, bless your eyes, 
I know you're ‘on’ Macgregor. 
“But he though fast will be the last 
Of them what's placed for t’Leger ; 
And as I’m a sinner you'll have a “skinner” 
With Palmerston for ‘“ hedger.’’ 
| I daresay you, with your usual obtuseness, will think the fore- 
, Song rather vague; but then, you know, that don't matter much to 
AUGSPUR. 








Let Off. 


a French have been accused of cruelty in their mode of warfare. 

| *Rey should have taken a hint for the treatment of spies from our 

merciful behaviour to the revolted Sepoys. When we caught any of 

em we invariably “let them off.” It was usually done from the 
mouth of a cannon. 


| 
| Tue Queen’s Suituinc. 
| 6 Bobbing roared ING 


—— 
VoL. x11. 





—Appropriate song for recruiting sergeants : 


gnorance of the sporting Muse shocking to contem- | 


TNS 


| TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


The Crutse of the Ringleader (Simpktnx, Marsua.t, AND Co., Stationers’ 
Hall Court) is a pleasantly written record, by Mr. James INwarps, of « 
trip through the Scotch lochs and firths ina big canoe. It is a book 
likely to send others wandering in Mr. INwarps’ footsteps, s0 agree- 
ably does he picture the drawbacks even of such a‘tour; one for 
which by the way this season offers peculiar temptations. But no 
man should venture on such a cruise who is not capable of managing 
a crank craft like a canoe, for there is rough water and queer weather 

| before him. 


Notes from the Stubble. 


Tue thorough sportsman is scarcely the man to brook an insult, y 
he is daily “led by the nose’’—of his dog. 

Many members of the legal profession are keen sportsmen. Every 
gunner should give his birds plenty of “law.” | 
Well-broken dogs “drop to shot.” The partridges, too, should | 
taught this trick. 

A shooting box in Norway is out of the reach of most men, but 4 
Norwegian box will be found of capital service in keeping a luncheon 
warm for your friends—you will thus be able to find them a * warm 
corner,” even though covert-shooting has not yet set in. 

Partridges are assiduous in impressing the virtues of “ early rising ”’ 
upon their young. The old birds always * get up” first. 

Evcuip is not a bad name for a young dog who never makes a 
mistake as to “a point.” - 

Eschew driving—and walk well up to your birds; the “ Trap’- 
is only for kid-glove sportsmen, and musi ‘all cads. 

One column in your game-book is hea: d, “ How disposed of.” — 
Many hampers from the Royal Preserses find their way to our 
hospitals.—An excellent example. 
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A Bernivo Suame.—Slander is not a light offence although 1 
(s\candle-ously wicked. 


K 








~ 


tna ae ate OO a a CDi TS 
- 


RIO he OR OE LO DLO OI LO AA 


By 


























































+< x Se 





-- 
> 


lat . es 





| fr: 
1 By 


re ee — 











FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, September 14th, 1870. 

ISTORY repeats itself! The remark is 80 very far from new 
4 that we do not put it in invert d commas. The end of the 
# Empire was so clearly at hand that the cartoon in our last 
— numbcr was settled upon— it is holiday time—so long ago as the 
Friday week before it appear d! But no one anticipated that the 
end of the Emperor would be what it is. Yet it is but a parallel of 
the career of the old Emperor, as the lines we quote from Lorp Byron's 
lines to the first Narorzon will prove :— 
*Tis done—but vesterday a hing! 

And arm’d with Kings to strive— 
And now thou art a nameless thing ; 

So abject— yet alive ! 
Is this the man of thousand thrones, 
Who strew’d our earth with hostile bones, 

And can he thus rarvive ’ 


— 


> 


Since he, miseall’d the Morning S‘ar, 
Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far. 


The Desclator desolate ! 
The Victor overthrown ! 

The Arbiter of others’ fate 
A Suppliant for his own!’ 

Is it some yet imperial hope 

That with such change can calmly cope ’ 
Or dread of death alone ? 

To die a prince—or live a siave— 

Thy choice is most ignobly brave! 


He who of old would rend the oak, 
Dream’d not of the rebound : 

Chai:’d by the trunk he vainly broke— 
Alone— how look’d he round ? 

Thou, in the sternness of thy strength, 

An equal deed hast done at length, 
And darker fate hast found : 

He fell, the forest prowlers’ prey ; 

But thou must eat thy heart away ! 

It would have been a grander ending, and one better for his dynasty 
—and the son he loves—if the ex-Emperor had died upon the field. 
He is old beyond his years, vexed with a terrible and fatal disease, and 
after such reverses life can have little that is sweet for him. If he 
could not conquer like a C.vsar, he could die like a hero, and by his 
death consecrate the claims of his son to the throne of France. 


A Lowth-er Arcadian. 


Frew people will be inclined to dispute with Mr. Lowrn, of the 
Athenwum Club, the title of “The Plagiarist of the Period.”” He 
wrote a few weeks ago to the Athenaeum, enclosing a poem by THomas 
Hoop, entitled “‘ Morning Meditations,’’ and some very rude verse of 
bis own bearing a similar title. The two pieces were as much alike as 
Cmsar and Pompgy: one of them must be a plagiarism, for they ran 
side by side with parallel passages—or rather Hoop’s lines ran, and 
Mr. Lowtn’s limped. Mr. Lowtn said—having waited till Marx 
Lemen was dead—that he sent his verses to Punch, and that Tuomas 
Hoonp—save the mark!—had condescended to borrow his manuscript. 
Had he done so, he so much improved it that it might as fairly have 
been considered his own, as SHAKESPEAKE’s plays with borrowed 
plots. But unfortunately for Mr. Lowrn’s ingenious attempt to pur- 
chase notoriety at the expense of a dead man’s memory, Hoop’s poem 
appeared at Christmas, 1838; Punch was not started till 1841. Still, 
no one who compares the two pieces can doubt for one moment that 
one of them is a gross and self-evident plagiarism. There is very 
little difficulty in deciding w}.ich! 





Art Note. 


We have received an engraving, by Mr. Morrram, from a picture 
entitled “ Pearls of Ocean,” painted by Mr. C. W. Nicnoxts, and pub- 
lished by Mr. Piumpron. It represents four charming English girls 
sitting on the steps of Margate Jetty. It will be sure to be popular, 
as a pleasant memorial of those seaside holidays which are now too 
quickly coming to a close. 





A Misnomer. 

Tux Zouaves have been described by the French papers as being 
‘as gentle as lambs” if you know how totreatthem. In this war 
they can hardly be said to have succeeded better with the “‘ Zouaviter 
in modo’’ than with the “‘ Fortiter in re.’’ 


Aw authority on the law of contra-band: Mx. Bannacz. 
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AN ODE. 





Se 


ECEMBER’S throne September over 
throws! 
The laboured edifice of many 
years : 
Lies in the dust; a spectacle for 
those, 


O'er whom its lofty crown cast 
shadowy fears ; 
And he, whose nod would awestruck 
Europe own, 
Is but a captive now, sick, friend- 
less, and alone. 


Such is the will of Fortune, fickle 
dame ; 
Does not the Spani-h prover) thus 
record 
That “He shall sheathe his weapon 
in deep shame, 
Who without justice dares to draw 
the sword ?”’ 
Thus, hapless prince, Time’s whirli- 
gig brings round 
To you the self-same fate your 
race’s founder found! 


You dared a throne’s foundation to 
cement 
With blood: and, therefore, 
though your splendid reign 
Thereafter in great deeds and 
thoughts was spent 
For France’s good— your labour 
was in vain! 
And history shall to after ages tell 
How he, who rose to power by blood, 
by bloodshed fell! 


Yet who is there who pities not your fate— 
The shattered hopes that centred in your son ? 
An old man, sick, betrayed, and desolate, 
You see your life’s long-laboured schemes undone : 
Ah, well! your son will never learn the frown 
That knits the weary brows encompassed by a crown! 





Lay by the purple—’tis a Nessus-robe 

‘That scorches the poor victim without cease. 
Ambition’s wounds let not sad Memory probe, 

But heal them with forgetfulness and peace ; 
Turn your tired eyes from this world’s strife unblest, 
To heaven's forgiveness vast and never-ending rest ! 


OFFICIAL IDLENESS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Srr,—We hear but too often of the way in which the public time 
and the public money are wasted by clerks in Government vftices ; but 
hitherto those young men have had the decency to refrain from open 
acknowledgment of their fault. But, sir, the other day I saw the 
Admiralty was advertising for what do you think, sir? Fishing gear ! 
They deserve the rod—and I hope you will apply it. 

An InpicNanT Tax-PAyER. 


*.* Our correspondent is at sea, but is not acquainted with nauti al 
terms. To fish, sailor-fashion, is to strengthen damaged spars with a 
splice of timber.— Eb. 


Play in Earnest. 

Tue Atheneum states that many well-known French actors are at 
present with the French armies. We have no doubt they acquit 
themselves well on the boards of the theatre of war, when field-piec:s 
are produced. We trust they will all appear on the stage in the new 
Peace that is underlined. 





Pigeon(s)pies. 

Ir appears from the Field that pigeons are contraband of 
war. The French authorities forbid the usual flying of Belgium 
pee from France, for fear the birds should be used to convey 
information about strategic movements. Who wouid expect to fin 
the doves of peace transformed to war-pigeons! 





A Lrxt Encravinc.—Bradshaw's Map. 
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A CABBAGE GARDEN COMPETITION. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


My Dear Sir,—Carefully concealed behind a railway embankment 
and arch, there stands in the parish of Beckenham, Kent, a group of 
one hundred and sixty model cottages, planted there by a body of 
philanthropists, who have had no greater stimulant and inducement 
for this good work than a desire to obtain a speedy return for their 
outlay. This spot has the double advantage of being removed from 
the turmoil and bustle of London, and of being contiguous to the 
Penge station of the iron road which, leading from London to Dover. 
takes Chatham by the,way. As Iam (unfortunately) rot a member of 
the proprietary, there is no necessity for me to dilate on the goodness 
of those who have ‘“‘come forward” to benefit the working-man by 
providing him with lodging for a fair equivalent in the way of weekly 
rental; but I may as well remark that it is a great thing fora poor 
man to know that value is to be found for his outlay, and as the 

seckenham Cottagers certainly receive full market return for their 
money, there is every reason why they as well as the proprietors 
should be satisfied with the existing state of things. 

On a Saturday morning lately the inhabitants of the cottages were 
—or might have been by any anxious inquirer—-seen to be in a state 
of great excitement. No longer did they regard the advent of the 
weekly paper as a matter of intense interest; gone was the desire to 
debate on the probable future of France; no fresh fate had on that 
lovely morning been predicted for the Emperor even by the mest 
prophetic of Cottagers. No! a matter of home interest most absorbing 
was set for the day, which broke about the usual time big with the fate 
of the potatoes of Penge and the beans of Beckenham. In short, the 
Alexandra District Floral and Horticultural Society’s Show was about 
to take place. The rest of the world in its crass ignorance and blind 
fatuity recked not of the battle which was to be fought—the campaign 
in which cauliflowers would take the place of carnage, in which mouth- 
melting marrows would make men forget the mitrailleuse, and in 
which the prospect of prizes would predominate over the predilections 
of those politicians who usually preferred to parley about Prussian 
prowess. 

I think that had the competition been confined to animal instead of 
vegetable produce, the Cottagers would have shown to much greater 
advantage, as the field in which the vegetarian war took place was 
from an early hour crowded with youngsters, who seemed to instinc- 
tively recognise Brown’s beans, PARTRIDGE’s potatoes, and the various 
other vegetables in a surprising manner, and whose criticisms might 
have been heard to advantage by the judges, who seemed deeply 
impressed by the onerous task imposed upon them. 

At last, it having been settled who was to receive the prize moneys, 
a ring was formed and the presentations began. The committee, 
having in turn expressed themselves to their own satisfaction, Mr. 
Witu1am Sawyer delivered himself of a scasonable speech and 
distributed the rewards of merit. Of my own receipts I will say 
nothing, the mantle of modesty being my especial wearing, but I was 
very much surprised that Mr. Batpwin should have allowed himself 
to be bawled for during a period of several minutes without responding. 
Mr. Basrarp was the legitimate recipient of some of the richest 
rewards, the productions of Mx. Potten were considered worthy of 
preservation, and Mr. Parrrince’s plum-age was the theme of 
particular praise. The distribution being over some more small 
speeches were made and the meeting separated, all being highly 
delighted with themselves and with each other. 

_ I think, Mr. Editor, that you cannot in justice refuse insertion to so 
important a report as the above. Should you, however, consign my 
production to the oblivion of your wastepaper basket you may expect 
4 severe epistle from me, who was, at the late show, 

A Cockney ComPETITOR. 


P.S.—I enclose two cucumbers and four prize onions, which please 
return if my manuscript is rejected. 








Justice Napping. 


Tux San Francisco News Letter records that: 

A Man in Rhode Island bas been sent to jail for ten days for sleeping in church. 
Nothing was done to the clergyman. 
The —_ victim might fairly have pleaded that the expounding 
was o 


the same class as “the exposition of sleep’? which came upon 
Bully Bottom. ' 





Licensed Wit. 
Tae latest Chicago synonym for intoxication is “suffering from 
groceries.” We can now quite understand how it is that Mus. 
Brewy, our landlady, is so affected by (hic)cups of tea, when she goes 
to get her half-pound of Licensed Victuallers’ Souchong at the Bald- 
faced Stag. 


Frank anp Germanr.—The key of the situation: MoLt-ke. 
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WAITING FOR AN ANSWER. 


How wretched is the being, matrimonially inelined, 

Whose charmer wastes a year or so in making up her mind. 
Of all our mortal miseries, no doubt the most intense 

Is passing one’s existense, like a spider, in suspense. 

I've suffered half the agonies to which our flesh is heir, 
And toothe-ache and sciatica seem ghastly things to bear: 
But first among the tortures that a man can und: rgo 

[s when a lady hesitates to answer Yes or No. , 


At least a dozen months ago my martyrdom began, 

And yet—I blush to own it—I am still a single man. 

The fault at first was all my own, for week had followed week. 
Before I plucked my courage up sufticiently to speak. 

But when I breathed my sentiments I breathed them in a tone 
To pierce a heart of granite or of any other stone ; 

Though all the ( onsolation that the lady could be stow, 

Was just the sort of answer that you can’t call Yes or No. 


A month I waited anxiously a plain reply to get; 

But no—she'd had so little time for thinking of it yet. 
Another month was over, and a third had flown away, 
And still she'd not rejected me nor named the happy day. 
In feverish perplexity I've passed a precious year, 

And quite as far as ever from my object I appear. 

My days are each a century, they creep so very slow, 
While waiting in a frenzy for a simple Yes or No. 


There’s not a man in twenty, I am positively sure, 

Could bear with equanimity the quizzing I endure ; 

I’m called a lucky fellow, too, by everyone I meet, 

And receive congratulatious at the club or in the street. 
To-morrow, I’m determined, be the weather wet or dry, 

I'll seek my charmer’s residence a last appeal to try : 

I’ll breathe her all my wretchedness, I'll paint her all my wo 
And finish by insisting on a final Yes or No. 


ALL ’AIL! 


Tue Manchester Framiner gives a report of the speech of a gentle- 
man, bearing the historic name of Cornett, made at the City Brewster 
Sessions. It enables us to look at the success of the Germany armies 
through a new glass—a glass of beer. In applying for a beer license 
the gentleman with the historic name said :— 

There was a great War on the Continent, and a great people, the Germans, were 
acquiring a power which would make them the greatest power in the world. There 
was a significance in the fact that this was the triumph of a beer-drinking peop.e— 
(laughter), for the Germans were the greatest beer drinkers in the world, for no men 
could drink beer like the Germans ; and what was the result? From the Germans 
we bad tbe Protestant Reformaticn; and al-o from the Germans a vast amount of 


learning. At the present moment the Germans were the greatest people on the 
Continent of Europe, and, as he said before, they were the beer drinkers of the 
world, and why would you—the Bench—withhold at this critical period that wh.ch 


was the basis of German greatness ! 

It is only fair, when we chaff the teetotallers at times, we should 
quote the words of people who seem to bear out the maxim, * Those 
who drink beer, think beer.” Mr. Cornett goes on to say— 

There has of late been a great outcry about the connection between the increase 


of beershops and the increase of crime and pauper'sm, but he would remind them 


teat there had also during the same period been an immenre increase in the number 
of churches and chapels and schools, and he contended on behalf of his felow- 
countrymen who liked beer, which was the national beverage, that they had no 
more right to attribute that large increase of pauperi>m to the increase of beershups 
than to attribute it to the increase of churches and chapels. 

Our readers will hardly be surprised to learn that the license was 
refused. A country justice may be a donkey, but the argumentum ad 
absurdum doesn't move him. We “dearly loves our beer,” but we 
protest against its being considered the fount of the Reformation and 
learning, as much as we object to the increase of pauperism being 
attributed to the increase of places of worship. 








Sex of One, Half-a-dozen of the Other. 


REAtiy the Post Office authorities are hard to please. We see it 
announced that they are going to employ a number of lads as sorters. 
The announcement says :— 

The boys are to be between thirteen and sixteen years of age. A large number 
of both sexes are required in the telegraph department. 

We are afraid there will be a difficulty in procuring a sufficient supply 
of boys of both sexes. 


A Cropper. 

We see by the papers that “Mr. Wait WuitMan is engaged upon 
more Leaves of Grass.” Hay is 80 short everywhere this year that 
ereatures who can exist on thistles ought to leave the grasa alone. 
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1 Bffect of the Exhibition on the Human Face. 

2 The Grand Review for Selection which Doubtless took Place. 
3 The First Prize. 

4 The Unsuccessful Maidens. 


BARMAID FANCYING. 


By Ovr Specrat SIGHTSEER, 


In the good old days—the days, I mean, when the prize-ring was a 
powerful institution; when pugilistic poundings were worthy the 
name, and were far different from the hole-and-corner prneergenneng 
passages of the porwr time; when some grains of self-respect an 
respectability still retained a position in the prizefighter’s breast ; and 
when he would have loathed the ruffianly doings of the dodgers who 
now call themselves fighting men—the word “fancy’’ was taken to 
mean nothing so much as a love for the ringside and the rough 
sports attending thereon. But times are changed now, the ring is 
broken up, fancy is a word of much wider application than of yore, 
and those who would at one period have perused nothing but the 
details of rib-benders, potato-trap closers, bread-basket emptiers, and 
the many other playful words by which the doughty deeds of departed 
heroes were chronicled in a now moribund and sleepy organ, are left 
to their own devices for the procuration of “ sport.” 

Of course tastes differ, the choice offered is wide, and the selections 
are various and much varied. Dog, cock, rabbit, and small bird fancy- 
ing has for some time been the staple enjoyment of denizens of the 
Seven Dials, while the torture of trupped birds and the brutality of 
the battue have long occupied the spare moments of their betters. 
But within a short period of the present, a new game has sprung up, & 
game which has the ——— (or the reverse) of being open to all 
classes of cads, from the lord to the linen-draper’s assistant. This 
pastime is best described as barmaid-fancying, and its votaries may be 
observed taking their pleasure in almost any of the luncheon or rail- 
7 bars which abound in the metropolis. 

ily distinguishable are these individ whose personal 
appearance and manners are as a rule, well worthy of each other, and 
who seem by some miracle to have esca the observation of the 
philosopher searching vainly for “the missing link.” But, stay! 


THE BARMAID SHOW. 
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5 Visitors who Preferred Dancing in the Grounds to Seeing the Show in 
the Hail. 
6 The Return.—Rush to the North Woolwich Train. 








barmaid-fancying is a new institution, and the enthusiast in the theory 
of development was slightly before his time. With tightly kneed and 
baggy-bottomed breeches, gaudy neckties, curly-brimmed hats, tremen- 
dous wristbands and collars; and with faces which would be 
wretchedly unmeaning, were it not that they afford some index to the 
insufferable self-conceit within, the fanciers prowl about until they 
discover some “ doosed fine gal,’”’ whom they immediately proceed to 
pester with their attentions. Leaning as far as possible across the bar, 
one of these representatives of degenerate humanity will subject 
a respectable girl to an intolerable scrutiny, and, what to any reasoning 
mind, must be far worse, he will add the annoyance of a conversation 
remarkable for nothing so much as for the absence of the smallest 
possible particle of common sense. He never thinks that his attentions 
can inspire anything but admiration — never fancies that unbear- 
able disgust takes possession of the soul of a poor and dependent 
albeit respectable woman, who has no alternative but to submit to and 
accept his sickening attentions under pain of dismissal. And what 
does dismissal mean to one of these young women? Often—too often 
—ruin, wretchedness, disgrace and early death. I suppose these bar 
haunters are not without mothers and sisters; and does it never strike 
them that barmaids are also women and possess women’s feelings ? 

All things considered, then, it is far from surprising that the recent 
Barmaid Show in the North Woolwich Gardens was numerously 
attended. When the advertisements of the contest first appeared, 
the hunting fraternity were all agog, and great was the fun anticipated. 
Of course the learned in such matters calculated upon something very 
different from the professions of the proprietor, and the joyful 
companions of ’Arry thronged the train of terrible tardiness which 
ran on the first day to the gardens of ganymedian gladness whereit 
the temple sacred to Hebe and Apollo (for there was sweet music 
discoursed) had been erected. But 

Disappointment dire aroused the ire of those who came to s¢¢ 
the dashing girls with heavy curls who were on show to be. ‘“ These 
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ain't the gals I and my pals expected for to leer at, their masters 
d’ye see, has been having a spree, and now he will all of us jeer 
+9? 

Truly the majority of those present were much disconcerted. They 
had expected to find sirens lavishly decorated casting amorous glances 
about, and trying at all risks to obtain possession of the voting papers 
of customers. Nothing, however, could have been further from fact. 
Feur long bars had been fitted up in the dancing hall, and a large 
number of demure, plainly -dressed, and in several cases rather anti- 
quated ladies were waiting for the orders which came but tardily. 
Nothing could have been more calmly respectable than the aspect of 
the place so far as the proprietor and his attendants were concerned, 
but unfortunately the same cannot be said of the visitors. Several 
individuals upon whom the decorum had evidently a saddening effect 
stalked about, the pictures of dejectedness, and in a manner worthy 
alone of this type of the animal kingdom made offensive remarks in a 
loud tone. 

The proprictor had evidently anticipated his customers, and had 
determined to steer clear of the shoals‘and quicksands which would na- 
turally beset the path of one who pandered to depraved tastes. Having 
succeeded in his end without compromising himself as to the means, 
he deserves some little credit for adhering to his original programme 
—which, by the way, nobody believed he would do. 

In conclusion, it may be as well to say that I do not think barmaid 
shows are ever likely to take root in English soil ; and I do not expect 
ever to see another exhibition of the kind, but I have great pleasure 
in bearing testimony to the undoubted “ respectability ’—some said 
dulness-~- of the contest. 
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AT COLLAR. 


I’ve bid adieu to eliff and cave, 
I’ve said good bye, with sorrow, 

To bounding yacht and dancing wave! 
I leave for town to-morrow. 

There must I toil and strive to earn 
The everlasting dollar. 

The hour is come for my return— 
I’m back again at collar. 


Ah, me! that holidays so soon, 
So rapidly diminish. 
Alas, that one revolving moon 
Should bring mine to a finish. 
Back— back once more to life’s dull school, 
A most unwilling scholar! 
I take my place upon the stool— 
I’m back again at collar! 


Farewell to distant white-winged gull, 
Farewell to white-winged vessel! 
From pleasant sea to London dull 
I go to join Life’s wrestle. 
With soul depressed and spirits flat, 
I seek my humble sollar 
(It’s Obsolete for ‘ garret’ that!) 
I'm back again at Cellar. 


Phlebotomy. 


Tuis is an amusing story :— 

An English traveller, having passed two days at an hotel in a French country 
town, called for his bill, which amounted to 110 francs. He was astonished at the 
amount, and indignantly remarked, ‘‘ One hundred and ten francs for twe or three 
Wretched repasts, and for two nights spent in a bed filled with fleas!”” “ Fleas!” 
exclaimed th» hotel keeper; ‘‘How could I have forgotten them! Hand me tie 
bill.” The traveller returned the bill, and the hotel-keeper added to the total: 
“ Fleas—five francs!” 

The traveller objected to being bled, and the homcmopathic host 
romptly bled him again—with a flea-m? The poor fellow was thus 


oubly fleased ! 





Natural History. 
Tue attention of Zand and Water and other “naturally historical ”’ 
pers is respectfully drawn to the fact that, in_the neighbourhood ol 
eapside, the Poultry will be found laying asphalte paving. 


Ad Infinitum. 


Tux toadies and other creatures that hung about the Imperial court 


Were very common Puaris-sights until lately. The sulphur consumed 


near Sedan is said to have got rid of the pests. 


CLrericin Exrers.— Three-quarters of an hour sermons. 
Fetter temneeenemsceeeeeme ee 
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THE JOURNALISM OF THE DAY. 


A CONTRIBUTOR forwards us a collection of articles which he thinks 
might be taken in the aggregate to constitute a review of the various 
topics which have occupied public attention during the past session of 
Parliament. It will be unnecessary for obvious reasons to offer our 
readers more than a few sentences of each. 

Tue Epvucation Britt. 

_ The passage of this important measure marks an era in th: 
civilisation of Great Britain which will be remembered with interes! 
ata future time, when the clash of arms shall have subsided. For the 
moment, it is true, greater interest may be felt in speculations concerninz 
the future movements of the Crown Prince than in those which relat 
to religious difficulty or the Conscience clause. The question is 
whether he will attempt a junction with Prixcs Frepertck CHanr.es 
or . . [The remainder of the article consists entirely of considera- 
tions relating to the war. ] 

Tur Irtsx Lanp Bit. 

The policy of Mr. Guianstone in the sister isle is now likely to 
have fair play. The Land Bill has been passed even in the midst of 
stirring events, which have latterly thrown its importance into the 
shade. It was not to be expected, indeed, that the same minut 
attention can now be given to the probable effects of this measure, as 
was bestowed upon it before the commencement of the French and 
Prussian war. That great struggle is one that may fairly absorb 
every thought. Never before were two such armies. . . [Our 
contributor makes no further reference tothe Land Bill, the remainder 
of his article referring exclusively to the war. ] 

Tue Lorps anp Commons. 

The relations between the House of Lords and Commons are at this 
moment unusually interesting, we might almost imagine that the 
rival forces of oligarchy and democracy were marshalling thems: lyes 
for a struggle, even as the colossal armies of the great nations now 
at war are ranged in face of one another in France. There we 
behold . . - number of things which have no further referenc: 
to the House of Lords and Commons. | 

Mr. AyRTON AND THE SERPENTINE. 
} ¢ 


It would be a good thing if Mr. Ayrton could be persuaded to 
transfer his views at this critical moment to the seat of war, anl 
engage himself at cleaning out the Saar or the Moselle. Beside those 
streams, to be classic ground for evermore, two great armies are now 
engaged . . [There is nothing further about Mx. Ayrton. 

Tue Prospects or Next Nessron, 

(This article contains no allusion whatever to next session, or its 

prospects, but deals exclusively with the war. ] 
Tue Wak on THE RHINR. 

[Here our contributor is at last in his element. This article is o: 
which we have much pleasure in recommending him to offer to the 
Editor of any country paper with which he may be connected 


’ 


GAuswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unacespted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accor 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourse:ves 
responsible for loss. } 

F. (Glasgow).—Our glass doesn’t goto “ Fuir”’ in recording the whether 


or no of your pun. ae a 
FIGHTING Cocks —We h ive no space to spare for Criticisin, 2D. 
submitted to us; but you may take it fur granted that if we accept a thing 


it is beeause it is good ; if we reject it, bec suse it isn't 

— (Cambridge).—We cannot make out the s enature. 

J. C. (Leeds).—But it doesn't follow we shall take him. 
CLERICUS.— But we don't expect cussing from Clers 

3UNCH OF Fives. You rhymes are at sixes and sevens. 
BoaTIsT.—Your lines are not such as a clipper should be built up 


Here’s an improvement on the opening 
‘‘Soft-roeing o’er the herring-pond.” 
Trro.—As a poet Guay wouldn't have a leg to stand on but for 
Elegy. : 
Miss H. (Bowdon) —Many thanks. 


CoPSHAW.- Go d, but too long. . 

StugRs kindly sends us as a suggestion for a cartoon “ Napol 
King William as the ruffians, and Holland and Belgium as the Babes i: 
the Wood!"’ He evidently sees Fun regularly ° 

Declined with thanks: —J. A. F., Brighton; — Hounslow; S. R. T 
J.-M ; Rameagate ; Anonymous ’ Curio; Kt. D., Live rpool ; Pi -kles ’ A. L, , 
Ludgate Hill; J. H. G., Featherstone Buildings: W. K., Sutton ; B. I 
G, Warminster: Charley; Punster; * Mrs. O' Dempsey; Por é-pie, 
C. E. H. V., Chatham; W. P. L., Abe rdeen ; P, iH., Daventry ; P. W. A., 
Row; Mosus; W. B., Pimlico; W. K., Lin oln s Inn Fields , W.C, 
Hackney; 8S. J.; C. O. A., Queen's Square; W., Cobham ; 8. S., Windser 
‘T'wke: Nemo; J. J. K., Bat'ersea-park ; —, Ashford; C. K. M.; J. D 
E. H., Cheapside; W. A. S, Bayswater; H , King-street 
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literature with handy-work, and publishes books 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 


THE WAR FEVER. 


“'Ere, Britt — BET YER A BOX 0’ LIGHTS THE PROOSHANS DON’T TAKE 


Paris.” 
‘Ber YER A COUPLE 0’ 'AP’Ny¥ Echoes THEY DOES, Now!” 


{SzerTEMBER 17, 1870, 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. !84. 


Te sway he shed the guiltless blood to found 

Is o’er! He stands, pale, prisoned, and discrowned! 
Gone the prestige the nation ever bore, 

Her armies driven from the Rhenish shore : 

This moral from the tale let History trace— 

A rule begun in wrong can end but in disgrace. 


1. Come hither—come hither, my little foot-page, 
Come hither and wait by my knee: 
For thou did’st engage, for a slender wage, 
My messenger faithful to be. 
So haste thee, I pray, to the ’pothecar sage, 
For a pill and black draught for me! 


2. This warrior brave 
He rides on the wave, 
Wherever the sea may roll. 
He's a soldier bold, 
But he is, we’re told, 
A somewhat credulous soul. 


3. This is the friendly gale 
Swells Trade’s enormous sale! 


4. Compared with it, the night 
Is noonday, broad and bright! 
Oh, Learning, shed thy ray 
And chase the gloom away ! 


5. In vain the sturdy rowers tug and strain, 
The galley stirs not on the watery plain. 
What is it stays its progress o’er the main ? 
’Tis something very—very like a whale, 
Or rather mermaid, clad in silvery scale ; 
Because, like her, it ends in fish’s tail. 


6. A lad one day, playing truant from school, 
Went to fish in a stagnant pool ; 
He struck at a nibble—what was it? A lizard ? 
Fear seized his heart, consternation his gizzard ! 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 182.—Modesty, Bathing : 


Mab, Opera, Dirt, Earth, Spermaceti, Trepan, Yearn- 


ing. 


and Co 





Correct SotvuTions or Acrostic No. 182, Recervep Sept. 7th.— | 
D. E. H.; R. C.; Snip; Double M; X. L. Mullingar; Timothy | 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 


We can hardly find the courage to say that the Sunday Magazine is 
a good number ; for it contains the unpleasant announcement that the 


interesting series of “‘ Episodes in an Obscure Life’’ comes to an end 

Nevertheless it contains much good matter and some capital pictures. 
Good Words has a poem by Jgan InGzELow, a letter fr 

Krvosizy, and mu 


cannot hel inki ing up somewhat too much of the 


thinking that it is taking 
pone which might fairly be left for the Sunday Magazine. It might 


more every-day without becoming frivolous. The pictures are 


Good Words for the Young is excellent as ever. “At the Back of 


the North Wind” never flags in interest; and “ Ralph Bannerman’”’ 
is absorbing, as usual. 


more compensates. 
The Atlantic Monthly has a “Handful of Translations,” by 
LonGre.tow, pleasant enough. The “ Fredericksburgh Churchyard ”’ 
is a halting record of a curious circumstance. The other contents will 
be found in ing. 

Our Young Folks is a number of some excellence. ‘“ How the B 





Tus Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 
Catalogue, says :—‘ The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.”’ 

Covrr Journal, 19th March, 1870 :—“Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unirep Service Gazetre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
ting his precious 


\ rom CHARLES 
else that is thoroughly readable; though we 


And then the illustrations are just the thing 
for children ; for though Mr. Hucues is outré at times, Mr. Zwecker 


sein’ , me” is amusing, and the other contents are varied and 
e. 

Art keeps up its high character. The articles are ably written, and 
the pictures are simple miracles of excellence. How it is done for the 
money is a mystery. 

We have also received the Food Journal, Le Follet, Best of Everything, 
Gentleman’s Journal, Young Ladies’ Journal, Cook's Excursionist 
Westminster Papers, Gardener’s Magazine, and Carlow College Magazine. 


A Candid Statement. 


A New York paper says that the women of New York eat more 
candy than any other women in the world. This is only a delicate 
way of saying “sweets to the sweet.” But as the ladies of New York 
are so partial to sweets, we should recommend their sighing swains if 
they would succeed in their suits to lolli-pop the question. 


Clerical Note. 


We observe the announcement of the retirement of Mr. SeyYMovUR 
CLARKE, general er of the Great Northern Railway. We have 
no doubt the Directors and Shareholders would like to see more clerks 

_of the same kind. 


OD a ale 


Morninc ApvERTIsER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 

Pvusurc Opmon, 16th April, 1870 :—‘ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ¢x- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.’ 





Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : September 17, 1870. 
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CARRYING WEIGHT. 


se Ostler :—‘ THERE'S A OSS, NOT A BIT TOO GOOD FOR THE DERBY, NOR THE OAKS NEITHER, BUT A 'ANDICAP NOW—THAT'S JEST WHAT 
ES'CUT-OUT FoR!” 

Owner :-—“ H’M—AND WHAT WEIGHT NOW DO YOU THINK HE’D CARRY IN A Hanpicap?” 

Ostler :-—* WELL, IF YOU means RUNNIN’ "IM—TAKE MY ADWICE, AND DON’T YOU PUT NO MORE WEIGHT ON THAT ‘088 NOR 'I8 ED AN’ 


’ 
Is TAIL—’E’S GOT ALL ’IS WORK CUT OUT TO CARRY THEM Two!” 


ANOTHER SPORTING NOTE. 


_ Str,—From the general tone of your communication, you seem to 
infer that I did not predict Hawthornden's success because I did not 
know anything about the matter. 
bound to understand by such words as “rank duffer” and “impostor,” 
and by the charge of having obtained money under false pretences. 
Such conduct from an Editor is reversing the order of things too far 
| for me, and I shall at once discharze you if you don’t apologise. 

| Only the other day a distinguished sporting writist expressed his 
opinion to the effect that the large majority of Englishmen, Irishmen, 
and Scotchmen are of weak intellect, and quoted eminent authority in 
support of his statement. This latter proceeding was, of course, a 
work of supererogation, as the sportive one is himself a living 
evidence of the truth of hie 2aeertion : 
bears me out in what I have to say. Supposing I had told the world 
that Hawthornden would win — would you— would anybody be- 
longing to the larger number have believed me? I pause for a reply, 
and while I am pausing, will ask another question. Didn’tI tell you 
that Kingcraft wouldn't win? Andif that don’t bring you on your 
| knees, perhaps this, my last and finishing poser, will, and perhaps it 
may make you wish you had never roused the slumbering lion 
within the breast of one who, though ever meek and humble, ain't to 
be imposed upon,—What the doose do you want—don't you have 
talent ard education, and sporting knowledge, and poetry, and prose 
(particularly the latter), and——/? Well, answer these first, and 
then I’ll give you some more. AUGSPUR. 
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How do you Do? 


We are frequently told that we ought to give a certain personage 
whereby hangs a tail, not to say horns) “his due.” Is it Mountain 
ew? 


—— 
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VOL. XII, 


At all events, that is what I am | 


but stil) hig “cellater:] Jina” | 


VIGO BAY. 


Peneatu the sullen wave 
In Vigo’s fatal bay, 
They sleep - the true and brave— 
The cruel tempest’s prey. | 
’T was not ’mid cannon’s roar 
She perished in the fight ; | 
But off a friendly shore 
She foundered in the night. 
}ut Britain long shall mourn 
The gallant hearts and true 
By tempest overborne— 
The luckless Captain’s crew! 
They went where duty called, 
And when their fate drew nigh, 
With bosoms unappalled, 
They died, as heroes die. 
Enrol them with the brave 
Who fell in fiery fray ; 
Those true hearts neath the wave 
In Vigo’s fatal bay. 


Agricultural Mem. 
Peop.e are often allowed to sow their wild oats; but nobody ever 
seems to encourage the growth of mad corns. 


A Scrape. 


’ . . . i ’ 
Tue man who meets one’s remarks with a “ fiddlesticks!"’ clear!) 


y 


° ° ° ’ , 1; 
wishes to do violins to one's feelings. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Sept. 21st, 1870. 

HE French Government, it is evident from the mission of 
Monsiecr Turers, is not disinclined to treat for peace. The 
to King of Prussia, having commenced the war with a declaration 

that it wasewaged against the Emperor, not the French nation, 
should not now oppose an armistice, still less should attempt (as some 
hint he desires) to reinstate Narotron IL]. At the same time, 
French Governments not being notable for stability, it is not too 
much on the King’s part to demand some guarantee for peace in 
future. The establishment of Alsace, and even Lorraine, as a separate 
state, @hould not be too violently opposed by France, for if she loses 
the territory, Prussia does not gain it. 

Europe looks with sad eyes upon the continuance of the conflict, 
and—somewhat unreasonably, perhaps—asks, “‘ Will the King persist 
in assaulting Paris *”’ nee 
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But the universal cry is “ Peace! Peace! 
and we trust it will be listened to.; 


| Aurwowen the war is nearly over, its disastrous effects will not be 
removed until long after peace is restored. Sick amd wounded 
soldiers of both contending nations will have to be tended and nursed 
for months after the close of the struggle. The crops will be springing 
again on the battle-fields before some of the men will be well enough 
to seek their native land and their homes. Under these circumstances 
the claims of societies which take charge of the sick and wounded 
cannot be too strongly urged; and we therefore remind our readers 
that the “ National Bosiety for the Aid of the Sick and Wounded in 
War’’—Patron, Her Masssty tHE Quesn— has its offices at 2, 
St. Martin's Place, where contributions in money or in kind will be 
most gratefully received. The country of Fiorence NIGHTINGALE 
must not allow other nations to outstrip it in the truly Christian task 
of alleviating the sickness and suffering of the brave and the unfor- 
tunate. 

We cannot conclude our appeal to the public on behalf of 
the Society, without appealing also to the Society on behalf of the 
public. When the war is over, let the Society remember the battle- 
fiekis of Life strewn with sick and wounded in London—England— 
Ireland! There will be less immediate renown for such labours, but 
i society so organised might ensure itself much future reward by 
carrying the “red cross” into our teeming alleys, and bearing it 
mong the wretched cabins of the Irish Peasantry. It would be a 
proof that it was not sentiment or love of display which led them to 
_ in the battle-fields in France work that lay at their own doors 
it home, 
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Like a Shot. 


Tur Birming)am Post prints a letter which shows very clearly the 
evil tendencies of the Game Laws :— . . 
A CURIOUS QUESTION. 
To tre Epivwr or tar Darty Post. 
Sin,— Where do the game des’e g get their supply ef partridg:s from so carly 
this morning without being shot! Yours, R 
AN OLD SPORTSMAN. 












Livery Street, September 1, 1870. 


[s it not awful! Here's a man, no doubt in all other respects an 
xe are, citizen, a good son, an affectionate husband, a kind father 
—and he is transformed by the influence of the Game Laws into a 
truculent monster, who indignantly and mercilessly asks—in so many 
words— why game-dealers are not shot fer having an early supply of 
partridges. At least we suppose that is what he means. At any rate 
it is what he says! . 
















Impromptu.* 
Written on the Fist Instant. 


Dovate—double 
Guns, what trouble 
Tis to carry through the stubble. 





Woman’s Wrong not Right. 
Oxe of the pap rs declares that a numberof German ladies have 
formed themse ves info a regiment, and offered their services to 
GENERAL VoOGFL VON F'AtKeNSTEIN a8 a corps of Amazons. We trust 
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WIND— 


OFT whispers that scarce | 
wave the trees, | 
And cannot rufile ocean, 
May— doubtlessly— some 
people please : 
They earn not my devo- 
tion. 
Give me a boisterous gust 
that whirls, 
And twirls, and puffs, 
and bounces, 
That sets a-dancing a'l 
the curls, 
And flutters all the | 
flounces. | 


TIS AN ILL 


North-easters, let your | 
KINGSLEYs sing— 
I don’t care where it 
blows from, 
If others’ bliss that brisk 
breeze bring, 
Which my bliss first 


arose from : 
She stood with tresses 
a unconfined, 
OF ctr, JAS With clouds of muslin 
a round her, 


With ribbons streaming down the wind— 
Ah, yes—twas thus I found her! 


She wrestled with the saucy breeze, 
While little screams she uttered, 

As flounce, frill, panier—all of these— 
About her flapped and fluttered. 

Oh, Zephyr—still within my heart 
Your roguish conduct rankles, 

Although it did a glimpse impart 
Of, oh, such feet and ankles. 


a 
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Hier head she lowered to the storm, 
And struggled onward blindfold : 
In rude embrace her fairy form 
Did viewless arms of winds fold : | 
She battled on against its wrath, : 
Her graceful head down-bending— 
She came to where I kept the path, 
My eager arms extending! 


A shock! acry! She stood, half-pleased 
To shelter from the weather, 

But, also, by my act half-teased— 
Yet lovely altogether! 

Well; we’ve been married years twice five, 
And I can battle toughly, 

And not a wind, while I’m alive, 
Shall touch that cheek too roughly! 


To the Scientific. 


We have often heard of people's hair becoming white in a single 
night, owing to mental distress. A somewhat similar instance of a 
change of colour produced by bodily discomfort has come under our 
notice, and we hasten to draw the attention of the scientific world to 
it. A young Irishman, a bricklayer by profession, and of a fair com- 
plexion, quarreled with a countryman the other day. The double fist 
of his compatriot happened to “catch his sight” during the dispute, 
and next morning his eye was found to have become black. 


A Noble Revenge. 


Tue Workmen’s International Exhibition ought to teach the sons 
of Erin a new application of an old saw. The popularity of the 
Belfast cloth, exhibited by Messrs. Samvuet Brornenrs, should tell them 
that “‘ England’s difficulty ” to keep from freezing should be 
“ Treland’s opportunity ’’ to frieze her entirely ! 


A Strange Sight. 
Ir is a strange thing that that teetotaller par excellence, the pawn- 












broker, is always taking the pledge, and yet always sees things in 
——____—_—_____— duplicate. A curious instance of sobriety seeing double only to be 
* Witch, we lave heard something like it before.—Ep. equalled by the Scotch second-sight! 


- ee o_o — 


this is only an Amuzin’ falsehood! 
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THE WHITE SPECTRE. 


A MystTery. 


Tue bell in the ivied tower had clashed the hour of midnight. The 
solitary owl swept by on silent wing, and the noiseless bats flitted to 
and fro like the restless spirits of the wicked. The chill night wind 
struck to the bone. It was bitter cold. But it was not the cold that 
made me quake. No! It was a sense of some impending horror that 
made my hair bristle, and sent a tremour through the goose-skin that 
had invaded my epidermis. 

As I approached the low iron-studded postern gate, my heart stood 
still with terror. What awful sight should I behold when that oaken 
door swung slowly back upon its creaking and reluctant hinges! 

But then my oath! I must go. It was worse than ruin, death, or 
bankruptcy under the last new Act, to turn back. 

A long low wail smote on my terrified ear as I approached. I 
seemed to distinguish my name. 

«“ ApoLPHts! ”’ 

Yes! there was no mistake about it. An airy tongue had certainly 
syllabled my appellation. Should I withdraw? No! I must on. 
Setting my teeth firmly, [ strode to the doorway, and with supernatural 
firmness inserted the key. It turned slowly, grating horribly in the 
rusty wards. 

Once more—but clearer, nearer than before—came that solemn wai). 

“ Apo: pHus!”’ 

I paused—it was but for a moment! Then summoning all my 
courage, I stooped beneath the low arch and stood within the haunted 
tower: 

At that moment a faint light appeared in the distance. A faint and 
flickering flame only, yet it seemed to move; and as it drew nearer I 
could. see it was borne by a figure. A tall figure clad in a long white 
robe. With silent step it glided towards me. I hid my eyes with my 
hands—in vain ! 

Again that terrible cry! 

“ ApoLPHus!”’ 

A cold shiver ran through me. 

“ ApoLPHus, my dear, l’ve called you twice! Why don’t you come 
to bed instead of sitting up reading those ridiculous German romances. 
Here are the candles burnt out and you asleep. Come to bed at once, 
I insist !”’ 

And when Mrs. Apotruvs TitTLenat insists, I obey. I 
explain some other day. 


or; 
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will 


Open, Sesame. 


WE cordially re-echo the growl of the Standurd at the absurd rule 
which closes the British Museum inexorably twice a year, for a weck. 
As the Standard says, its otlicials are by no means overworked, being 
only employed three days and a few hours a week ; whereas the really 
hard-worked attendants in the Reading Room get no holiday. The 
National Gallery and the Kensington Museum—like all Continental 
museums and galleries—are kept open all the year round. It is tuo 
bad! We repeat, it is abominable; and we speak quite without 
prejudice, because we never go to the British Museum, and never 
want to go. But, on the other hand, we feel sure that if ever a sudden 
and mad craving for the treasures of Bloomsbury should seize us, it 
would inevitably be just in one of those weeks in which it was 
closed. So we repeat again—It is too bad! 


Chapeau Bas! 

Tue entertaining “Gossiper’” of the Sun says, apropos of the 
Emperor’s dethronement :— 

I wonder what the Regent-street tradesmen will do who have hitherto boasted 
the Imperial patronage. W4ull they take down the Imperial arms ! If 89, what 
style and title will they adopt! ‘‘ Perfumer tothe Empress of the French ”’ was all 
very well and proper; but ‘‘ Perfumer to the French Republic” would be too 
absurd. 

Now, we are not so sure about the absurdity of “Perfumer to the 
French Republic,” since the Republic has possessed all the “ Noes ” 
among the Deputies. But we grant “ Hatter to the French Republic 
would be a ridiculous inscription. At present the Republic hasn't got 
ahead. Practically, we imagine the perfumer will still keep up his 
motto “ Perfumer to the Empress of the French’’ as long as he finds 
her sent from France. 





Mormom and More Women. 


An American paper says— 

A voice comes from Washington territory saying, ‘*Send 
thousand unhappy husbands respond “‘ Take ours !”’ 
Why don’t the Washingtonians go to Salt Lake City, where they 
could Utah-lise the growing objection of the \orwomans to poly- 
gamy 
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Tue “ Lar” or Luxuny.—Champagne-cup. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 185. 


THe wounded eagle soars no more— 
The dynasty of blood is o'er: 

They hail new rulers—look for peace, 
When Art and Learning shall increase ; 
And Commerce stretching o'er the flood, 
Shall make the world with promise bud, 
And in one Commonwealth of good 
Shall lick us all in brotherhood ! 


. The enemy's scouts have come to the village— 
Their object is clearly to murder and pillage. 
They have tied the mayor in his office chair, 
And they'll burn the houses they vow and swear. 


~~ 


, ‘ ‘ 


=.‘ So stood Eliza on the wood-crowned height,” 
And ‘twas from this she gazed upon the fight. 


5. The city is all in a flutter 
With fears that we dare not to utter; 
The banks are coming to utter smash, 
And joint-stock companies join the crash. 


4. I see around me wondrous things and fair 
Oh, strange and sweet and beauteous overmuc!: ! 
As I draw near they vanish into air, 
And as | reach them fade before my touch. 


5, Come, friends, the magic brewage sip, 
Aud while the cup salutes the lip, 
[a scandal we'll indulge with glee, 
l’or—without scandal—what were tea ? 


6. Young Brinks in a boat, 
For the first time afloat, 
Mid cordage and spars to such utter grief came, 
‘That the sailors grim 
Laughed loudly at him, 
And hailed him by this complimentary names 


7. Lhe favourite spor. 
Or all the court— 
By the Republic now cut short. 
Yet some with joy 
Will this employ 
The young Republic to destroy. 
8, Cows, looking over a gate, 
‘Thoughtfully ruminate : 
But donkeys, you know trom experience extensive, 


Are animals neither expensive nor pensive. 
Sotction or Acxostic No. 185.—Cupita’, Besiege: Club, Advice, 
Proboscis, Ibi, Twine, Agog, Lee. 
Correct SOLUTONS OF Acrostic No. 155, rarcetvep Serr l4th. — Slodger and 
Tiney; Timothy and (».; G. H. E.; Thomasine V.; KE. K. K B, Po KR.; Olu 
Cider Eye; Rubdy’s Ghost; P. R. A.; P. F. and Db. G.; Double M Gray's 


Gallivanting G.unts; Tiddiewinks and Co.; Yerrip; Tilbaruma; Db. BE. H. 


‘* Muter-to Nomine de te.”’ 

We always have suspected Dr. Mcuter of being a wag. When he 
took up the Thames mud question it was so very suggestive of 
wickedly bad rhymes beginning :— 

A popular sarant called Muter 

Ouce anilysed Battersea bu-ter! 
Our suspicion is confirmed by his contribution Fiod Journal this 
month—an excellent and instructive paper on * T a.’ In speaking ot 
the origin of the use of tea, as: ribed to an inhabitant of Sung-lo-shan, 
the learned doctor cannot resist the temptation to crack not a cup 
but a pun—as thus, *‘a Bonze of th: Se tof Fo taught a Kiang-nan 
man, named Ko-I’y, the art of making tea, and thus it was called 
Sung-loo tea.’’ Come, come, Ds. M, this wont do! There is no 
reason why it should have been called Sung-lo any more than High- 
sung; but there are grounds for calling the beverage Ko-fy, in fact 
there are Kofy-grounds for it! This is a case of de tea fubula, 


doctor ! 


Etc. 


to the 





Mending Matters. 


A younG lady correspondent sends us this:—** When Nature tried 
her ‘ prentice hand’ upon man, and then made the lasses, it would 
seem she hoped to make the best of her first bung}, by ‘putting a 
good face’ on it with her second attempt.” We 
lady's cheek—the cheek nearest us, 


,-? 1 

1 i és ? ° ' 

like that young 
- 





Wuy should you fine a man for possessing two eyes, 4 nose, and a 


mouth; Because he is subject to four-features! 
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(SzrTeMBEeR 24, 1870, 


a eS 





Ce 


P a ne ; 
Endl incase AE. ried MS Tibet 
= «* 


~ eer “ 


7 
os Ba 
Pee Fae SS 





P oo a 
oy peed eo Peet has. * 





re 


we 







sapeshiai danaigapedlising 
oom ‘ ~ -* = 
oe? os “ + lege 

-~ - eae say 







we 


IE Te 
St Tales tes 
Barcham vadlginiate 


eS 2 
ae cas " 
oars Ps 
o * 


& 
-_ 







ah 









oa , TALL, ‘My a Y thy | b 
| a POO é - - Ze Z CiLidhjld Gy U4 

a : Za eS AM Zapp Li fife? = 
‘ <A - A - ' 4 - am aa Vig Lidtei ef! 










YILI7 2 
a 


Ci 













SIMPLE PROPORTION. 


| 
| 
| 
Landlord :—“ Now, Patsig, HOW WILL YoU HAVE IT? ABOUT HALF AND HALF, I sUPPOSE.” 
| 
| 





Tenant :—“ Ygs, SURE, YER HONOUR—AND A THRIFLE MORE half THAN HALF!” 















A FLATTERING BIOGRAPHY. THE CONSOLING PIPE. 


Sngaxny isa type. Unluckily we can’t break him up, as a printer Tue heathen god Pan 

would say. But he deserves to be smashed. He's the meanest | Was a good-looking man, 
| “cuss’’ out. He has amassed a large capital by means of exclusive But unluckily cursed with the legs of a goat ; 
| self-interest. As a boy he took for his motto * charity begins at Which made Syrinx look down 
home.”” Acting up to the theory, he stole the family plate, sold it Upon Pan with a frown— 
and gave the proceeds to the poor. On that occasion he was And on Syrinx, it was, he was fated to doat. 
apparently the only deserving poor he could find. Like the poet, 
even in his cradle he “lisped in numbers’’—especially Number One ; | 
the other numbers don’t appear to have been published at that time. . 
He took them in subsequently when he grew up. He was quite bald But small consolation from Syrinx he got. 
at the early age of thirty :—it was because he was so narrow-minded And her sneers at his legs 
the hair couldn't keep from slipping off at the sides. He was once ve ace.», 50 embittered the dregs 5 
prosecuted by the parish authorities for depriving the flints used for Of life’s cup; it was clear Pan was going to pot. 
mending the roads of their cuticle. He pleaded that he did so to One morning he grew | 
provide soup forthe paupers. If so, he was not so penurious as he was So pressing, she flew | 
reported, as a certain personage is said not to be as black as he’s To Minerva, or oman, one, to help her in need ; | 













He was pining away— 
Grew thinner each day— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ee 







tinted. There’s no doubt that Sneaxby stinted. He will die as he ke | 
has lived, —ew hated, and his sorrowing iriends will promptly a cy Coenen > oe 
erect a splendid monument over him, partly in recognition of that | : ‘ 

one good act of his life which he committed in dying, and partly to | Rushed inte he water and turned to 0 reed. 

prevent the possibility of his returning to life. | On seeing which, Pan, 






Like a sensible man, 
Just cut her at once—and invented the pipe : 

















Anatomical. Which ever since then 
An eminent surgeon who has devoted much time and attention to Is by all jilted men 
the study of the subject, declares that as far as can be ascertained, the Held the best cure for love—of which smoke is the type. 
curious eonmatets described in medical and cther works as | CS 
“ laughing in one’s sleeve” is produced by the action of the risible | . ’ 
Siew on the funny-bone. Hard Lines; 





Herz is a case of olive-branch-lines with 4 vengeance :— 


: | Mrs. Lynes, wife of a nursery gardener at Leek Wootton, near Warwick, gave 
Cracked China. . ; birth to three children last week, one of which has since died. She has twice 
An old aunt of ours has such a passion for ancient china that we | before had twins, all of whom are living. 
have asked her spiritual adviser to warn her of the wickedness of | Poor fellow! He never expected his wife to enlarge on her marriage- 
| avarice and teacup-idity. | lines by the Rule of Three. 
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MONDAY OUT. 


By Over Sprcrat Sicutseerr. 
No. VIII. 


Srrottinc down Parliament-street a week or so back I was asked 
four separate times, by four different rustic couples, the way to 
Westminster Abbey. Of course I directed them all as minutely as 

gsible, and it was doubtless my evident desire to afford information 
which led the last of my querists to interrogate me as to the beauties 
of the famed minster. Again of course I was quite willing to initiate 
the ignorant countryman into the wonders of my native metropolis, 
from which I am proud to say I have never been absent for more than 
a day at a time—such occasions being also very rare—since I first 
inflated my lungs with the pure air of Baldwin’s Gardens: but a 
slight obstacle prevented my gratifying a desire springing from the 
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carry, and their continuous propinquity to the edges of graves.” It 
was not, however, until we had left the building and he had repeated 
the remark several times, that I understood he had been attempting 
a joke. | 

It does seem somewhat strange, and itis certainly worthy of remark, 
that so many nobodies should find a place among the list of great 
English worthies, more especially as from the great elaboration of 
some of their tombs they become cynosures of attraction to vulgar 
visitors. My guide was once more ready with his insidious whisper, 
and remarked that the majority of those present would rather look at a 
good specimen of handicraft, no matter whom it contained, than at the 
ugly blocks which too often held the ashes of the famous. I would 
fain have contradicted him, but certainly outward appearances were in 
his favour. 

Through the cloisters, where it was saddening to see the Gothic 


pure well of human kindness always carried about by me. Shall I | marks which call for the reprehension of the Dean, who in a neat 


confess it?—I had never been in the Abbey. Familiar as were its 
double towers, its one-handed clock, and outside architecture, 
from constant observation, it had never once struck me that the 
inside had its charms and would doubtless repay a visit. This, 
however, will not be wondered at by those who know me well, as 
next to an insane generosity which is always prompting me to give 
away what I want myself.* but which I find it my duty to humanity 
(as represented by myself) to sternly conquer,+ my chief foible is a 
forgetfulness of everything but my immediate wants and desires, 
unless my attention is forcibly turned in a new direction. 

Pensively wondering how it was that it had never struck me to go 
inside, I continued my walk until I met Witxrns, a worthy pub, to 
whom after the usual salutations, I said, 

“ WiILkI£, do you know Westminster Abbey ?”’ 


“Do I know it? Do I know the Houses of Parlyment? Do I 


know the barracks? Ain’tI lived in Tottlefields all my blessed life ? | 


59) 


What d’yer mean? 

“ All right, don’t be in a hurry. 
the outside, but have you ever been in it?” 

“Init? Well no, I can’t say I have, but my uncle Britt, who come 
up from York last month with all his kids, went, and he said it was 
stunnin’. Besides, all the country folks as stops at my house goes. 
But I ain’t got time myself. When I gets out I like to have a blow 
down to Rosherville or a run up to Cremorne, but time’s too short for 
visiting the Abbey.” 

During a week I pursued my inquiries, and received much about the 
same answer from a lot of people whom I asked about the Abbey. 


But one day, after replying to two or three of my questions a fellow | 


said : 

“Why the deuce don’t you go yourself if you want to know 
anything about it. That’s what I should do. I'll go with you if you 
want a pal, only I shan’t be disengaged till Monday.”’ 

* Well, now, it never struck me about going myself, but of course we 
can go. On Monday, then.”’ 

“On Monday, then.”’ 

According to arrangement we on the day specified found ourselves 
within the Confessor's glorious pile, and were soon busy, ofttimes 
reading the quaint epitaphs and inscriptions, but mostly listening to 
the extraordinary remarks made by some of the visitors. A rather 
strong argument was going on at the time of our entrance as to the 
height of the statues of Cannrnc and Patmerston, which stand near 
the door, both of the disputants having the vaguest possible ideas of 
measurement. 
improvement in both spelling and carving, were truly interesting, and 


the constant recurrence of illustrious names induced a feeling of | 
pleasure and pain, of sadness yet of satisfaction, and I thought— | 


looking round upon the cenotaphs and tombs of those who living had 


charmed or swayed the world, and who dying had left none behind to | 


pely the deficiency—that death would be deprived of all his terrors 
did but such a glorious companionship wait upon my decease. And 
generally I am anything but bold on the subject of death. But, in an- 
swer to my remarks, the individual who accompanied me expressed it 
as his intention to be “ blowed”’ if he died until his time came, “ not, 
as he somewhat vaguely remarked, “for all the Abbeys as ever 
happened.” 

My attention was rather rudely recalled by the companion of my 
travels— certainly not of my thoughts, for he was of the most v1in and 
frivolous description— who, slapping me on the shoulder, pointed to 
my feet—and, oh, horror! I was standing on a stone which told that 
underneath lay all that was mortal of Isaac NEWTON. I jumped off 
as though the slab were red hot, but to my regret I discover d that 
most of the visitors had no such scruples. . 
® An elderly man in a black shroud passed by, and my unimpression- 
able friend informed me that “that’s a verger, so called because of 


their acquaintance with Latin poetry, the large silver watches they 
ee ee oe ee 





* Our contributor is evidently forgetful of facts.—Enp. ee 
+ We now find we were premature in our elitorial comments, W-ic: we Deg © 
withdraw.—Jbid. 


Iam aware of your knowledge of | 


The differences in the dates and the gradual marks of | 


placard requests visitors to kindly abstain from leaving their autographs 
on the walls, a request which does not however seem to have had 
much effect, as Birt Stumps still pursues his avocation for the 
admiration of future investigators of the ‘“P. C.”’ description ; past 
the tombs of the abbots and monks, notably past one supposed to 
contain the bodies of twelve struck down by the long-remembered 
‘black death”’ of the fourteenth century; and on until we are 
stopped by a memorial stone which for quaintness would be hard to 
beat, and which most grotesquely mixes up a master’s sorrow for his 
dead servant with his self gratulations at having perpetuated the 
memory of the departed one: 

With Diligence and trust most Exemplary, 

Did Witt1am LAW: ENCE serve a Prebendary 

And for his Paines now past before not Lost 

Gaind this Remébrance at his Master’s Cost, 

O read these lines again: yous: ldom find 

A Servant faithfull and a Master kind. 

Short Hand he wrot; His flower in prime did fade 

And Hasty Death Short Hand of him hath made. 

Further descriptions ensue, but I must confess to being puzzled by 

| the concluding lines: 
Wherein he lies so geometrical! 
Art maketh some but s» will Nature all. 


Re-entering the building, we soon find ourselves near the resting 
place of royalty, and ascending a flight of wooden steps come upon the 
sarcophagus which contains the body of Epwarp III. The shield and 
two-handed sword of the warrior king, and the saddle, shield, and 
helmet of another soldier-monarch, Henry V., are exhibited ; but rust 
has taken possession of the arms, as dust has of the bodies of their 
| owners, and [ can do nothing but gaze upon these relics of an age 
long gone by, and lose myself in a vista of historic recollection, until I 
am pushed on by the crowd to the coronation chair, which is fixed upon 
| the stone sacred to all Scotchmen. 

The tombs of Ex:zaAnetH and Mary of Scots and the chapel of 
| Henry VII. are duly visited, and then we come to Poets’ Corner, and 
| as we gaze on a new-made grave even my flippant friend is sad and 
' subdued. The flowers and immortelles are still fresh on the tomb of 

the poet-novelist—fresh as his remembrance will ever be in the minds 
‘of all English-speaking people; and after lingering so long here that 
it has become quite dark, we silently leave the building, certainl y—so 
far as I am concerned—much the better for our visit. 


HORACE IN LONDON. 
TO SIR C. MASCENAS, M.P. 
Carmen XX., Liber I. 


At my abode from humble glasses 
You'll quaff, kind sir, pale ale of Bass’s, 
Jottled that year, when waxing warm 
You made the speech upon Reform, 
Which raist d a cheer so loud and high 
That Thames’s banks took up the cry, 
And echoes from far-off Vauxhall 
Appeared responding to the call. 


| At home, sir, you may sip your quart 


Of thirty-four or comet port, 

Or else, champagne if you prefer, 
The choicest brand of Rogeperer. 
For my part, nought can I afford o’ 
The wines of Burzundy or Pordeanx 





Pax Vob'scum. 

rs Favre to say the French won't part 

But after all there are two sides to 4 

If the King of Prussia grants 
territory in return. 


It’s all very well for M. Jur 
with any part of their territory. 
bargain, and exchange is no robbery. 
their territory peace, he expects a piece 
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THE RETURN OF THE CORRESPONDENTS, 


Turis war has been a mighty unpleasant experience for your Special 
Correspondent, who has hitherto been rather a favo individual. 
He has been regarded with awe, respect, and even adulation, as the 
presens numen—the maker and marrer of renown—the visible Fame, 
who spoke trumpet-tongued in the columns of the press, and conferred 
a sort of Victoria Cross in ten lines of letter-press. But in this war 
nous avous changé tout cela! The Special Correspondent was present 
with the two armies —but caakie with the French army—on 
suffrance only. Nay more, he was in danger of arrest, imprisonment, 
even personal violence, in addition to his ordinary risk of being shot 
by some pestilent bullet, with a fatal disregard for non-combatants. 
The Special Correspondents have not had a very good time, as the 


Yankees say. 
Ye Gentlemen of England, 
Who live at home at ease, 
How little do you think upon 
The dangers of S. C.’s! 


Some of them have had a prolonged experience of the discomforts of a 
siege— others have become intimately acquainted with the interior of a 
military prison. Some have been conducted to the frontier, and not a 
few have been under fire. But your regular War Correspondent— the 
gentleman who docs knew how to “set an army in the field” and has 
his opinions about the disposal of a battle—is not the one who has 
suffered most. The peaceful chronicler of events remote from the seat 
of war has been worse treated by the “citizens’’ than ever his more 
martial com was by the soldiery. The cowards who shouted out 
“d Berlin’’—and let others go to fight their way there!—were 
courageous enough, when they had a superiority in numbers over a 
single newspaper correspondent. Such an outrage as we have recently 
seak-ot inflicts an indelible stain on the boasted civilisation of Paris. 
Such savage brutality as was permitted if not enco ed in that case 
by the so-called guardians of the peace in the capital of France—“ the 
Mecca of civilisation"’—would have disgraced Dahomey, and would 
have been impossible in the capital of Kinc Tugoporg. It is a black 
mark against Paris to all time. 
However, our much-enduring and much-daring correspondents are 
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worse than that of falling victim to a furious charge—not ‘of cavalry, 
but for a dozen Scotch whiskies at his hotel. , 

It is not impossible that the fervent imagination of our artist may 
have carried him away when engaged in depicting, for the delight of 
the present and the instruction of the future, his historical composition 
of the “Return of the Special Correspondents.” If so, that’s his 
look-out! 


Dogged Persecution. 


Tue following notice, extracted from the Stamford Mercury, is another 


evidence of the influence exercised by CHARLES Dickens over the 
minds of his readers. The gentleman who inserted the notice has 
evidently read, and clearly believes the story told by Jingle of the 
intelligence of the well-known pointer, Ponto :— 

i i tion after this date will 
A ee aS ee Seem % Oe oe CARTER PLOWRIGHT. 

Moulton, September 2d, 1870. 

We should like to learn how he intends to proceed against the canine 
trespassers. In the case of sporting dogs, would he sue for a percus- 
sion cap-ias ? The dogs would move of course for a guare—or rather 


Cur—impedit. The advertiser seems to act on the principle “prosecute _ 


my dog, prosecute me’’—a sort of converse of the old proverb “love 
me, love my dog,” which, by the way, it is not generally known, 18 4 
quotation from the writings of St. BerNarp, whose breed of mastiffs 
is so famous! 


A Savage Assault. 
“ PuELiM, is it thrue ye’ve let Barney O’MvuLiican borrow yer 


barrow ?”’ 


“ Faith, and that's jist what I’ve done.” 
“Thin it’s a murtherin’ vagabone ye are!” 


“ Why, sure ? 
“ Bekase—arrah, can't ye see it—bekase you're truck-you-lent ! 


Wanted. 


A GENTLEMAN, who has unfortunately broken his word, is anxious 


beginning to return home, each with his story of vicissitudes and | to procure some cement that will repair it. The same composition 
perils. Lucky are those whose experience of the war is nothing | with which people mend their manners may possibly answer. 
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A CROON ! 


“No honeymoon”? is the last marrriage announcement follow'ng 
the nobodies.— Daily Paper. 


No Honeymoon! No Honeymoon! 

No happy days of endless spoon! 

No blissful pause at Love’s high noon! 
No soaring, as in a balloon, 

Above earth's cares inopportune! 

No month of one continual June— 

No month of joy, gone all too soon! 

No brief seclusion, glorious boon! 

No more sweet wine and macaroon, 

No bridal wreaths in fair festoon, 

No Honeymoon! No pleasant lune! 

The muse can only wail and croon— 

“No Honeymoon! Oh, I shall swoon!”’ 
Poor bridegroom, thou’rt a luckless ’coon : 
Poor bride, your happy hours they prune! 
From stone their hearts have sure been hewn 
Who thus proclaim “ No Honeymoon.” 


"= NO ea 





Extraordinary Instance of Instinct in a Cat. 


A GENTLEMAN, On whose veracity we have the strongest reliance, 
never having found him out in a falsehood, except on three or four 
occasions, in the course of a slight acquaintance of several years 


standing, forwards for publication the following curious narrative, for | 


the truth of which he vouches. 

A cat, which has been in his possession from a kitten, exhibits a 
strong partiality for fish, a viand which she recognises even when 
craftily concealed beneath the salt exterior of a Yarmouth bloater. 
The other morning she observed the cook placing part of a sole in the 
cupboard. She said nothing at the time, but waited until the 
afternoon, when somebody happening to open the cupboard door, and 
leave it ajar, this sensible cat jumped up on the shelf and devoured the 
fish. The narrator adds, that although it had been placed on one side 
to serve for his supper, he could not find it in his heart to begrudge 


the cat her prize, in consideration of the remarkable instinct sho | 


displayed. 


-_—— 


Arabia Infelix. 


Or the many excursions to the East that Mr. Cook has planned, 
there is not one for which he deserves greater credit than that which 
he recently organised in Arabia--Arabia the Unblest, whose children 
vend lucifers, bootlaces, and penny papers in the streets of London. 
Under his management, and at his expense, upwards of a thousand of 
these wild Arabs were recently conveyed to Hampstead Heath, where 
they had a “jolly day and a big feed,” provided by funds subscribed 
by a number of gentlemen, who ably assisted in making the fcte a 
success. We trust the example will not be forgotten, and that the 
ragged Arabs may be at times snatched from the streets for a day in 
the Vale of Health. 


Kill or Cure. 
Tus is worthy meditation :— 


An Iillinoisian, finding that it would cost him 100 dols, to cure his jaurdice, | 


hanged himself to save expense. 
Having turned yellow on account of his liver, he turned a die-er on 
Own account to avoid the doctor’s account. Economical, perhaps, 
but not worthy of a thorough financier. He'd have got cured of the 
Jaundice, and saved the expense by not paying the doctor. At the 
same time, we have no desire to discourage any persons, who contem- 
plating the cost of their illness wish to emulate this Illinoisian, for 
their doing so is not likely, as far as we can see, to create any lasting 
scarcity of fools. 


A New Zeal-ot. 


Tus is the latest from the colonies :— 

In New Zealan¢, a chief with ten wives was told that he could not be baptized 
unless he confined himself to one. At the end of about two months he repairei to 
the nearest missionary and stated that he bad got rid of nine. ‘ What have you 

d one with them ?”’ was the natural interrogatory. I have eaten them,” was the 
ready reply. 

After that who will refuse to give his penny to the Missionaries, who 
do so much good? 
Benedicts, friends ! 


On that Head. 
A MAN recently charged with murdering his wife by decapitation 


pleaded that it was in self-defence, and that he only cut her head off | Lewisham: O'D., Ch 


when she had almost succeeded in talking his off. Of the two atrocities 
we think his the more pardonable and less cruel. 


Look out for a lump sum from sympathetic | 








| ALL HAIL! 

70 B 
ama constant traveller by the Metropolitan District Rail- 
| Way—in fact, am a season-ticket-holder. But if the company don't 
put down one everlasting nuisance I shall go by some other line. It's 
a man. I should say an Irishman, if a fr quent attendance at the 
| theatres when Mr. Bovcicavtt’s pieces are played did not convince 
me to the contrary. This man never says “Arrah,” “ Bedad,’’ or 
“ Wurra, wurra’’—moreover, he does not wear knee-breeches, or 
carry ashort stick, or a pipe in his hat-band. Therefore he is no 
Irishman, but in other respects, especially brogue, he resembles that 
nationality. 

I am a serious man. I ama musical party. Imagine my horror 
then, sir, when I tell you that this monster in human form has one 
joke which he perpetuaily makes. And I believe he asks people home 
to dine with him, in the neighbourhood of Loughborough Road, on 
purpose to make that joke. 

You may—but then again you may not—have observed at the 
Elephant and Castle Station, a large board with the words, “ Hail- 
stone’s Calico Warehouse’ upon it. This wretch makes a point of 
| pointing— dear me, I'm afraid that’s a pun, never made one before in 

my life—of pointing out that board to his friends. “ Ye see that 
boord, surey’’ he says to his unsuspecting companion, who replics, 
“Ah, Hailstone’s Calico Warehouse.” “ Thin that’s where ye get the 
| well-known Hailstone Chorus Calico’"—he means “coarse calico,” 
| but that’s how he pronounces it—and thinks it a good joke. 
| I trust the directors will take notice of this complaint from 
Yours, «c., SOLEMNUN. 


TOR UN. 


| Sin,—I 


HOW SINGULAR. 


THovcu pleasures still can touch my soul, 
Though sorrow's fountain still is open— 
Yet smile I not as erst I smole, 
Nor weep Las [ erst have wopen. 


| 
| Some years ago, in my belief, 
Life was a pudding, earth its platter; 
I've plucked my plums of joy and grief— 
And all the rest is only batter. 


Internal Dissensions. 
We regret to learn that disaffection, which we hitherto believed 
confined to Ireland, has spread to England. A friend who has been 
king a tour inlsnd states that Derbyshire exhibits a very decided 


| ta : he 
Pique. He adds, that it shows a tendency to look down upon the 
surrounding country. He fancies tourists must have been getting up 
its back. a. spaiteaieninueiaiil 








Guswers to Correspondents, 
i Me caniot return wiaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied dy @ stamped and atrected exvelope, and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible Jor loast 

F. F. F.— Leave them at t)e office with a stamped and directed envelope - 

. ’ ” 

CoqurTte (Bermudas).— We must say * No. 

Rvus.—In-urbanus. Butwefergive you! __ ; 

ONE or THE Victims.—We pity the Exhibitors, whose Secretary you 

r. = 

are, fur we can t make out your writing a bit! 
) send about the disgusting pamphlets 


— ‘Bridgwater).— You people whe | 
} ' a the Anti-Contagious Diseases 


and cards of the “ladies’’ conne we» ith 
Act Association ought to be imprisoned ! es 
| CHAKLEY appends to his contribution the awful announcement “* more 
e ’? , . . ' 
coming. We're going! 
H. A. W. (Kennington road).— Isn't it alittle late in the day to be send- 
ing jokes about the last Derby Send us the winner of the next Derby! 

g s about j 
J. W. (Barnet).— We 
things we have wor seen. 
you had be ter submit them. 

J. AK. (Ghisgow).—We Il prt 
' 
! 


cannot—in fact, as a rule, we do not—judge of 
So if you want our opinion of your drawings 


nt one verse to oblige you, but we must 
not insured that they are not to read it ;— 


warn all readers whose lives are 
Vlood! Blood! Bleod! 
Stream ing, :ushing, gnshing,— 
Crewd! Crowd ' Crowd! 
Screaming, killing, crushing 
In the cannon’s roari: g crash— 
In che musket’s adly dash 
In the sabre’s sickenirg clash, 
W at a scone : i 
lin ith thanks :—Stud+o,Bristol; S$. D., Euston-road ; H. St. M., 
Declined with thanks :—St : ; a sae: 


| Whoch s'reet; J. J. B., Leicester ; St. George, Portman- square , 


iT. H , Llandudno; B. M.; M. H. M. ; . w. U, Cegews & B-3 S 7" 
‘verpool: D. J., Pontypool; F. M., Bewdley; P. W.; G. B.; D, B., 
Livexpos ‘hrists Howpital ; ¥.;J. C., Leeds; Owdum (H.C. 2, 
Maida Hill: F. D., Holloway; Merry Cuss, B., Liverpool; Nobbut ot; 


. <a ; ncebester. 
> , Lalin om: (2. Uy, S.;S.; F. B., Man Ut 


S. T. Kh.; F., Dalstor i! 
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| NUTS TO CRACK. 


SepTreMner brings the season’s wane, 

| The leaves are yellow on the bough, 
The sky grows dark with frequent rain, 

The fields grow brown beneath the plough ; 
Among the many signs that show 
| How soon the winter will begin, 
Lo, the sole pleasant one I know— 
| “ Walnuts is in!” 


Of partridges full many a brace, 
| With grouse, and now and then a hare, 
The windows of game-dealers grace— 

The price is very high per pair ; 

In game I dare not to indulge ; 

My pocket won’t extend to any, 

| But shall with humbler luxuries bulge, 

| “‘ They’re eight a penny!” 


No cordon bleu, or chef of nous, 
(A curate’s stipend for a wage) 
To dress my partridge, hare, or grouse, 
Have I the power to engage. 
Prepared upon a simpler plan 
The viand is, I love—in fact, 
You've but to listen to the man— 
‘“‘ All crack d—all crack'd!” 


A Classical Queery. 


Tue origin of the elegant figure whereby an inebriated 
individual is described as being “as drunk as Chloe”’ is 
somewhat doubtful. Is it possible that Chloe was in the 
habit of stupefying herself with Chloe-roform? There 
was clearly room for reform in Chloe at any rate. 





A Lay. 

Tue American reporter who described the case of the 
hen discovered in the back premises of a hardware store 
vainly trying to hatch-out two porcelain door-knobs, 
must have been looking for a handle for a story, and 
turned the handle to some purpese. Of course even a 
hen would know no door-knob’ll (1)’atch! 








OF THE PERIOD. 


A-viary good Idea. 


Tue Jail Bird (garotta communis) is the better for 
an occasional treat of hemp. 


First Ponderosity :—“ REGULAR LITTLE DUCK THAT, CHARLIE!”’ 
Second Ditto :—“ Aw—NoT "XACTLY—BECAUSE SHE'S A CAPE-ON!”’ 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


SEPTEMBER. 


Putting the Cart before the Tierce. 
We learn from a contemporary :— 
Tue St. James’ might be made an excellent magazine. Its pictures A Dublin contractor received an order from the French Government lately for 
il it now: and e want of a good continued story—“A Life’s | °™¢ thousand tierces of pork, but it is understood that the order could not be 
a. °° being . postpon ed. The pad di is tem Ghadensie wad. carried out, this amount not being obtainable. 
ding, and the eee in “febin The tlenk verse ode tatton of | Lhe Imperial Government before going the whole hog in this way 
Boccacio’s Ghismonde, for instance, abounds in errors. 


the writer pen such a halting cramped line as— 
Vainly thou’lt wish never thy foot had strayed. 
When reason, rhythm, and sense would be better suited with the 
simple— 
Pl Thou'lt vainly wish thy foet had never strayed ! 
But then some people seem to think that no sentence can be poetry 
unless the order of the words is eccentric. 

Tus Overland Monthly did not reach us last month, so that this 
number is all the more welcome. It contains a capital paper, and a 
most amusing bit of verse, both bearing the characteristic marks of 
Mr. Faep Bust Harrs’s handiwork. The other articles are quite u 


ow could should have made sure that it could save its bacon when it got it. 


Epigram. 
“Pray what’s the meaning of ro rperov ?”’ 
“Your neighbour's toe ’tis wrong to step en!”’ 


For the Geographical Society. 


We are anxious to learn whether the “wildest wits’’ of the 
nineteenth century are to be sought for in the tribe of Bosh-jestmen. 





NOTICE:—On and after the 1st October, Fun will be forwarded to 
subscribers, post free, for 6s. 64. per annum. As Fun can be sent to any 


to the standard of the magazine, which, as usual, one reads with | part of the world by the halfpenny post, the registration for transmission 
ee ee eee ifpenny eg Sf 


abroad has been discontinued as unnecessary. 


18-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENIS. 


MR. STREETER 


(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY,Limited) introducer of the celebrated 
I8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. 
From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


37, CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 
STEAM WORK8—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


The New Illustrated Catalogue, bound in cleth, Free for Two Stamps. 
Printed by JUDD & Co., Phanix Works, st. Andrew’s Hil] Docters’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London : Sept. 24, 1870. 
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THE MORNING DRAUGHT. 


HEN steeped in gold is morning’s : 
Were a vied their notes sctaene. 
| There comes a sound that ushers day, 

A gentle tapping at my door: 

Nature abhors a vacuum— 

They bring me what will cure that ilk: 
To wit; two tablespoons of rum 

In half-a-pint of milk. 


Sweet lacteo-spiritual cup, 
Half-waking, its contents I drain, 
| And having turned the tumbler up, 
' Turn down myself to sleep again. 
' To gentle influence I succumb— 
Another nap life’s cares to bilk— 
Thanks to two tablespoons of rum 
| In half-a-pint of milk. 


Ah, luckless and thrice luckless those, 
Whose senses ne’er such dozes steep : 
And happy is the man who goes 
To sleep—and feels he is asleep. 
Slumber, he sees half-conscious, come 
And lap him in its robes of silk ; 
It’s just two tablespoons of rum ; 
In half-a-pint of milk ! a, 


Then, reader, act upon my hint, 
And ever after bless the man 
Who advocated thus in print 
The lacteo-spiritual plan— 
Who taught you first to drain your tum- 
Bler, which (or as the Scots say—whilk) 
Contains two tablespoons of rum 
In half-a-pint of milk. 
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Taking Stock. 


A smart child of our acquaintance says 
that his Ma ought to be quoted in all the 
City articles. Being pressed to explain, he 
Pate) t that she was considerably above 

a(r) ! 


THIS WAHR TO FITE. 








FIZZ! 
We can scarcely believe this story :— 

A firm of Importers of French wines in Southampton have advertised in the 
newspapers of that town that, ‘‘in consequence of the behaviour of M. Auban 
Moet, Mayor of Epernay (of the firm of Moet and Chandon, of Epernay), on the 
Prussians approaching that town, we shall abstain in future trom selling any wine 
marked with that brand. Our stock of Moet and Chandon’s champagnes will be 
forwarded to the French Committee of Aid to the French and German Soldiers.” 
We have heard of people in country boroughs refusing to deal with 
tradesmen who differed from them in politics; and we have known 
instances of silly persons who taking offence at something in a news- 

aper have written to the editor to say they shan’t take it in any longer. 

ut these instances of bigotry and stupidity are quite surpassed by 
these wine-importers. There’s one comfort left us—that as long as 
people will drink champagne the Southampton sages won’t do any 
harm, for if they won’t supply their customers, their customers can go 
elsewhere. Because the Mayor of Epernay very wisely recommended 
peaceful citizens not te make a vain resistance against armed troops, 
we are to have no more Morr and Cuanpon. Perhaps the firm of 
wine-importers will kindly present those noses of theirs, which they 
have so wisely cut off, to the British Museum! 





On the Wain. 
Tats is a strange advertisement :— 


WANTED. a pious YOUTH, able to plough and milk.—Address, with carte-de- 
visite, J. W. D., etc., etc. 
As of course one cannot judge of a youth's capability to plough or to 


show the piety of the original. In that case the carte would not have 
&wag-on. It would be a vehicle to convey the impression that the 
youth’s carriage was serious and that he considered waggin’ as 
van-ity. 


Striking an Average. 


‘Rice people who are close-fisted ought to be considered to hit tue 
happy medium, as they are ‘the golden mean.” 
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Whopstraw :—“ MAKE NO SOART 0’ ODDS TO ME. 
FRENCHMAN OUT FURRIN’ EZ I'D BE STARVED TO DEATH WURKIN’ FOR A VARMER 'OME ERE! 


| 


| opinion, with the assessors, that it was in ignorance rat 
| the accused had acted in committing the offence. 


milk from his carte de visi me the portrait is required to | eer ; _ 
ee ot rae, We pees the ‘ | This subtle distinction between ignorance and bad faith in a case of 


| extenuating circumstance being that the pieces were so small 
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A GHASTLY ALTERNATIVE. 


Chawbacon :—‘* BAANT YEW IN THE MALisHa, Jem?” 
Whopstraw :— Ess. 
Chawbacon :—** WHOY THEY ZES YEW'M A-GWOIN TO RE KAL'D UP AND A-ZEND AUVER TO 


Wuoy?”’ 


YEwW'LL ’EV TO Go.”’ 
I'D 80 ZOON BE SHOT TO DEATH BY A 


SPEAKING A PIECE. 


Ou, Victor Hvao, 
How far you do go 

In thus protesting ’gainst the siege of Paris ; 
Such tales you vamp 
As Mrs. Gamp 

Was wont to tell about her Mrs. Harris: 
When in terms high-faluting 
The blame you're imputing 

To Prussia, because she that war will not cease, 
Which by France was begun ; 
You must sure be in fun, 

Or else, joking apart, are but *‘ speaking a piece.” 





Recommended to Mercy! 


THE Calcutta Englishman tells a horrible story of a carcase butcher, 
who with his wife and a “ wizard’’ murdered a poor boy, nine years 
old, the son of a widow, in order to perform some magical incanta- 
tion, part of the ceremony in connection with which was the eating of 
human flesh. The poor child was enticed into the butcher's house by 
a promise of sweetmeats, and brutally murdered. Fortunately cir- 
cumstances led to the detection of the crime, one of the guilty parties 
turned Queen's evidence, and two others confessed. Now comes the 
extraordinary part of the story: 

They were all sentenced to transportation for life; 


the jadge having been of 


ier than in bal faith thu: 


brutal and premeditated murder is almost as wonderful as the “ ex- 
tenuating circumstances’’ returned in the verdict of a French jury 
when a man killed his mother and chopped her into pieces—the 
Crovern- 
ment ought immediately to recall that judge and—make him Hom» 
Secretary ! 


WueEn is a rifleman better than his rifle? When he caps it. 
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\: free and happy island—a privilege 


<NE of the privileges of our ray | 
which is sis of our proudest boasts—is the fact that Britain is 


the one safe asylum for the exile, and the wanderer, no matter 
to what nation he belongs! At this moment our hospitable 
shores are invaded by refugees from France, seeking shelter from those 
horrors of a war, which we have escaped, and we trust ever shall 
escape—a war of invasion. Our unfortunate guests will not i in 
vain, let us hope, for generosity, consideration, and assistance. °y 
must learn to remember England with gratitude, as the friend an 

defender of the unfortunate. Peace has its victories as well as war ; 
and no laurels can shed a lustre as pure as that which shall encircle 
the olive-wreath that England will earn—o) cives servatos— for 
sheltering the children of her sister-countries 1n times of adversity 


and distress. As the old poet sings :— 


Whether this portion of the world were rent 
By the rude ocean from the Continent, 

Or thus created ; it was sure designed 

To be the sacred refuge of mankind ! 






| 





Many people may fairly object to contribute to the Sick and 
Wounded Fand, on the ground that by relieving armies of the care of 
the sick and wounded we merely leave them the more free to carry on 
the work of slaughter and destruction. But there can be no such 
objections urged against an appeal which is now being made to us in 
words that must bring tears to the eyes of every one possessed of a | 
heart. The plea comes from 'the unfortunate peasantry, and other | 
peaceable inhabitants, of the provinces that have been overrun by the | 
contending forces. Here is the plain pitiful story :— 

The people of France depend for thefr subsistence «n the grains which they raise 
and the cattle which they breed. In the sections of country that have been 
traversed by the German armies nothing remains of the provisions that had been 
eceumulated in time of peace. Our houses, stables, and barns are burned or 


riddled with cannon-shots. The fields and meadows are trampled down by the 
tread of embattled hosts. Neither cereals nor grass have been harvested this 


au'umn. All our beasts of Durden, all our beeves, sheep, and swine have been | 


taken from us. Our labourers are either pressed into the French army as soldiers, 
or into the German army as teamsters. There remains not even seed-corn. Weare 
destitute of strength to prepare the trampled ground for seed for next season’s 
harvest; destitute of material to sow; destitute, in many placer, of ground to sow 
upon; as miles upon miles of territory are made inviolable by the plough, by 
reason of the sacred and terrible seed of human corpses with which they have been 
‘own. Starvation stares us in the fece now; famine and pestilence are the 
legacies which war will surely leave to us for the coming winter and spring. 


No one with a claim to humanity can resist this appeal. We do not 
remember a more terrible picture of the horrors of war than that which 
is here presented us—that of the poor peasant starving because the 


little patch of ground, wherein he and his fathers before him grew the | 


crops by which they lived, is converted into a Ghastly golgotha— whose 


garden is made a grave. Gracious Powers! We ask ourselves, can | 


it be possible that after such an experience as this our Christian and 
civilized Nineteenth Century will ever permit of another war ? 





ee 


Ex-cues me! 


Tus Liverpool Albion quotes this remarkable story from a speech 
which it alleges to have been made by Loxp FitzHaxpincs :— 

“*The Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol is fond of billiards. (Laughter.) He 

was staying with me last autumn, and he was playing a game of billiards on 
Saturday night. He had the best of the game—(!aughter)—I think it was 47 to 45, 
and he was 47 when the clock struck 12, He said to me, ‘Could you rot put the 
billiard-room clock back five minutes?’ (Loud laughter.) I said 1 would put it 
back 10 minutes if he liked, and give him a glass of gin and water afterwards.” 
(Roars of jaughter.) 
We should think the bishop will take his cue from this, and in future 
decline to play with his lordship. We cannot see any harm in his 
making a minor cannon or two after twelve on Saturday night, but 
we do think Lorp Frrzwaxprnce should not make a public game of what 
was played on a private table. However well the bishop plays we 
should think he will “cut the cloth’ when next invited to play with 
his lordship. 





——— ~_——- —— 


A Scotched One. 

Tus Chancellor of the Exchequer has been presented with the 
freedom of the City of Elgin. We don’t know whether he is 
acquainted with the little game of the Elgin marbles, but to judge 
a the way in which he punishes his opponents he knows the use of 

@ laws. 
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A Dove Tale. 


Ovr own schoolboy says that from his knowledge of school-fights, 
the Prussians and French will be as fond as doves when they have 
done “‘ pigeon ’’ into one another. ; 





Tus Trve Supporters oF THE ENGLisH Aums.—The Lion and the 
Uniform. 


—_——_ 
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THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


‘Ce ago, 
e When he wanted to mow, 
1 } j Old Saturn took tithe 
(jl J, } Hy Of mankind with a scythe ; 
1 And so would make hay 
{ fy Tn the old-fashioned way 
ffl Of flesh, which, alas, 
\ ‘ We are told “is but grags.”’ 


(“ Alas”’ I say—though 
I sheuld say “ hay-ho!’’) 
Now, no longer we writhe 
"Neath the edge of a scythe, 
Nous a present—w’ est ce pas /— 
Arons changé tout cela! 

All is altered, and so 

Time’s scythe is “‘no mo!” 


Some centuries since, 

King, kaiser, or prince, 

Who a nation ba o’er, 
When he chose, went to war; 
And could summon to striie, 
To risk limb and life, 

Every vassal, and serf, 

And son of the turf— 

(The classical ‘ glebe 
Aadscriptus’ would he be.) 
Weil, they fought and the cost 
Was many lives lost: 

But those were “ Dark Ages,” 
(See History’s pages) 

Before Christianity 

Dawned on Humanity ! 


Yet the world, you'll allow, 
Ts scarce better now! 

By my computation 

This Civilization, 

Or what we call Progress, 
Ts simply an ogress. 

What’s her last movement— 
Invention— improvement ¢ 
Enlarging Man’s views 
With—a new mitrailleuse, 
Which (the great merit in it‘) 
Kills thousands a minute. 
So—to wind up my rhyme— 
Our civilized ‘Lime 

Puts his old scythe away— 
The thine’s had its day, 
What's now wanted is something more swift and more keen! 
Have you seen Time’s last patent? A mowing-machine ! 











Form, Compositors, form! 
We see the sons of Fusr will not be last in the field :— 


The printers of Paris are forming themselves into a corps, to be culled the Legion 
de Guttenburg. ‘‘ We are the soldiers of the intelleet,”’ they say! 
Yes, but the type of intellect they deal in is somewhat of the nature of 
lead. ‘I'o be sure that will be the more shoot-able : and, indeed, a column 
made-up of such materials, and headed by Large Cap-tains, would give 
the Prussians proofs of courage that would go far to correct the »!!ps 
of the Imperial generals. In cases of bayonet charges the printers 
would be awkward customers to deal with “on stab.’’ No soldi rs 
could be better set-up, or show truer mettle as a rule; and they c¢r- 
tainly will object to the Prussians altering their boundaries, or revis!25 
the page of French history. 





Police Intelligence. 


Women’s Rieuts are becoming recognised uniform] vy in Ameri 
Chicago threatens to employ women as police-“‘men to deal with petticoat’ 
offenders. 
Quite right to make them confine their attentions to female offenders. 
No man would mind in the least how often he was taken up by th’ 
fair sex: he would even look upon their employment of the hand-cufts 
as an illustration of “ Darbies and Joans.”’ 





A Wheaty Remark. 


Way don’t farmers like a bad summer? Of course, it goes ag2in*' 
the grain ! 
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INNISFALLEN; ScaNt IA Mowntain Cae 
on ? (Song by Mr. Ternott, slightly hissed. Song reveated by Mr. Ter 
, > . / * i. ‘ .”- 
ROTT and loudly Asse 1 Song sioga thr i 4 4 67) M > = = Dp nee 
H IN IN THE GAP ‘Litelaad gy sung a third time 64 Mr. Terrott ina 
THE MEN IN THE GAP. whirlwind of disapprobation. If this was doneby Mr TerRott simp/y 
aenene tx order to allow time to set the heavy scene that followed. it 
ry . S ° , 7en ¢ été Mowed, 1 vasa 
ACT T.—SCENE l. Glassy Beach of Innisfallen, Ireland, Lais and ertremely plucky act on that ge tleman's rt If it ae fimp/e ; 
2e > : LE ; as Yop 1/7 , ; P ie < . Eg i ° oy ‘ ' it : ; 3 Py ¢ 
lasses assembled. PuEtim O'NEAL sings a song. After song, desiance of his audience, it amounted to an wnpardonable outrage.) 
, ° . 
—Whirroo! (They dance. Rsiues ‘) — ee 
AuL.—Whirro ( y ) SCENE 4. The Goat Path to the Eagle's Nest. A plank across a Ravine. 


Fentans in cave at top. 
Dryan (Katey’s brother).—Katey is leading Gerald up here, and a 
troop of soldiers is after them. I'll shoot her first and them after- 
wards. 
(Karey elimhs up mountain followed by Geraup, and at a distance by 
BURKE and soldiers.) 
Katey.—The bridge is extremely dangerous, so I will go first and 
test its strength. | 
GgERaLpD.— Heroic girl, I would not baulk ye in your noble wis. 
You shad/ go first! . . 
Drran.—Stand, or I fire! 
(FERALD.—Ha! ( Bolts.) 
Katey.—It is my brother. 
(BuskeE reaches the top. Bryan, taking him for Gerarp, fires. Berke 
Jalls, The soldiers form an undecided group, and so do the Fenians. 
The upshot of this encounter iniy be decided according ta the fancy of the 
audience.) oe 
ACT III.—TVisitors’ Room at Lake House, Killarney. (Three yes 
have elapsed.) 
Enter Mary O'Dwyer aid Miss DeLtamMere. 
Mary 0’ Dwyer.—I have had losses and must go out as a governess. 
Miss Detamere.—I will give you a recommendation. [ Exst. 
(Here we givein two lines the gist ofa scene that took twenty minutes 
to play). Enter Buck Doran. 
Doran, — Mary, I love yer! 
Mary.—For shame! I love Gerald. 
Doran.—Meet me at Glassy Beach this evening and you shall have 
news of him. | Exit Doxan. 
Many.—I will—My Aunt sHaLi accompany mg!!! 
ScENE 2, 3, and 4. No inatter.—Scene 5. Glassy Beach again. 
Enter Katey (who has been to America and returned wealthy). 
IXatey.—Here we are again! I wonder where Terence 1s! 
Enter Terence (who has been to Australia and returned wealt)y. 
Terence.—Ah Musha, I wonder were Katey is! 
Katey.—Why! ‘Terence! 
Terence.—Why! Katey! Ha! ha! guggle! guggle! gugz! 
Chick! Clack! Gug—gug—gug. ( They embra 
knter Many to keep appointment. 
Mary.—My Aunt wouldn't come! 
Enter Buek Doran and hts creatures. 
sucK.—Now, pretty one, ye are in my power (Seizes he 
Katey.—(drawing a revolver.) Back, or my woman's hand shall rid 
the wurreld of a monster! 
Bucx.—Ha! foiled! 
(General scrimmage. Many ts rescued by Geratp, who has been to India 
and returned wealthy, Buck Doran és sot.) 
Terence.—F rom this we learn that when we are happy ours 
we should always think of the unfortunate ‘“* Men in the Gap.” 
(Looking hard at the pit, which ts a very large gap with very 
unfortunate men in vt.) 
CURTAIN. 


OcrsgBLves.—A tedious prosy piece, with sufficient good material, 
however, to make an interesting drama. It is inordinately—prepos- 
terously—long, but it contains two good situations, one of which was 
ruined on the first night by the clumsiness of the actors engaged in It. 
It is fairly acted on the whole, bat it was very unfavourably received. 
The provocation endured by the audience on this occasion was severe, 
but nothing can justify the disgraceful “ guying'’ which Miss Parr: 
Josepus and Miss Exnstone underwent in the course of a long and 
tedious scene in the last act. The tediousness of the scene was the 
author's fault, and it was altogether unmanly to visit it on these 
D (on the mantelpiece).— Ha! clever young ladies, who struggled bravely to carry it anne. J he 

Mary O'Dwyer (un the coal-seuttle).—Oh, Gerald, fly! scenery is fair—one scene by Mr. O Connor is particular y Bo d. Both 

Miss DgLaMERE (on the sideboard). —Ha! ha! It is too late! he and Mx. JOHNSON showed excellent taste in de lining to acknowledge 
(Chuckles aside for some reason of her own.) in person the apprubation of the audience. 

GERALD (slipj-ing down on to the fender).— Who informed against me ? 

Karey (getting on the heh). Serene oe One Down—Another Come On. 

" N ) £ ‘. * . . . > 6? 

TERENCE (on the window-sill).—Sure it’s my cunning. I said ye'd A talking machine forms one of the sights —speaking in ] atlando’ 
be on the bridge at eight—well, Burke will be on the bridge at eight, f London. We protest against this:—5t. | tephen’s doors are 


and they'll take him for you! Then he can escape by the goat-path 


Then NoRA sings a song. After song, 
Att.—Musha! 
Then Miss DELAMBRB enters, meeting Katey Macuire and Terence 
O’ Ryan. 
Miss DeLAMERE.—Tell me the legend of the O'Donoghue. 
Katey.—lIt is a large order, but I will comply. 

It 13 a large order as the poem is about three times as long as an 
Inco.psBy legend. But Karey struggles bravely through with it. As 
she proceeds it 1s remarked that the little boys become young men, and 
the young maidens middle aged and fubsy matrons. The sun rises and 
sets many hundred times, and small shruhs become respectable trees. 
Still the untiring maiden struggles on to the last line. Fifteen years 


have elapsed. 
Miss Detamers.—The poem is crisp and pithy. 
[ Exit for some refreshment. 

Trersnce.— Katey dear, ye don’t love me now. Ye love the stout 
young Fanian Gerald O' Brien. 

Katry.—Tush, then, Terence. He saved my loife, and ain't I 
grateful ? 

TeRENCE.—But ye're always alone with him. 

Katry.—Ah, go along wid yer blatherin’, ye must trust me en- 
toirely. 

Taxzence.— Sure, and so I do. But I’m moighty jealous all the same. 
They recall the events of their childhood, from which it seems that Terence 

was fond of marbles, and was often wolloped by Katey. Those facts 

might have been stated in the bill, and twenty minutes saved. 


Katgey.—Now I am going to see Gerald Talbot. [ Exit to do so, 
TerENCcE.—Faix, then! [ Exit thoughtfully. 
Enter Captain Tatsor and Buck Doran, a Fenian informer. 

Buck Doran.—If I want you to send a corporal’s guard to arrest 
Gerald O'Brien I will send you this cigar case as a token. 

Tatsot.—Do. Adieu, loved one! (Z%ey embrace.) (Aside) Loath- 
some informer ! [ Exeunt. 

Enter the lads and lasses. Nora sings another song. 
Az.—It is Batre’s!!! 
Enter Terence O' Ryan. 

Terence.—Sure, and Gerald’s my roival! I'd loike to brain him, 

acushla ! 















Enter Buck Doran and Cartain TAvuor. 

Doran (speaking rather incautiously before TERENCE, who is an enthu- 
siastic Fenian).—Yes, Captain, Gerald will be at the bridge at eight 
o'clock to-night. .There ye may take him. 

Tatbot.—Good. Farewell, my second brother! (They embrace.) 
(dside.) Detestable hound. { Exeunt. 

Terence (who has overheard all this).—Oh, wirra, wirra! He’s 
my roival, but I'll get him off! 

Enter Burke, another Fenian spy. 

Burxre.—Help me to kill Gerald O'Brien, he is yer roival. 

Enter Katey, who listens. 

Terxexce.—I will. He will be on the bridge at eight o'clock 
to-night ! 

Burxe.—Good. He shall be shot! | aol Burke. 

Karey.—Monsters! But this shallto Gerald’s ears. [ £xit Karey. 

Nor.—Sure, I'll take care that Gerald shan’t be there, and 
Barke will be taken by Buck Doran’s men instead ! 
ACT Il.—Scenz 1. Interior of Katey’s Cottage (Unnecessary). 
Scenz 2. Interior of Cottage. Also the Bridge. 

Family party consisting of Mary O'Dwyer (GeRaLp's fiancée), GERALD 
O’Baren, and Miss DeLAMeRE, very much crowded tn the cottage. 
Enter Karey. Theu scrooge up and make way for her. 

Karey (in the fireplace).—F ly, Gerald, the soldiers is upon ye! 








in i 13 


closed, and the public might well be spared such an infliction. 


across the mountain! oa: vs 
A j My ) | Tur man who does the best “according to his lights’’ ought not to 
— ——«— [All change places. Scene closes. | kick the beam, if he would rays himself. 
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1. Ob, why was not the management of the army entrusted to Adolphe and his friend 5. “ L’? homme qui w(rit) es”’ in the City of Cities. ; cao 
Jules !—They would have settled everything in half an hour. 6. Le duc de Gammon regrets that a previous engagement prevents his accepite 


2. M. Ajex defying the lightning. France’s kind invitation to *‘ mourir pour la patrie.” pe 
| &. Effrayé! Ob dear no—only going on a little mission. 7. This is Mdlle. Blanchette. She does not scream for petroleum like her ene 
| 4. La grande nation !—Gallant attack on a bust of the Emperor—The tip of his nose sisters. She will vanquish the enemy with her beauty, superb and effulge xt 


placed hors de combat—lo triumphe. yet terrible. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


My dear readers, once more I offer my congratulations to you—con- 
gratulations which I am sure you will reciprocate—on the occasion of 
my great: success. Looking back through the period during which I 
have had the pleasure of controlling your tastes in matters equinic, 
hi etieal, or horsey, ! am suffused with pleasurable emotion, and 
I feel sure that the testimonial to which I have so long looked forward 
will shortly be forthcoming. I don’t care how soon the proposition is 
set. afoot, and I am quite ready to subseribe (on the quiet of course) 
towards it. The means by which I have prevented my readers 
rushing into excesses (the certain consequence of backing the winner 
two or three times) will not, I hope, be overlooked, and the manner in 
which I: have ever come forward to explain the names of horses I did 
not understand, together with my efforts at improving the bettor 

ronunciation must eventually lead to some tangible reward. 

IT also wish it to be distinctly understood—and I scorn alike the 
allegation and the allegator who has dared to put a foul aspersion into 
its ridiculously limited circulation—a circulation which though small 
might do me discredit—that when I tell my subscribers what a horse's 
name means and how it’s pronounced I know that Iam right. Never 
mind:how I know, let it be sufficient that I do know, and let the racing 

ublic bless its lucky stars that there is one turfy historian with sufli- 
cient spirit to expend his superfluous capital (which docs not «mount to 
much, by the way) in dictionaries; and when my calumniator says 
that [depend upon the ignorance of backers and upon my own inven- 
tive powers for my facts, I unhesitatingly hurl back the lie into its 
birthplace, and declare once and for aye that I have no inventive 
powers—a declaration in which all who know me will coincide. 

Having made this little matter clear to «ll whose opinions I value | 
will to business. It is tolerab!y well-known to racing men that Haw- 
thornden was first for the Leger, and therefore won; but up to the 
present I have found nobody who knows what it means—I mean what 
the name means—not the win—that, of course, means a skinner for 
the wielders of metallic pencils. It is, therefore, to me, the holder of 
the fastly flowing pen, that the task of elucidation is left, and of that 
task I will now deliver myself. The story is as follows :— 

In the days of classic antiquity when the Greeks or the Romans 
conquered the earth, and when the Angles of the market were assigned 
for the sale of beautiful slaves, the event which had such an effect on 
the Leger of 1870 occurred. A bondsman, disgusted with the life he 
was leading, suddenly determined to quit the city (either city), and 
gathering up his traps departed. After walking for some weeks he 
came to a forest, and, feeling tired, lay down to rest in the shadow of a 
cave. (I believe it was Fingal’s cave, but would rather not be sure as 
I haven’t got my books here.) Presently he found his foot beginning 
to swell, and so when he had had his nap out he began to examine it 
and found to his dismay that a branch had run into it. While he was 
wondering what he should do, he heard a fterce grow], and a lion came 
out of the cave with his tail all flourishing and his mouth ready for a 
spring. The poor slave in the hurry of the moment put up his 
wounded foot, which the lion observed, and like a generous beast, 
as lions used to be then, he refused to fall upon a wounded foe ; but 
invited the man into the cave, conveyed to him by signs that he had 
once been injured in like manner, produced a box of ointment from 





under his bed and helped the slave to extract the branch, which they | 


planted in front of the cave, and which afterwards grew into a 
beautiful hawthorn tree. Years afterwards, when the Itoman (cr 
Grecian) soldiery had in despair given up the task of finding the 
runaway, and were about to return and apprise his disconsolate master 
of the fact, they came upon the cave and the hawthorn tree, dragged 


the slave and his companion before the Home Secretary, and demanded 


that a free fight between the two should take place. Their request | 


was granted, and the culprits were placed in the arena, but the slave, 
who had the advantage of being armed with a stick, scorned to take a 
liberty with his benefactor and threw away the weapon. The lion. 
not to be outdone in magnanimity, made signs to have his nails par d. 
The spectators shed tears of joy, the policemen guarding the lists 
threw down their truncheons, and a procession was formed bearing the 
lion and the slave to the place of their abode. Many a Greek (or 
Roman) grandsire has related this affecting story to his wondering 
descendants, and the place about the cave gradually came to be call d 
Hawthorn den. A lively recollection of this scene donbtless cause d the 
original proprietor of the Leger winner to call his horse by the name 
which is now as famous in this country as it was in that of whi ‘hI 
have just been speaking. The pronunciation as given in br sland 
18 to my thinking wrong. According to what I know of the ancient 
and classical languages the word should be pronounced not Haw- 
thornden— but Hawthornden. 

I think I have now completely refuted the 


calumni Ss of 


antagonistical asses, and, satisfied with the results of my day 5 wers, I | 


shall leave my Cesarewitch prediction until next week. : 
AAUGSPUR. 








A Green Question.— What's the odds when yeu're at Evans's? 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 186. 


You can spy from the walls the tents of the foe, 

You can hear them at work in the trenches below 

As hour by hour and day by day 

Their attack comes nearer and nearer this way. 

And silent and grim the defenders stand : 
sehind their outworks, craftily planned : 

How soon will the time of peace be past, 

And besieged and besiegers meet at last! 


1. PRoMETHEUS was a crafty fox, 
And opened not Panpora’s hox. 
But his brother, possessed of a curious min 
Lifted the cover to bother mankind. 


2. “ Witness,” the learned judge remarked, 
“On facts extraneous you've embarked. 
Not what you thought, but what you saw, 
Is all that is required by law!” — 


©. Under the window a gondolier 

Sang a ditty so loud and «lear— 

Familiar the strain to the lady's ear, 
And welcome the loving lay! 

Out of the casement the lady leant, 

And listened long, on that sound intent, 

As farther and farther the music went— 
Grew fainter—and died away. 


4. A sunny strip amid the sombre shade 
The forest trees, a space retiring, made ; 
Where ’mid the ferns that feathered the green lawn 
Fed undisturbed the hind and dappled fawn. 


5. Could I so will it, men should never labour, 
Want be unknown, and sickness suffired not, 
And every one be wealthy as his neigh! «ur; 
A scheme which some call visionary rot ! 
G. If you should give this purple bloom 
To one your suit unheeding ; 
You wish the flower, I presume, 
To hint that * Love les bleeding.” 
7. “Say, when you kissed her, did a flush 
At once from cheek to forehead rush + 
“Well, she changed colour, for you s¢«: 
llow some came oll, transferred to me!”’ 


Sorutron or Acrostic No. 184.—Empire, Defeat: Errand, Marin 
Puff, Ignorance, Remora, [ft. 


Corrkct SOLUTION OF AcrROosTIc No. 184, RECEIVED Serr. 2Ist II. G. 


Chummie; Sour Lemon; Turk and Ginna; Yerrip: P. M. H.; Tarlatan Tat? 
Tiddlewink and Co. ; Suuffbox; ‘lbwo Lazy Apprent ces; Handy Legged Bor 
Slodger and Tiney; B. P. R.; Timothyand Co. ; Socrates; Row, Balti: Bulding 


C. H. H.; Pimlico Tom Cat; Rutland; R.B.H.; Double M.; Old Maid; Py; 
Gemini; D. E. H.; Killjoy Graball and Co.; Kuby’s Cihost. 





Le Follet. 
Tue milliners are not to be driven from the field, because it is : 
a field of battle. A contemporary advertises :— 
‘‘Mitrailleuse, a perfectly new fabric, with endless wear.’’ * Drab 


autumn novelty.” ‘* Black silk at panic prices.’’ 


We presume “ Mitraillense” is a sort of shot-silk. The Fron 
novelties in dress are equally suggestive. We learn that— 


“The Revolution Hat’ and “The Vindean Hat” bave, it seems, 
simultaneously; these two hats must fight it out as best they can, th 
favourite being the ** Emigré bonnet.” 
The “ Emigré Bonnet’’ is of course without a crown. 

: ; oe y f me : 
the tailors take the hint? For instance, a reversible palet 
well be styled the “ Turn-Anout Coat. 


A War Indemnity. 


Ir is to be hoped, in spite of the talk about the severance of « 


+ 


Colonies from the mother country, that Pritish America intends 
) \I re. ® 
id’ lst IF srs 


stick by Great Britain: or we should he inclined 
Pyxr, of “ Abyssinian gold”’ repute, of an attempt 
Dominion into anothe r Argentine Republic, by the 
new metal-—‘** Canadian Silverine. 


invention of 
y 


human life— to obtain the coveted river, may at an absurdly low pri 
have a “ Silver-Rhine”’ of its own. 


Wuen does a resemblance play old lucifer with you? When 
strikes you as a match. 


te 

; ; 
to convert the Olu 
t * 


Perhaps, however, their landa)! 
object is the immediate settlement of the dispute between France ar 

ruseia: fornow each country, instead of expending treasure—ani 
Prussia; for! ’ I s 
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THE NEW COOK. 
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WAR PRICES. 
By a HovseKkerper. 


I'p like to know the use 0’ war! 
What can they be a-fightin’ for ? 
Prodoocin’ goodness knows what ills, 
And runnin’ up our butcher’s bills. 


Yes! Butcher's meat’s already riz— 

To twice the price per pound, it is! 

It's more nor ‘ouskeepin’ affords— 

Just ‘cos them wretches flesh their swords! 


There's bread again! It costs us fortuns, 
Along o’ war, for our ‘arf-quartuns : 

And precious dear them French rolls comes ; 
I s’pose they wants their rolls for drums! 


Likewise there's tea and sugar up: 
One swallows gold in every cup! 
The drorin’ of the swords, ye see, 
Won't let poor people dror their tea ! 


For noo-laid eggs (in ortum seasons 
They're always scarce) for warlike reasons, 
One shells-out fine ; ‘cos them banditties 
Keeps shellin’ one another's cities ! 


Whereby, in all these warious rises, 
Some sort 0’ sense one reco’nises ! 
But ‘ow can wictory or walour 
Affect, I arsk, the price o’ taller ? 


It’s hobvious harmies in collisions 
Consumes a plenty of prowisions ; 

But 'ow can them contentious states 
Affect “long sixes” or “ short eights.”’ 





Iady :—“ Axp, pray, Cook, WHY WAS THERE NO WHITEBAIT AT DINNER?” 
Cook :—“I s’posk, MUM, AS YOU MEAN THIS ’ERE FISH: BUT THEY SENT SUCH RUBBISHIN’ LITTLE BITS 0’ THINGS I WOULDN'T SEND 
| wr, anp I’ve ker’ 'em To sHow yzB!”’ 








If they was Rooshians there’d be ’andles, 
By sayin’ as they lives on candles. 

And yet this werry day I’ve found 
They're gone up—tuppence more a pound. 


And so I says to Mr. Wrx, 

Our chandler—thinkin’ ’twere ’is tricks. 
“Surely you can’t mean as they fight,’ 
I says, says I, “ by candlelight! ” 


A Faithful Servant. 


Here’s all success to the Workman’s International Exhibition! 
Please note this :— 

Miss Emily Faithfull has been unanimously elected a juror in Class 15, Textile 
Fabrics, of the Workman’s International Exhibition. 
That’s one of the neatest slaps in the face ever delivered to a hen- 
prophet of Woman’s Rights; and we are most profoundly grateful to 
the workmen for dealing it in such a workmanlike style. A more 
complete setting-down could not have been given to one of the 
noisiest and most persistent of the advocates tor unsexing women. 
The Workmen, after listening patiently to Miss Farrurv.t, say quietly 
to her—** Yes, and now go and give us your opinion about calico, 
flannel, and linendrapery generally.’ It is an admirable modern 
instance of the Vicar of Wakefield’s, “ Very well! That's a good 
girl; I find you are perfectly qualified for making converts, and 80 
go help your mother to make the gooseberry pie.” 


Cooks for Canada. 
We learn from a Canadian paper that :— 


A lady has arrived there {with a corps of British fenates, famous for their 
performance on brass, tin, and,iron instruments. 


We suppose this must be a kind of “Coox’s Excursion.”’ 


I eee 











HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Wirxott a single hair-breadth ‘scape, without even an explosion, : 
house afire, a steam-engine, or a hansom cab, without one of the 
stirring events which nowadays are supposed to be essential to the 


filling of a large theatre—without a breakdown, a music-hall air. oranv 


| of the melancholy-inspiring aids usual in a small play house—the 
| 
| 


ee 


management has succeeded in placing another undoubted success upon 
the stage of the new Queen's. Apostles of the sensational “ burlo- 
dramatic’’ and realistic schools who object to SHAKESPEARE as be ing 
effete and unremunerative, must, if present, have been astonished at 
the reception met by that singularly old-fashioned piece, 1 Midswnmer 
Night’s Dream. Quite oblivious of the fact that enthusiasm as well as 
poetry is now out of date, and that any ebullition of feeling in such a 
cause must stamp them as unworthy to judge the works of our own 
time’s original playwrights, those occupying the crowded benches 
repeatedly gave vent to their delight in no measured terms, a few in 
their eagerness, so far forgetting time and space as to call for the 
author. Those who were present at either Drincess’s or Sadler's 
Wells revivals of this play, the former of which was a spectacular as 
the latter was a histrionic triumph, should lose no opportunity of 
seeing the Queen’s representation, which combines the principal 
features of both successes. Forages many calling themselves SHAKE- 
SPEREAN authorities have said that 4 Midsummer Night's Dream—a 
| beautiful no less than a unique specimen of the poet's wonderful 

powers of imagery and fertility of language—is a piece to be read, 

not acted. These critics have lost sight of the fact that thousands 

who will not read, or who, :f reading, cannot of themselves compre- 
_ hend the writer’s marvellous powers, will listen spell-bound to the 
| words spoken by a good actor. Doubtless, after seeing the Drea | 
| acted, many will take down their editions, and once more go through 
| the poem, and thus while its representation cultivates taste in the | 
| hitherto ignorant, the admirer of SHAKESPEARE is enabled to contrast 


ee Sst —_— 
— - — 


his opinions on the matter with those of others. 
| The acting is on the whole very good, the inability of some of the 
| minor members of the company to read their lines properly being 
| merely worthy of passing remark as the result of nervousness, which 
| will soon wear off. Of the “sweet bully Bottom” of Mr. Puetrs, 
what can be said that has not already appeared in print? One thing, 
j wethink. The impersonation was first-rate until, to meet the re- 
quirements of the gods, this able comedian descended to some little 
feats of buffoonery which were better omitted. Messrs. Ryper and 
Marston have little to do, but what they have is done well. Mr. 
RicNo xp is a rising young actor, Mr. Frank Matruews is a welcome 
addition, and the young ladies, though calling for no special com- 
mendation, are painstaking. ‘The scenery is magnificent, and the 
dresses perfect. 


ee 





In the Ring. 


Tus reads somewhat comically :— 


The Paris telegrams state that M. Jules Favre received on Wednesday Mr. 
Merriman, who presented an address from the Liberal Association of Greenwich. 
We have received no report of the interview, but suppose it began by 
Mr. Merriman asking M. Favre if there was anything “he could 
run for to go for to fetch for to carry for to bring.” After that he 
would probably ask the French Minister why they both seemed to be 
in England. ‘Can't say, Mr. Merriman,” would be the reply. ‘To [ 
Greenwich, and you're getting a little dull-ish (Dulwich).”’ 





To be Let or Sold. 


We learn from a daily paper that: 

On the walls of the Tuilerics, in all directions, is written: ‘“‘To let, because 
of folly.” 
This is vague. Whose folly is meant? We should say a clearer 
inscription would be “To let, the last occupants having been sold.” 


ri 0d. 
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Or if the French would prefer it in their own tongue ie ere een TeMPVLeE S.— Our candid opinion —since youask it—isthat t! : 
” | are utterly deficient of rhyme and ms tre, rather import : t items 
. Momus.—Jhe “ extravagance appears to us to Le as: rds 
A Parting Grasp. | very desolate “ waste.” 
Daal nee qui Sur tr ct ee = . deen is shal) ty 
Tm Typrir, who has been suffering from an excess of liquid}; ©, Vy. U. (Dundal&).—Your joke on the deep is shall I 
refreshment of a stimulative nature, says he has tried to take leave of lead elsewhere. a ia + all! 
his habits of intoxication, but he cannot quite succeed in getting | ‘ OnE WHO ban ao A: Seat OO Te 
away; they will keep on shaking his hand so! P. =: Kentish re ake our opinion is very gratifying. he surg 
however, is lmpracticable, ; 
| Declined mith thanks:—F. A. H.; C. E. B., Paysw iter; Casetus; D. 
Under a Cloud. F. D.; v ’ + are 7: pg ervey _ . Ww ° nie Fon _ = ¥ , 
y : . 1. “ge Aasnre Hecuba; Little Jinks; I. 5. iv., Vaiston: JL. ”» ave rpool ; — Leicester, 
‘An unfortunate friend, who has long been in the gloom, was as ured J. J. B.. Putney; Old Bottled Port; Miss W., Kingston; J. W. 8, 
the other day by a sanguine donkey that, es There Is a silver lining to Ealing Chapley ; a. May fair; M rs. B : Norwood . Sr : A : 
every cloud.” He says he thinks it’s only dee-lining to assist him. Glascow: H. W. A. Fi., East-road; Toodles; F. W. L., Dartnmuth 
: ; Miss C , 
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‘TWO COLUMNS. SIR. TOD MUCH 


By a “Sap Scr.” 

MiORE of the woes of a “sa lsub” I sing- 
’ve sung a few, but others still remain! 
Greater than those for which good men oft ri 

Their midnight bells, whilst plate the burgl: rs 
Or those which paupers, when rats o'er them 
Bear in St. Pancras to their bitter pain: 
Among the worst the Printer’s phrases, such 
As when he says, **’T’wo columns, Sir, too much,’ 


To cut down all your copy you have tried, 
* Police Court’s’”’ basketed, perhaps your fort. 
And whilst in 85° you're slowly fried 
You almost wish to throw away ‘the Court ;"’ 
And though for getting home you've fondly sig! 


am is 


You find yourself o’erwhelming with “the Sport’ 


Then on your arm you feel the printer's touch, 


And hear the words, “ Two columns, Sir, too munch.” 


To crush “the Court of Bankruptcy "’ yon burn, 
And letters from complaining writers throw 
Into the basket, and then sadly turn, 
‘l'o see what's left to cut down, and you know 
That if you anything of great men spurn 
Out of the ottice you may quickly go— 
Your meditation stopped—you feel the clutch 
Of him who says, “Iwo columns, Sir, too much.” 


Advertisements you must insert —they pay— 
The * Money Market ”’ is important too, 
If you leave out “the Shipping” people say 

This paper for Commercial folks won't do, 
The Sock and Buskin try to have their way— 
And so, xs I have only rhymes a few— 
You wish yourself in the great Runn of Cutch 
When still you hear, “ Two columns, Nir, too mu 


7 


And even when we “subs’”’ have reached our beds, 
Which should be placid though they are not so, 
Nightmares we have of big Bourgeois and leads, 
Whilst somersaults grim ghosts of Pica throw, 
And o’er our eyes a haze of ry spreads 
To even this slight rest a deadly foe— 
Our only solace in our cheerful hutch 
Is when we find there’s not a line too much. 


Or from a press room we are sadly borne 
To see a rallows with two columns trace d! 
We find our sinews by keen torture torn, 
When o'er our eyes a cap is quickly placed. 
And round our neck, whilst fate we sadly mourn, 
A minion puts a rope—the drop we've paced— 
When on our arm we feel the hangman's clutch, 
And wake to find there’s not a line too much. 








ee ele 





Ansorrs to Correspondents, 


responsible for loss.) 
2. M.—The lines are dull, blasphemous, incorrect, unmetri 
less, and mis-spelt. Besides, they’re illegible,‘and we haven't | 


read them. 
F. A. C. (Parker-street).—Hardly strong enough for an illustration. 


B. H. (Liverpool).—We don’t think you can register a om de } 


Typoerapmic AnD TopocraPuic.—The Real “Italic Cap : ’’—Rome. Tunbridge Wells. 
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F. W. S. (Liverpool).—Execution hardly up to the mark, but 


| Park: H. G., Kensington; A. C , Buxton; W., Bryanston-street; 


’ . 
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SUBSCRIBER.—Really we must decline to explain other pe ples )vk 
it is sufficient that we make our own. 


| . We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
which Mr. Merriman might respond ‘ Because, sir, I’ve just left | panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
| | 

| 
| | 
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PEP nr OTA 


A WAR ENQUIRY. 


While Germany overpowers him with war-philosophy, beer, and bad 


2. ks Soho, there ¢ ther the opinions of iliustrious im- tobacco. 
= oo oe ¢ . The study of the canine representatives fatls to assist him. 


1. Mr. Trimmer is undecided in his foreign politics. 5. 








6 
| migrants. : ° . 
, 7. ge and 
| 3. Judging from the physiognomies about him, he concludes he has reached : re teed he returns home with a German Sausage an 
thet quarter, . a 8. The agony of that night was so intense— 
4. France upsets him with sizteen different political creeds and as many| 9, That, having so far tasted the horrors of war, he unhesitatingly joins 
| absinthes. the peaceful Society of Friends. 
Egg-sell-sior ! A Rue-mour. 
Tuts is a little too much of a good thing :— A cONTEMPORARY thus announces one of the results of the 
A certain genial bald-headed gentleman, while in Paris, went one day to the Republic — 
Zoological Garden. The weather was warm, and he laid down on a bench. The Revolution has given birth to a new daily paper entitled the Rue. 


Presently he fel! asleep, and he was aroused by a warmth about the head. An 7 ’ : E 
infatuated ostrich had come alorg, and mistaking his bald head for an egg, settled | We trust this Rue is not intended for an expression of regret. To be 


dowa with the determined resolution to hatch it. sure, according to OPHELIA, we may “ wear our Rue with a difference,” 
We always understood that ostriches don't sit on their eggs, which | but we doubt whether Lorp Suarrespury and other old ladies will 
are laid in the sand and hatched by the sun instead of the mother. | allow us—in view of the Parisian mode of keeping “the Sabbath "’— 
Those who can swallow the story must have the digestion of an | to call it “Herb of grace o' Sundays.” It is just possible, especially 
ostsich—a thing on which the ostrich plumes itself. as the Rue is a French paper, that Rue means the French for Street— 
oo, in short, that the paper is simply “the street tip.” But for further 

information our érs had better apply to those well-known agents 


a ees 


; To be Taken Cum Grano. Messrs. Stazet, of Cornhill. 
Natures is ever bountiful. In spring, the hedgerows and coppices 
abound with song ; in autumn, we look for her “ wood nuts wild.”’ A Safe Card 
ee Be oes ene Eee I . le- 
Wuew is a collegian done brown ?— When he is russet-icated. seule” weat to Carn ‘up © Exave, shuille first and then try double 














Tue Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s| Mornivo Apvertiser, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
Catalogue, says :—‘* The practical information furnished is very in- | persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this | tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
useful little work.” | additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 

Covrtr Journal, 19th March, 1870 si Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- | beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound | ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ”” 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.’” | Pvupuic Oprnion, 16th April, 1870 :—“ The beautiful designs of the 

Unirep Service Gazetre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his | various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 

great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines | information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious | cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” | value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


Primted by JUDD & CO., Phoenix Works, 5t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and P dlished (for tas fropriet:r), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C,—London: Octoter 1, 1870. 
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THE CANNIBAL FLEA. 


Ir was many and many a year ago, 
In a District styled E.C., 

That a monster dwelt whom I came to know 
By the name of Cannibal Flea; 

And the brute was possessed with no other thought 
Than to live—and to live on me! 


I was in bed, and he was in bed, 
In the District named E.C., 

When first in his thirst so accurst he burst 
Upon me, the Cannibal Flea! 

With a bite, that felt as if someone had driven 
A bayonet into me! 


And this was the reason why long ago, 
In that District called E.C., 

I tumbled out of my bed, willing 
To capture the Cannibal Flea, 

Who all the night, until morning came, 
Kept boring away at me! 

It wore me down to a skeleton 
In the District hight E.C. 


From the hour that I sought my bed—eleven— 
Till daylight he tortured me— 
Yes !—that was the reason (as all men know 


| In that District named E.C.) 
I so often jumped out of my bed by night, 
Willing the killing of Cannibal Flea. 


But his hops they were longer by far than the hops 
Of creatures much larger than he— 
Of parties more long-legged than he; | 

And neither the powder, nor turpentine drops, 

Nor the persons engaged by me, | 

Were so clever as ever to stop me the hop 
Of the terrible Cannibal Flea. | 


For at night with a scream Iam waked from my dream | 
By the terrible Cannibal Flea, 

And at morn I ne’er rise without bites—of such size!— | 
From the terrible Cannibal Flea ; | 

So I’m forced to decide I’ll no longer reside 

In the District—the District—where he doth abide, | 
The locality known as E.C.— | 
That is postally known as E.C.! | 


CANINE OR BARK? 


To THE EpiTor or “ Fun,” 


Str,—In your impression of the 24th ult. I see you notice an 
“Extraordinary Instance of Instinct in a Cat.” I read that, Sir—I 
may say I devoured it—with great interest, as I am an intense lover 
of the dumb species of animals. 

But, Sir, an instance came under my own observation lately, which 
completely eclipses that related by you. A friend of mine has a dog 
—a thoroughbred cross between a brindled bull with a pug head and 
a Skye terrier. This dog, Sir, is not only faithful and kind, but he’s 
clever. He will come when he’s called, provided you call him by his 
name; he has the sense to prefer milk to water, and beer to either ; 
and he has been repeatedly known to leave his sop and potatoes for a 
mutton bone, or any other article of flesh left inadvertently in his 
way. But the most remarkable part about this dog, Sir, was his 
silence, He had never been known to bark, and even his whine was 
weak. Well, Sir, I went into my friend’s house the other day to ask 
his Opinion about some medicine my doctor had been giving me, and 
in the course of the inquiry we uncorked the bottle. ‘I'he dog seeing 
us smell it came and smelt also (he's an awfully imitative dog), and no 
sooner had he done so than, for the first time in his life, he began to 
yelp vociferously. We were surprised, and insisted on his having 
another sniff. This second dose brought his voice to a deep bay, at 
which colour it now remains. The most singular part of all this 1s 
that the doctor assures me my medicine is nothing but pure water and 
Cinchona. Can any of your learned readers explain this to one who 
collars all noisy dogs and does also CANEM. 











Theatrical News. 


Accorpine to the Daily News, of September 15th, Portsmouth has 
been favoured with a dramatic performance of some interest :— 


h the FOOL’S REVENGE.’ Bertucd@o, Mrs. Rousby, Fiodelisa, Mr. Rourvy. 
We hope on their return to town we shall have the piece in question 
reproduced. We should like to see Mr. Rovssy’s Fiordelisa! 


TLL el 
VOL. XII. x 





Considerable hesitation when, as in this instance, you are “axed” to lend 
five shillings with a very poor chance of getting it back again! 


R.and Mrs. ROUSBY.—THEATRE ROYAL, PORTSM®°UTH.—TO-MORROW, 
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“ITWIXT AXE AND CROWN — 


Extra Superfine. 


Tue Superfine Review always does things in a superfine manner. 

| Until very recently it used to declare that “it was impossible’ for it 

to return rejected communications, adding “to this rule we can mike 

no exception’”’—in other words it would not condescend to do an 
impossibility! Now, when other papers are content to announce t! 
in consequence of the new halfpenny postage copies can be sent p 


free for a quarterly or other subscription of so much, the Super/ 
l J ’ pe’. 
thus meets the case :— 
In Towns and neighbourhoods to which there is no easy access by riliway,an! 
in cases where there is no Kailway Book Stall available, the Publisher wil be ha: 


to answer inquiries respecting the Terms of a Half-yearlyor Yearly Subdser.p: 

for sending the Paper by post direct from London. 

The simplest plan we should think would be to announce the terms ; 
but we suppose the Superfine publisher wants to air his lulite Letter 
Writer. | 


A Critical Position. 


Tue Metz correspondent of the Daily Telegrap! has evi 
The Critic to some purpose. Bearing in mind the insuperable o - 
tion that— 





The Spanish feet you cannot see 

Because it is not yet in sight. 
He has rushed to the other extreme; for he wrote the other 
thus :— 

A somewhat novel affair took place at the outposts this evening, whica 

pleasure of witnessing immediately after ifs oecurrence. 
He must have seen it with a reflecting telescope, unless he possesses 
the power of Satty Brown, who when her lover went to sea went to 
see also—vVlz., 


To see him out of sight. 





Epigram. 
On A RECENT ELECTION. 
Oh, pity Shrewsbury’s unhappy fate, 
By Tory votes reduced to such a Straizht! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, October 5th, 1870. 


decline the terms demanded for an armistice, not because Prussia 
asked too much, but because he knew Paris would assent to 
nothing. He was asked to give up three fortresses as the price 
of the respite. He declined—and within a week two of them, Toul 
and Strasburg, have been compelled to surrender. When next France 
secks an armistice she will have to pay a higher price—the conditions 
of peace are sibylline leaves ! 
“ Paris will fight it out to the bitter end!” 

Yet there must be men in France clear-sighted enough to see how 
near and how bitter that end is: to know that the only hindrance of 
peace is that those who agree to its terms must sacrifice all hope of 
future eminence in Paris. But is there no Marcvs Curtivs bold 
enough to leap into the gulf of political extinction to save the 
Republic P 

«Paris will fight it out to the bitter end!” Ifit so chooses, so must 
it be! Paris is the spoilt child of civilization, and it has possibly a 
lingering belief—which some do undoubtedly foster and encourage— 
that Europe will not stand quietly by and see the pet chastised. 

Its truest and best friends, therefore, are those who tell it plainly 
that its worst enemy is its own wilfulness, to which alone will it be 
due that Paris does fight it out to the bitter end! 


»\9 
| T HE mission of M. Jutes Favre has failed. He was compelled to 
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LES ABSENS ONT TOUJOURS TORT! 


In speaking last week of the outrages to which Special Correspon- 
dents are exposed in the field and in the cities, we did not mention one 
outrage—for the simple reason that we were not aware of its existence. 
It seems that beside the danger of being shot in the field, or torn to 

ieces in the cities, correspondents are liable to be stabbed in the back 
in London. 

Few people can be unaware of the existence of a correspondent of 
the Pall Mail Gazette, named Azamat Batvux. If his slanders of 
English society had not made him notorious, the prosecution for libel 
on Mr. Bovercav_tt would have done so. He 1s, it appears, war- 
correspondent of the journal written by gentlemen for gentlemen, and 
a short time ago wrote a letter to that paper embodying serious 
charges against the Prussian troops. The /a// Mail in inserting it 
practically disclaimed any responsibility for it, because, though “ his 
mind is absolutely veracious, it is in all that concerns the war a 
French mind.” That is to say it is of the same mind that magnifies 
defeats into victories, we suppose—which is about all the French mind 
has hitherto done in this campaign. We may add that we are 
thankful to believe that if Azamat Batvx’s mind is French, his body, 
no less than his mind, is not English. 

Certain English correspondents have written a letter to the TZimes 
stating on their honour that the allegations of AzAmat Batvx are false. 
Of the value of their evidence as against the assertions of an 
anonymous being with ‘‘a French mind,” the fact that the names of 
Mr. Nicnotas Woops, Mr. Hart, Mr. Mactarse and Mr. Lercu 
are signed to the létter, would seem to be sufficient without the further 
weight of the Pall Mall's admission that “it is inclined to think 
Azamat Bartvx listened to exaggerated stories!” 

And yet in the face of this, and despite the solemn assertion at the 


| close of the Times’ letter :— 


alten 


| 


i 


We feel bound in honour as English gentlemen, and as we are asked here to state 
our experience, to repel this whole narrative as totally at variance with all we have 
seen and heard, and to deny it as a national calumny; and to this statement we beg 
to append our names in the simple cause of truth : 
the Pall Mall Gazette has the unbounded insolence to say that in 
order to show the “ true value and significance” of such a letter from 
English gentlemen—not anonymous Batvxs—they are compelled to 
renark that :— 

In the first place, the gentlemen who sign the letter are newspaper correspon- 
dents. They are “before Metz” in that capacity ; that is to say, they depend 
entirely upon the good will of the Prussians for liberty to pursue their avocation. 
The letter they denounce so earnes'ly on their honour as English gentlemen has 
been “placed in their hands by the Prussian authorities;” and the Prussian 
authorities are notoriously exigent. 

We shall be glad if anybody can point out to us in what way— 
except that it is an insinuation by circumbendibus, instead of a 
straightforward statement—— that paragraph differs from an assertion 
that the English gentlemen and journalists are liars, and not only that, 
but cowardly liars, who sacrifice their honour for fear they should 
lose the money to be earned by their correspondence ? 

Some time ago we recollect reading in the Pall Mall that it had 
never been asserted on behalf of that paper in any advertisement, 
announcement, or prospectus, that it was “written by gentlemen for 

gentlemen!"’ Allright! We have no intention of disputing it. 








Srranog, put Tavz.—A fortress can scarcely rank as first-class so 


long as it is without “a parallel.” 
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AMY ROBSART: 


OR, 


THE CARNIVAL OF IRISH TREGEDIANS. 





ACT I.—Scene 1. The Black Bear Inn. Gries Gostinc and Roy- 
sterers discovered. To them enters Mike LaMnourRNgE, drunk, 
Mrxr.—Giles, I am your ne’er-do-well nephew, returned from the 

Low Countries. 

Gitzs.—They must be very Zow countries, to judge from your 
behaviour. 

[ Now it is a most extraordinary and utterly inexplicable fact that here we 
have a pun received with shouts of approbation in a Historical Drama, 
which pun, if it appeared in a burlesque, would act upon Mr. Percy 
FITzGERALD, and the other superfine critics who put us all to rights, 
as a red rag is said to acton a bull. Wemay pun in high-class Cumedies, 
and in Historical Dramas—anywhere but in Burlesque. All right, so 
that the rule’s understood. We beg your pardon, Mr. Hauuinay. | 
Mrixz.—I have seen a pretty girl at Cumnor Hall, and [I intend to 

force my way into her presence. 

Enter Tue O’TRESSILIAN. 


Tue O'Tressttian.—Bedad sorr, thy humour likes me much. By 
my o’halidame, but I'll accompany ye! (<Aside.) It must be my lost 
Amy! (Foams.) 

Scene 2. Cumnor Hall. 
[ Breakdown by Mr. Fawpon Vokes. Now it ts a most extrasrdinary 
and utterly inexplicable fact that here, in an Historical Drama, we have 

a breakdown received with—but no matter. | 


Scene 3. Amy’s Chamber. Enter Tue O’Tresstuian and Mikes, slow 

in by the Tony O’ Foster. 

Tony.—Sure and this is the young woman’s room. As I’ve strict 
orders to let no one into it, I'll leave the O’Tressilian here, while you 
and I crack a bottle in an adjining aparthement! 

[ Exeunt Mike and the O'Fostrnr. 

Tus O’T.—They say she has black hair and a raven’s oi. It msi 
be my Amy! 

Enter Amy. 

Amy.—O Tressilian!!! 

Tue O'T.—Amy! My ould, ould love! 

Amy.—Forbear—I am another’s! 

Tue O’T.— Whose, sure ? 

Amy.—I cannot tell! 

Tue O’T.—Your ould father is desperately ill. 

Amy.—I don’t care. Go. [ He goes. 

Amy (alone).—Oh Earl of Leicester, when will the truth about our 
marriage be known ? 

Enter the O’ VARNEY. 

O’ Varney.—Bedad the Earl’s comin’—ye’d best not tell him that 
Tressilian has been here, acushla! 

Enter the O’Eart or LEICESTER. 

Tue O'Eart.—My Amy! 

Amy.—My O’Earl! (They Embrace.) 

Amy.— When—when will our marriage be acknowledged ¢ 

Tue O’ Ear. (vaguely).—Oh some day, mavourneen. Not now. 

Amy.— Oh cruel! (Exit. 

Enter Tue O’ Varney. 

Tue O’Varney.—Ye musn’t acknowledge the marriage at all at all. 
Ye may marry the Queen, jewel dear, and be King if ye loike ! 

Tue O' Earxt.— But how ? 

Tue O’ VarnEy.—Give out that the Countess is Mrs. O' Varney— 
here, sign this and the thing’s done. 

Tus O’Earu (tn a businesslike tone as if executing a deea).—Remorse. 

[Signs it, and exit in three stamps anda ho). 
Enter Amy. 

Amy.—My husband gone. 

Tue O’V.—Yes—you are to pass as my woife for the present, 
darlint—here it is in writing ! 

Amy (with a singularly correct sense of propriety).—As your wife? 
Never! 

ACT If.—Scene 1. 
discovered chatting in the Throne Room, 
awkwardly, just in the doorway. 

Enter QuEEN ELIZABETH, 

Tue QueEn.—Run the throne into that corner. 
(Ascends it.) Now show ’em all in. 

Enter the Court, higgledy piggledy. They cram into odd corners. 
Enter Tux O’Eary or Leicestersang Tne O’Varney. Also THE 
O’TREsSsILIAN, 

Tus Quagn.— What would you, gentlemen ? 


Court of QuEEN Exizanttu. Maids of Honour 
The throne is placed rather 


(They do.) Good. 









—_ Eee 
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Tue O'Earu.— } ( Sure then— 

Tue O’ VaARNEY.— ( All at once. ; Bedad— 

Tur O' TRESSILIAN.— \ . By de powers— 

Quren.—One at a time, please. . 

Tue O'TREsstLiAN.—Sure that blaggaird has stolen Amy Robsart 
from me. 

Queen (with mayesty).— Which blaggaird, sir ? 

Tur O'T.—That one in the low spirits (indicating the O'Eant), 

Quern.—What—my O’Earl? Impossible! | 

Tus O’Varney.—Sure the young lady’s my woife, ma’am—the 
divil another's ! 

Queen (to the O’Eart).—Is this so ? 

Tue O’Eart.—Sure then it is. (Aside, with determination.) Re- 


morse. 
Qugeen.—Oh, very good. Then I can't help you, O’Tressilian. 


Sceng 2. A front scene, to allow the next scene to be set. 
Sceng 3. The State Barge. 

[Now it ts a most extraordinary and utterly inexplicable fact that here, in 
a high-class Historical Drama, we have a scene introduced simply to 
exhibit a gilt property-barge, and a number of young ladies in silk 
stockings. When this sort of thing ts donein a burlesque—but there, 
never mind. Well, the QuEEN starts for Kenilworth—that’s ail.] 


ACT IIl.—The Avenue at Kenilworth. 
Enter Amy and O’ Waytanp Smitu. 
Amy.—Now that we are at Kenilworth, how do you propose to get 
me an audience of the Queen ? 
O’ Way tann.—Stop here while I go and arrange it. [ Brit. 
Enter Mrxe LAmpourne. 
Mixs.—A pretty girl! Come—a kiss! (Heendeavours to kiss her.) 
Enter Tur O'Tresst.ian. 
Tue O'T.—Ha! (Rescues her.) Amy! is it you? 
Amy.--It is. Ha! Tressilian. 
Tue O’T.—Just so! Go to my chambers at Kenilworth. Here is 
the key. I'll sleep on the door mat. 

Amy.— Thanks! thanks! [ Exit. 
Sceng 2.—O' Kenilworth Castle. Procession. Arrival of the QuEEN. 
Enter the O' Earu. 

Tue O’Eart.—Your majesty is welcome. 
Tue Quesen.—Oh, O’Earl, if I had not been a queen, I think thy 


beauty would have turned my head ! 
Tus O'Eant.—Queen—indeed I love thee. 
Tus Quasn.—Nay—it must not be! (Astde.) Heavens, what an 
agreeable man! (Aloud.) Go—we will speak of this anon. 
(They gare fondly at each other. Then Exit Tus O'Eart.) 
Enter Amy. 


Amuy.— Your majesty—hear me! 

THE QUEEN (who is left a good deal to herself, considering her rank).— 
| Well, young woman ? 

Amy.—I am Amy Robsart. 

Tue Queew.—Ha! Mrs. Varney ? 

Amy.—No, no—the Countess of Leicester ! 

have I said ? 

Tue Queen.—Impossible! 

Anuy.—But true! 

Tre Quesn.—And he just proposed to me—and he said you were 


Mrs. Varney ! 






















| 


| 


(Aside.) Ha! What 


Enter Tuer O’Eart. 

Tus O’Earnu.—Your Majesty, I—— (Aside.) Ha, Amy here! 
Botheration ! 

Taz QueEen.—So, sir, this is your wife; you scoundrel, your head 
shall pay the penalty of your insolence in proposing to me, when you 
were already a married man! Now let the revels commence. 


[And didn’t the O' Ean. curse the trouble and expense he had been put to 
in engaging Mr. Bevertey and Mr. Cormack to arranye a@ revel for 
the amusement of a lady who intended to behead him the next day. And 
didn’t the Queen think the whole thing very much out of place after 
what had just occurred? And didn’t everybody think that the appear- 
ance of Mr. Baveriey in the middle of the scene was an unjust fable 
intrusion 2 _And is it not a most extraordinary and inexplieable fact that 
here, in a Historioal Drama, a ballet is lugged in amid universal 
delight, in the most unsuitable part of the whole piece, simply to finish 
an act with eclat; while the same device in @ burlesque is quoted by all 

right-thinking orities as an unmislakeable sign of the degeneracy of the 
modern stage? Well, at this interesting point, yust as people are 

beginning to take an interest in the loves of QueeN EvizanstTH and 
Leiceerue, EvizaBetH retires to her dressing-room, changes her dress, 
goes home in acah, and is no more heard of.} 


| ACT IV.—Amy’s Chamber in O' Kenilworth Castle, Amy discovered, 
|  Awy.—Still the O'Earl refuses to acknowledge me! [ Brit. 


2 a. Inter Tur O'Eart and Tur © Varney. 
ink Cee Amy is here concealed in Tressilian’s room. 
i b f SUL adol. 
THe O'Eart.—I Suppose she must. 
Tug O'Varney.—Leave it to me. 


Remorse. 


(Aside, quictly.) ors 
Exeunt. 


SCENE 2. The Avenue in the Gardens. 
[I? may be an avenue, hut it looks more like a neglected dry ditch, ) 
Eater Tue O'Eart and Tue O'Tressiiian. 
THE O'Eart.—Ye scoundrel! 
Tue O'Tressitian.—Ye divil! 
Tur O'TREssiLtaN.— One word. Amy is innocent. 
Tre O'’Earu.— Ha! Say ye so? Then she must be saved! 
away to Mervyn's tower 'ere it is too late! 


(They Fight.) 


Away, 


Scene 2. Mervyn's Tower. 

Enter Any and O'’Varvegy, and Tony O' Foster. 

O' VARNEY aside to Tony).—I will take her to yon lone tower across 

the bridge. _When she attempts to escape, bedad, I pull this bolt, and 

the bridge gives way with her, and she falls ten miles perpendicular ! 
(Zakes her over bridge into teaver.) 

Tony.— Now to pull the bolt! (Pulls it. O'VAaRrney eemes from tourer 

on to the bridge, which gives way, and he falls.) 


O'VARNEY (as he falls).—What are you doing, you fool? (Js- 
appears.) 
Lony.—Oh, I beg your pardon—I didn’t understand ! 


CURTAIN. 
OvrsELyzs.—Mr. Havttpay has arranged the literary portion of the | 
first three acts capitally ; his mistake has been in making too many | 
concessions to scene painters, property men, pageants, and breakdown 
dancers. The fourth act is good in conception, but eminently faulty 
inconstruction. In short, a good piece has been sacrificed to scenery, 
upholstery, and pink silk stockings. It is im pieces of this class rather 
than in foolish, harmless, unambitious, unpretentious burlesques, that 
the degenerate tastes of modern audiences, so deeply deplored by Mr. 
Percy Firzcera.p, is most perceptible. A pun in « burlesque is 
simply tiresome—a pun in a historical drama (pace Suakrspxakr, who 
punned like fury) is an outrage. Muss Appison played excellently 
as the shrewish Queen. Miss Nerson mouthed and postured as 
usual—but it must be admitted that, apart from these defects, her 
performance had many excellences. Of the tragedians, Mr. Kina | 
alone deserves creditable mention. Mr. Britrain Wricut should 
restrain a tendency to over-colour. | 


—_—— 


ONLY WISHING. | 


Your eyes, my love, are brightly blue, 

And brightly golden are your tresses , 
Your very looks are di/lets dou, 

That go at once to their addresses. 
Your temper is a sunny sky, 

Where clouds may very rarely mingle. 
You've laida mint of money by ; 

I only wish that I were single. 


"T would be a happy task, methinks, 
To court you out of town or in it; 
Let Cupid weave his thickest links, 
And [ could wear them in a minute. 
For in a street or in a square, 
Or in a dell or in a dingle, 
’T were bliss to kneel, and sigh, and swear, 
I only wish that I were single. 
My wife is plain and forty-five— 
In talents I am far above her ; 
’Tis not so easy to contrive 
To think I rather think I love her. 
I simply honour and obey 
Because my wedded ears may tingle 
If ever she should hear me say, 
I only wish that I were single. 


- eR 








Irish Bull-ion. 

WHEN a man comes and begs alms of you because he’s starving,and — 
then plays pitch and toss with the coin you give him, it does not 
encourage your charitable zeal. Ireland has long been pleading its 
poverty and destitution—and now see this :— 

The total sum remitted to Messrs. Coutts and Co. on behalf of the sick and 
wounded in the war, by the treasurer for Ireland, is £2,512. 
The country, it has been said, suffers from itsabsent-*‘t’’s; but we are 
inclined to think it will not benefit by emigrating “‘L.s.d’’s. In the 
case of Erin, charity ought decidedly to begin at home! 
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SPOONS! 


U 


LN 


Then comes the youth, who’s 


SE, to whose melody fantastic 

We owe the verse styled Hudi- 
brastic, 

Assist a bard who fain would 
sing, 

Accompanied by vibrant string, 

His modest fiddle while he 
tunes 

To chant of fiddle- headed 
spoons. 

Of spoons in civilized society 

There always is a vast variety. 

Lo, the sweet youth for ever 


foundj 

Where scandal and Bohea 
abound, 

Who loves to hand the muffins 
round: 

The nice young man for small 
tea-parties, 

Who spoons the middle-aged 
Astartes 


(Each female of the homo genus 

Considers she’s another Venus), 

They’re ladle-like, while he's ¢ 
he-spoon, 

And, by analogy, a tea-spoon! 

Next see the lad, just fresh 
from school, 

And still beneath collegiate 
rule, 

Who, when he dines at inn or 
club, 

The cooks and waiters loves to 
snub : 

Affects the gourmand —cries 
“‘ odzooks! 

We nowadays have got no 
cooks! ”’ 

Pretends te know which way is 
best 

To have the game or poultry 
drest ; 

And whether this or that in- 
gredient 

For sauce or gravy is expedient. 

He smacks his lips and shuts 
his eyes, ae 

And feigns each dish to criti- 
cise, 

Poor fool, who 
lately knew 

Save stick-jaw pudding—third 
day’s stew, 

And who was glad enough to 
eat 

On Wednesday — cold — last 
Sunday's meat! 

Well, for this Brummagem 
APIcIvs 

A table-spoon’s a name judi- 
cious. 

mild and slow, 


nought ill 


Who never had wild oats to sow— 


A model youth, whose rare ex 
Is set to others as a sample. 


ample 


Famed for his virtues never swerving, 
And styled “a young man so deserving.” 
Him, in this list where I insert spoons, 
His merits class among dessert-spoons! 
Now—ere I put my spoons away, 

Let’s ask what would our artist say! 


Behold a brace of spoons unit¢ 


od 


By true-love knot, as though they’d plighted 


Their wedded troth! And ye 
Each at the other looks so bla 


t, alack ! 
ck, 


The true-love knot seems, as I live, 
The kind of not that’s negative! 


When such a pair of spoons y 
Who one another fiercely eye, 


ou spy 


As if they fought, and bit, and scratched, 


Consider that they’re paired— 


not matched ! 





_FUN. 


———————— — ——— 


1¢ | 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


We observe that the Globe has re-opened. Without in the least 
meaning to imply that the company is a scratch one, we must say that 
it is clearly a Miss-ALLEYNE-ious one. 

We are glad to note that with her accustomed zeal and anxiety 
that everything shall be placed on the stage of the Prince of Wales's 
with realistic propricty, Miss Marie Witton introduces the (Quecn- 
Stork (a misprint, of course, for the Royal speech) before any UW. P. 
addresses the house. : 


rT’ ’ . ° 

The Holborn Theatre re-opens with a new plece and with its 
original manager : those, therefore, who want to know what 
Odds are, must appropriately apply to a Pant. (Foreign sporting 
papers please copy.) 

It is pleasant to learn that crowded as the Olympic is nightly, it 
always has a liberally Free List-on. 

At Drury Lane Mr. Hauipay honestly avows how much he is 


ms 2 


indebted to Str Watter Scotrr: so that if his J! y Robs-.tr’, 


certainly does not steal from Literature. 


—————— 


Look a-head! 
SOME very curious human remains have been dug up near the ()use 
and have been examined by Prorgsson Roxtieston, of the Oxford 
Museum. Of one skull the report says :— 





. 


Cu ay 


This is a very remarkable find. The skull is that of a man who probably di 
twenty years of age. The skull exhibits a most interesting diseased condition 
the base and upper neck vertebra, probably trom scrofula. Professor Rollest 


says the skull, pathologically, is most valuable, the first cervical vertebra beng 
anchylosed with the skul!l, and the basi-occipital, having been absorbed. The 


unfortunate man, in fact, would never be able to look behind him. 

Why, he didn’t want to look behind him. The thought of what was 
before him—his exhumation in the enlightened Nineteenth Crntury, 
and his examination by an eminent Oxford Professor, was doubtless 


more than a compensation. What was the past to a man with such 
a future ? 


Disappointing. 


Tue South London Press announces that— 
The Royal Albert Asylum for Idiots and Imbecilis has been formally opene! at 
Lancaster, bya public meeting presided over by the Duke of Devonshi Only 


one wing is yet completed and ready for occupation. 
What a cruel sell! The Press is a savage. We can s g 
eyes and heightening colour of the poor wretches who having failed 


’ . 
oO ‘s+ . 
e the Filistenir 


everywhere else have lately been trying to make a living out of the 
latest sensation the slangy and “‘smart’”’ press. Visions of home 


ito 


flitted before them—dreams of congenial companions and suita 
occupations. And then comes the crushing news that i only one wing 
is completed!’’ Figure—oh, figure to yourselves their despuir, and 
please buy their papers as a charity. 


Are you Fly ? 


Tue unexpected reverses of the gallant French army seem about to 
find a repetition among our own troops. We learn on the authority vt 
the Broad Arrow that :— 

A telegram from Calcutta, date Monday, informs us that a flying co.umn 
organising to punish the fronticr tribes. 

Until now we always supposed that English soldiers never thought cf 
flying! ea 
From the Seat of War. 

‘Why is the sister of mercy who attends on me’’— said a wounded 
Zouave to a damaged Prussian—* why is she, though five foot ten in 
height, smaller than the one who attends cn you, and who is only five 
foot oner” ‘I don't know,’ said the German. “ Because she's 
my-nuss,” said the Gaul. In this way these Lrave fellows relieve th 


tedium of the hospital. 


Inex-chews-able! 
A PHILOSOPHER, regarding the well-known design of the tubac nist, 


showing three people, one taking snuff, the other smoking and th 
:; a a 
third chewing, observed, that in this last instance he recog d an 
example of the teréinu—quid! 
Jointly and Severally. 
A stcpenT at Guy’s must mean to guy us, when he asks whether the 
bones of a skeleton are mortis'd together. Silence, ribald,—we will 


hear no mort. . a 


A Dogma. 
Ir does not follow because a book is curtailed that it should also be 
dog’s-eared. 


tenement cere 
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| A FRANCO-GERMAN WAR. | 


4. Beseiged! 8. Retreat of the French. 
5. Shelled from the heights. 9, A drawn fight. 


1. Herr Pigstein and Mossoo Goslong discover, 
with mutual animosity, that they are 











fellow-lodgers. 6. The German rear attacked by a neutral Sab i 
2. They pitch into one another thro’ the wail. power. 10. Which nee all fights should, to Half-c 
3. More decided measures animate both, 7. Who calls out her Cavalry. Crown each. 








VIRTUOUS RESOLUTIONS. TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


| 
I po not want ten thousand pounds! {| Messrs. Cramer anp Co. issue a selection of Songs of the War, 


reaso ; oo 3 translated neatly by Mr. Du Terreavx, and containing most of the 

ote ME pcb. oe | well-known French and German national airs. ‘There has been quite 

i h ys | a rush of similar publications of war-songs, at various prices, but we 
undred only: Suficit ! | 


can honestly commend this one, if only because the translations of 


Since wishi i y ‘ c : 
Since wishing till my head should ache Mr. Du Terreavx are superior to the unsingable versions of some of 


Will make nor mors nor less it, I 





» wise : his competitors, whose employment for such a task can only be ex- 

| rn el one make | plained by the ordinary music-publisher’s belief that ‘any rubbish 
: | will do for a song.” 

I do not care for beauty. No! Messrs. FuLLER AND Sons issue a set of “ Album Designs” and 

*Tis fruitful in invidiousness ; of “ Scriptural Designs” for illumination, which are very tasteful and 

Give me instead of outside show deserve to be popular. The former set especially would form an 


An honest homely hideousness. 
The wife it was my lot to take 
Is ugly, I confess it—I 


excellent album if nicely bound. 
A number of German Caricatures of the War have been reproduced 
| by Mn. Fauixner, of Manchester. If the French and Germans, who 





ee ee 


Prefer her ugly, and so make | have so direct an interest in and knowledge of the war, can find a 
A virtue of necessity. | comic side to it, we cannot see the sense of the outcry raised by some 
° yer -8( is rs acral i i f he suestion 

I hate long-winded bards, whose songs | over-squeamish folks against a humourous consideration of the « 


—it always being understood that decency and humanity are not 


. . . 1 ; ) 
Are tedious continuity ! outraged : sunt certi denigue fines ! 


| Three verses! all beyond belongs | 
To useless superfluity. 
~*~ Editor here bids me break | Oh, Snakes! | 
y song off. You'd scarce guess it, I We should like to have the opini i ity on | 
, | A opinion of some eminent authority 
“— soe wane < here, to make | lunacy as to the probability of Cleopatra’s mind having become 
ecessity. _ unhinged when she sent for a Aasp. 





Won’t Wash. 


Ir you wish to show a pair of clean hands never try washing them | 
at the sink of iniquity. 


A-cord-ingly. 
One often reads of people trying to make ropes of sand. Do they 
_ require them to keep the ocean tide ? 
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SOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 187. 


LovupEr and nearer sounds the cannon’s roar: 
The frightened burghers see the sky aflame, 
And pray that this sad strife may soon be o'er: 

In vain they temporary respite claim! 
The foe will ne’er his fiery onslaught cease 
A breathing space—it must be war or peace! 


1, Say, sir, would you fix your eyes on 
That vast arch of the horizon ? 
I know naught about astronomy, 
Or sidereal economy, 
Ask those who such themes wax wise on! ‘ 


2. I stood in Venice, where a bridge of size 
And fair design, is mirrored in the wave: 
I seemed to see the Jew before me rise— 
To hear the merchants call him hound and knave. 


3. All equations 
Are vexations, 
And problems are as bad ; 
Geometree 
It puzzles me, 
And fluxions drive me mad! 


4. At me, sir, come, 
Dost bite thy thumb ? 
Such mark of scorn 
Cannot be borne! 


5. A dish that will your pulate tickle, 
Is mince of meat, with herring-pickle, 
With onions, vinegar, and oil, 
And pepper added to the spoil. 
6. Saint Guillotine’s triumphal car 
Bore many a brave man to his doom, 
Who heard the rolling wheels afar, 
While waiting in the prison’s gloom. 


7. Madame—who aye in French conveyed 

Her orders—summoned Lisr, her maid. 
“Come hither,”’ cried she; and, I wis, 

One of the words she spake was this. 


8. The traveller sailed past shallow and eddy 
All up the Nile, for a view of the fall: 
But, having it there in his eye already, 
He—when he reached it—ne’er saw it at all. 


9. Behold my chest—spoil of its contents make, 
You'll leave it this, when from it all you take. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 185.—Republic Declared: 
Eminence, Panic, Unreal, Bohea, Lubber, In-trigue, Cud. 

Correct Soiutions or Acrostic No. 185, Recervep Serr. 28th.—J. W.; Tiddle- 
Winks and Co.; Wango; Old Maid; B. P. R : A. W.R.; Slodger and Tiney; Alice 
M.; Timothy and Co.; D. E. H.; Pimlico Tom Cat; Pipekop; Washington; A 
Suffolk Dumpling ; Double M.; Rutland; Ruby’s Ghost; 15 st. 3 1b. 12 oz. and a 
clever answer in verse from 13. 


Raid, 








The Law of the Letter. 


It is very necessary to look after not only our P’s and Q’s but our 
Rs—and indeed all the letters of the Alphabet. Here’s an 
instance :— 

The Missouri ‘‘ Dunkards ” have just been holding their annual meetings. They 
have no church buildings of their own, but preach in other churches, or in sheds 
and barns—in short, wherever they can get achance. In dress and daily habits the 
Dunkards cultivate a severe simplicity, and their honesty and integrity are said to 
be proverbial.— Vew Fork Ind pendent. 

Here’s a very worthy set of people who if they were not strict to the 
law of the letter might be accused of transgressing the letter of the 
law. One sees at a glance how very little they are removed—imdeed 


only just + removed—from the Drunkards. 





The Real Seat of War. 


Herr’sa noodle! Just read this:— 


It-is stated that a gentleman, an enthusiastic admirer of the Third Napoleon, has 
arrived at Sedan express from Brussels for only one reason—to rest for a few 
moments upon the couch the ex-Emperor occupied on the night between the lst 
and 2nd of september. 


Of course Sedan chairs are not commonly met with, but no one needs 
to go 80-fa(r) for a so-fa! 





Ex Nihilo. 
Tr two negatives make an affirmative, do two blanks make a 
Positive :—how about a failure in the caret crop, for instance ? 
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CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
OCTOBER. 
Temple Bar contains a fairly varied assortment of papers, the least 


satisfactory of which is one upon Billiards, which quotes * ( "APTAIN 
CRAWLEY ”’ as an authority ; and contains some lines either by CLose 
or by Clarke. We are also somewhat at a loss to see what purpose is 
answered by the publication of the “ Letters from India” of the Hoy. 
Emity Epen; or what the public has done that it should have to 

‘ 


ry int @ 


accept as a part of its shillingsworth epistles of such stirring inter: 
as the following, which we venture to quote entire :— 
Saturday, April 14t! 

George and I drove to the powder mills—rather a pretty airing, and we had « 
usual dinner party. 

Still if T. B. must be aristocratic, better an Eden than a Desart! 

Once a Week continues Mr. Friswety’s novel, which, by the bye? 
being founded on a French story, should not be announced in 
advertisements as “ new and original.” It is a pity, too, that so man) 
of the characters are but thinly veiled portraits of brother scribes. 
The general contents are readable; the art is improving. 

The Food Journal is interesting if not exactly agreeable reading. 
Our meaning will be plain when we say that it informs us that a good 
deal of our ‘“tea”’ consists of iron filings, black lead, lime stone, 
maggots, and other horrors !—not a very “ cheering” cup. 

The Arena is a new magazine, intended apparently to occupy the 
ground left vacant by tke various Amateur magazines which have 
lately died of inanity—we mean inanition. The name of its publishers 
is in its favour—the scheme is reasonable—and the « <3 and 
illustrations quite up to the average. We especially note for» aise 
an article on “sham degrees,’ which exposes the swindle that sets 
London swarming with ** Ph. D.s’’ who haven't Latin enough about 
them to write the first sentence of their needful petition to the 


Faculty ! 





Credat—Jerusalem Pony! 

In his latest poem—.1 Creed—Mn. Turren devotes much time, 
space, and trouble, to the attempt to prove that the brutes do » 
perish. Our cynic says that it is all very well for the Proverbial 
Philosopher to take such pains to argue that there must be a future 
state for creatures that are so short-lived—but his real desire is to 
establish the immortality of the long-yeared ones! 


Tue real Lion Comique :—as usually depicted in the Royal Coat of 
Arms. 

Why is an indispensable article to the Cricketer’s sport like the 
unsportsmanlike practice of slaughtering half-tame pheasants ;— 
Because one is a bat—the other a bat-tue. 








Gushers to Comespondents, 





' We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we de not hold oterselves 
responstble for loss.J 

YounGc Hyson.—Your verses are utterly unscan-able. 
brews don’t suit the Mews’’—possibly, because you're not made-up 


‘What you 


) 
eae 


catty packages. . . | | 
" A. F.—Your conundrum about the earliest instance of arithmesi 

is open to one vbjection ;—it is erroneous. Lefore the multiplication you 
allude to, Eve was arrived at by subtraction. 

Bogn.— But then we don't want ‘* bosh.”’ 

AN oLtp comic Hanp.—The cry is for “‘ heads,”” unluckily. 

CHARLEY (Leith).— Nonsense only deserving of Le ith-e. R 

‘© INSANE CORRESPONDENT.’ —Self-depreciation 1s no praise, 

T. A. (Sowerby Bridge).—Copies of pictures already published 
you ought to know, quite useless. ca 

ONE WHO LOVES, ETC.— Of course including curates, dear girl! 

J. R. W. (Glasgow).— The fault of your news vendors — not ours. 

Rvs (Liskeard).— Your spelling is rusety. Try Micawber. Liskeard 
ought to be ashamed of you. 
ace —We cannot insert your lines about the hotel ‘*d y* at Lodore. 
Of course, like the waters, you must learn how to ‘‘come down" at Lodore. 

A THOUSAND and one contributors of the same small mild joke in 
various forms are effusively thanked; but at the same time gratefully re- 
minded that there is not the faintest resemblance between the name of M. 
Thiers—when rightly pronounced—and the English w: rd “ tears. ’ 

Declined with thanks:~—F. A. H.; Country bumpkin; To dLles ; D.F,, 
Kingsland ; C., Leeds; F. W. 5., Pimlico; A-mari aliquid : S. | Liver- 
pool; L. H., Leeds: J. I. B., Page-street; A. M., East York ; M blot; 
Y. Z.:S.; Jones: Maxey: W. B. P., Dover; Wix; C., Birmingham ; 
X.L.C. R.; J. S, Cambridge; 8. G, Leicester ; A. B., Bayswater ; 
Gallican; Staggers; Corporal; M. I. X.; Nemo; L. M. N., Liscard ; 
H. C., Liverpool; Brother Jones ; ia St. M. ; A. M, Darlington ; In- 
fallibility; F. W. L., Dartmouth-park ; Kicky ; T. M.: Mungo, Regent 's- 
park; J. M., Darlington; T. de P., Beaumaris, J.N., Manchester ; Comi- 
cus; Z. A. B.; F. B., Manchester; L. L., Glasgow. 
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PERTINENT. 


Son of Toil:—“I sax! Brit Smirn’s Gor INTO CHOKEY FUR BEATIN’ AND KICKIN’ ABOUT SOME STRANGE WOMAN !”’ 


5 


Ditto :—*“ Beatin’ AND KICKIN’ ABOUT 80ME strange WOMAN! WoT MADE THE FOOL DO THAT? AIN’T HE GOT A WIFE OF HIS OWNS 





When the path you were climbing is shattered and cleft, 
And sharp splintered crags all around you lie hurled ; 

When your friends have all left, when of fortune you're reft, 
It's a very hard way is the way of the world! 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


Whew at morning you start on the journey of life, 

With your heart full of hope and your pocket of gold, 
When the air seems with sunshine and happiness rife, 

You think you can never grow weary oat old. 
The path lies before—the ascent is but slight, 

And the soft springy turf with fresh dewdrops is pearled, 


A Sad Reflection. 
Sag? Genuine “Natives” are almost beyond the reach of the man of 
— your spirits are bright and your footstep is light, moderate Mess ; in this Tolcechio state of affairs it has been 
te a very nice way is the way of the world! remarked by one who is a stickler for a good thing that the word is, 
When surrounded by friends, you stride gaily along, by gum, shel-lac. 
And each weaves for the other green garlands of bays; — 
While you lighten the journey with laughter and song, 
"Twill be sunshine, you think, to the end of your days. 
If steeper the path grows as still it ascends, 
What prospects of bliss are before you unfurled, 
While the storm still impends, ere you're left by your friends, 
It's a very smooth way is the way of the world. 
But, ah, when the tempest o’ertakes you at last, 
When clouds and thick darkness the prospect enfold, 
When you wrestle in vain with the force of the blast, 
Till it leaves you exhausted, and naked, and cold, 





NOTICE.—Shortly will be published, with an increased number of 
Illustrations, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 
by the DauzseL Broruers, price One Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Early in November, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely I Uustrated 
than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the DALZIEL 
Broruers, price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 














Tue Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s| Mornixo Apvertisrr, 12th March, 1870:—It has claims on all 
Catalogue, says :—“ The practical information furnished is very in- | persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this | tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
useful little work.” | additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 

Court Jovrnat, 19th March, 1870 :—“ Mr, E. W. Streeter, gold- | beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound | ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” | Pvus.ic Oprnton, 16th April, 1870 :—*‘ The beautifal designs of 

Unrrep Services Gazetre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his | various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines | information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious | cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 

specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which hey treat.” | value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign. 


rrr Tn, 


Prictedb JUDD & Co., Phosaix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Oct. S, 1870. 
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THINGS WORTH SEEING. 


Brit Cowper, though a solid bard, 
Grows lively now and then; 

I read his Johnny Gilpin hard, 
When slightly under ten. 

By heart I once could quote it all; 
Yet now, at thirty-three, 

This line alone can I recall: 
‘“‘ May I be there to see.” 


From ten to three-and-thirty seems 
Like lightning to have sped ; 

I dream to day as empty dreams 
As filled my boyish head. 

Despite the world’s prosaic doubt, 
Utopia lives for me ; 

When others find the country out 
‘“‘ May I be there to see.”’ 


To dwell alone I hardly care 
In such a lonely place ; 
My terra nova let me share 
With all the human race. 
When men and women, girls and boys, 
Through all the earth are free 
To full enjoyment of its joys, 
“‘ May I be there to see.”’ 


We'll not have any fighting done 
By others or ourselves ; 

The chassepot and the needle-gun 
Shall rust upon our shelves. S 

We'll have no Emperors nor Kings, SS 
No difference of degree ; SS 

Oh, such a happy state of things 
** May I be there to see.”’ 


No mortal ills to call for pills, 
No thieves and no police ; FES 
No bigotry nor tailor’s bills, UF 





To break the common peace. 
Ah. blest Utopia! Looks it not MISSUS AND MAID. 
As fair as fair can be ? 
My brothers, when vow find the spot, Elderly party (to young housekeeper) :-—* AX PARDING, MUM, BUT IF YOU'RE 
THE YOUNG PERSON AS REQUIRES AN ’OUSEMAID, I BELIEVE AS THIS YOUNG 


“May J be there to see.”’ 7 
LADY WILL EXACKLY SUIT YER! 


SPORT TO YOU! 


Man by nature, they say, is a hunter, 


DULY SIGNED. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, 


eenen 


AxsTRUSE AND LEARNED Fun,—In preparing a biography of the late His instinct is ever to slay; 
Dr. B. I meet with the subjoined, which my limited scholarship fails to | In Hindustan spearing the grunter, 
enable me to decipher. Pray assist a humble student. Yours, | Or bringing the tiger to bay. 
NEBUCHR. JINKINS, In England the partridge and pheasant 
Professor of Sanskrit, Burmese, Tamul, Telogoo, Chinese, He fires at—or grouse on the moor. 


Early Abyssinian, c., &c., to the Romsey Dock Company. | Sut there's one sport's by no means 50 pleasant— 
P.S.—Is it Phoenician ? ’Tis driving the wolf from the door! 





Interestinc Anecpote or Dr. B.—A P-istic apothecary (the late | The Indian despatches the leopard, 
Dr. B.) re-O in secret at being den-oz-ed by a certain 3-atist as The African slays the koodoo, 
“as un- 3-ously poisonous old slop-seller.” Ever methodical in his | The boar by Kentuckians is peppered, 
habits, notwithstanding there were patients at least cwt-ing in his The Caffre is nuts on the gnoo, 
shop, the worthy apothecary went out into the street where, meeting | The Welshman is death on the rabbit, 
his 3-atic reviler, he so cong-tly ex-lb-ed the rudiments of P-ism on | The French shoot small birds—c’est le sport ’ 
the occiput and sinciput of his opponent as to compel him to R-rocate My sporting’s confined to a habit 
— hostile M-ations on his own be-ss. The ° -atist, Daaret: Of driving the wolf from the door. 
etti 8. of the worst of it, Co-ed the matter by ren-oz-ing his ee 
tet ition and from that time they became fast friends. They talk about game laws vexatious, 
: af iti sai : : And grow! at a license on guns: 
*.* No. It is not Phoen-ician: it is Phys-ician. Send at once for seh eats Ge alee aah, pendness evacious 
cm . : a ne B se ii 8, 5 9 
a doctor, or see any Apothecaries’ Table Book, or try if the following Jo tek cae tek an ee 
= Fen Mv lot would not be so distressful— 
P—pugil (a pinch). | 1},—pound. For I should not pay much on that score ; 
O—pint. | &.— recipe. For to “ pay my shot,”’ were I successful, 
<o- Sune. | M.—maniple (a handful). I'd soon drive the wolf from the door. 
3—dram. | ss.—half (sesqui). 
3I—scruple. | q.s.—a sufficient quantity. sang 
ewt.—a hundred weight. | Co.—compound. | Art. 
<r (peon (congine). j ot oeN _ Aw American paper relates this interesting anecdote :— 


. va ho hea 
An artist painted a cannon so natural! the other day, that when he finished the 
Sorry to say it was taken for the rent by the broker. 





French and Prussian. touch-hole it went ef. the ali 
Ir has been clearly proved in this war that the German “ Ublan”’ Of course, in that case, the artist must have been satisfied. No one 
is more than equivalent to the French “ Elan.” could say the execution was not purFlect. 
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“‘ Methinks the lady doth protest too much.” 
But whether these rumours be true or false, there seems little doubt 








In the number for Sept. 10th it gives a copy—not very faithful— 
of one of our War Outlines, with a note ‘‘ The proprietors of London 
Fun having furnished us with an engraving bearing onthe War News, 
our Town Crier is unavoidably curtailed this week.” 

We protest against a curtailment of the Town Crier, but as for the 
rest of it, we feel like that English Tourist, who—after he had been 
tied hand and foot and had his pockets cleared out by certain bandits 
—heard the captain inform his men that the English Milord in 
consideration of their hospitality had presented them with everything 
he bad about him. We did furnish the picture, no doubt! However 


papers or magazines; and as they are under no legal necessity to do 
so, we cordially give them all credit for admitting the moral liability. 
We only hope that enfant terrible, the Town Crier, won’t object too 


; 
: ¢ y . ° sy: . 
: : ; ince, whe ount BrsMARcK was - according to From Macon we get very strong representations of the unwillingness with which 
* OME short time § ~— bo a by an ondents cross-examine | the Gardes Mobiles of that town have gone to the war. A correspondent of the 
4 the fashion of the times, whereby Sp ” by fortunate | Echo du Parlement says that when thy went off they behaved in a very unsoldierly 
at king, kaiser, and counsellor,—“ interviewed y . a. . | manner, and at the railway station shouted at the top of their voices a song, th; 
id "special ; he stated that the recognised method . poe ~ €Ty | burden of which was that they were being sent like sheep to the slaughter.— /),;/, | 
rt » thn Geek oon “Jet Pari in her own fat for a| News, 
te f ce French capital was to “let Paris fry | T was the bold array 
: while. ‘ . ° . tlae a 
Be The Prussians are evidently going to give this recipe a ee Of 7 Macon- 
F before attempting the reduction of Paris “ another way, to quote the Unto the station 
F language of cookery books. ; — Th Jed : station 
ba It isto be feared that this slow process is having its effect. a ° fis teas Ch tose 
} Prussian accounts state that firing has been going on inside the 1 hat aie il 
i and if we hesitate to accept their statement, we cannot but aie a The service was 
ie i the urgency with which M. Gamnerra begged the ministers at ~ fi ai was 
me wa “not to believe any reports that might be spread by the Prussians 0 kat hi 3 whas 
. . e o . on f ‘ S whi 
4 li internal dissensions ” rather confirms than contradicts the account. gn Rabaa 
iw they said: 
; , ; me A 9 ‘“‘ Here we Zo ' 
Seb but that Paris is to be “ frite d Ja Bismarck. Oh ho! 
a ia Just like sheep, you 
ahi 4 know— 
rar 
7 i A FRISC-0’ FANCY. Just like sheep, you 
We11—then now—if it were anybody else! but we respect the San know— . 
. f Francisco Newsletter, and feel that on the strength of its “Town To the butcher's 
Crier”’ it is necessarily a chartered libertine. ; shop, 
1 But! To the butcher's 
3 shop. 


We'd like, though, 
Safe here to stop ; 
Yet march so 
To the butcher's 
shop! 
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“We shall be— 
Poor we! 
Killed like rats, 
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' 
y we can say this; that, unlike many American Journals, the News/etter SS SS . =~ ie you'll see— 
: (although there ‘s an unacknowledged Bab Ballad in the same number) SS rs seem Killed like rats, 
' is, as a rule, scrupulously just in avowing quotations from English ——— ! you'll see— 
Much to Bis- 


MARCK’s glee, 
Much to DBis- 
MARCK’S glee! 





strongly against being charged with morality. 
And we so 
a eeeeeenmneees Wish here to stop! 
Neigh! Neigh! Yet must go 


A Great deal of fuss has been made about a Talking machine, but 
its accomplishments are quite eclipsed by an incident which the Corres- 
pondent of the Pal’ Mail Gazette, writing from “ Before Paris,” mentions 
in a matter-of-fact way, which leaves an impression upon our minds 
that what he speaks of is a thing of common occurrence over there. 
He says :— 

Ateighto’clock nearly all the King’s saddle-horses came up to the chft*au here, 

where I and an English friend have taken up our quarters, and asked their way to 
Lagny, where they ought to have been come hours before. 
If intelligence is so widely diffused throughout the Prussian army, that 
even the King’s saddle-horses can “ask their way’ through France, 
it is small wonder that the army itself should have found its way to 
Paris without asking. 





Watch ve want ?P 


Wet, to our mind this is a caution :— 


AUTION.—The Patent Invisible Self-winding Hunting Watch.—Notice is 
Hereby Given, that the stamp duty of £50 for renewing this Patent, Number 
2,388, of the year 1867, was paid on the 24th day of August, 1870, and that PRO- 
CEEDINGS AT LAW will be TAKEN against all PERSONS INFRINGING or 
COUNTERFEITING the PATENT. 
py | —— and —— Solicitors to the Patentee. 
—— street, Birmingham. 
Of course the patentee knows best, but we should not have supposed 
his invention such a great success. No man who wanted to see the 
time would invest in an invisible hunting watch, even though it were 
a self-winding one! 


A Cracker. 


“T say, pa, the or says the Prussians are going to throw their 
shells into Paris. hat sort of shells do they mean?” “ Well, my 
dear, I suppose they mean war-nut shells.”’ 





Ex-straw-dinary ! 
Owne to the dry season and the shortness of the crops this year, 
many a well-to-do farmer will wish he was a “ man of straw.” 





To the butcher’s shop.” * 


As o’er the railway line they passed, 

Let’s hope they changed their minds at last, 
Or France will be dégoiitée ; 

For if they end as they began, 

We soon shall read of them, “They ran 
Away, and shirked their duty !”’ 





Will-ful Folly. 
Seg here what we've found :— 


—— Count de M——, who recently died at Anjou, has left an odd item in his wil, 
namely, a sum of money sufficient to produce every five years 10,000 francs—ane 
this is to be given as a prize to the politician who can show that during thirty 
years he has not once changed his opinion. 

It doesn’t state to whom the money goes in the event of the persistent 
politician not turning up. We wish it did, for we are open to make @ 
very handsome bid for the reversion ! 





Horrible Suspicion. 
Wary is the fair sex in Canada suspected of a tendency to homicide ‘ 
Because it is fond of sleighing. 
N.B.—No wonder the gals over there are considered so killing! 





What is Contraband of War. 


a i ing, we hope shortly to be able to answer this vexed 
question by defining it—a matter of no import. 





* Nous partons, Mais nous partons, 
Ton, ton, Ton, ton, 
Comme des moutons, Pour la boucherie! 
Comme des moutons, 
Pour la boucherie, 
Pour la boucherie! 
Nous aimons 
Pourtant la vie, 


On nous massacrera, 


ra 
Comme des rats; 
Ah! que Bismark rira!—Etc. 
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MONDAY OUT. 
By Ovr Specrat SIGuHrTserr. 
No. IX. 


| @entie and beloved reader, hast ever heard of Primrose hill? Hast 
thou pictured to thyself a beauteous elevation covered with the lovely 
| flowers which lend their name to the altitudinous outskirt, and 
| imagined the mirthful but toilworn sons and daughters of the vast 
| metropolis climbing the floral pathways of the tumulus, and talking 
| in the transporte of tenderness which tell the timeworn tale of true 
| love? Let us, gentle reader, imagine that thou hast had no such 
ideas; that the thoughts of placid and perambulating policemen, of 
loitering lifeguardsmen lolling their long legs lazily, of — 
Epiror1AL Notg on Returnep MS.—Sir,—The orders given to 
ou were that you should visit the Zoological Gardens and report 
thereon. If you don’t choose to do your errands properly, resignation 
is the proper course. Four columns of “ introduction’ returned, and 
please write your account in a rational manner, and send it at once or 
it will not be accepted. Also, pray understand, if you can, that we are 
an individual not to be trifled with. | 

[WrirertAL ANSWER TO ABOVE ON REMAINDER or Corpy—Sir,— 
May the difference of opinion ne’er cut asunder the fettering feelings 
of fellowship and friendliness. I thought, when I sent in a pic- 
turesque account of what P. H. might have been like, I was conferring 
an inestimable favour upon a grateful though somewhat irascible chief, 
and I am still certain, in the face of your rejection, that for flow and 
for florality, the leaves which now lie withering—scorned and rejeeted 
though they be, are not to be matched. You talk of resignation, if it 
were not for my resignation I should—I am not joking—resign, and 
then—but I must dissemble. ] 

The reader, deprived of the preceding part of the description, must 
imagine that he has passed over Primrose Hill, that he has leant on 
the lilliputian bridge which spans the clear and sparkling waters of 
the canal, that he has drunk in the beautiful prospect obtainable from 
the gates of the park, that he has passed through the turnstiles, and 
that he has entered the domains of the Zoological Society. Having 
done all this, he can go on with the following narrative of observations 
made by me in my passage through the various departments. 

The lion who in a free state lives in caves and woods, and who was 
considered to be the king of beasts until the discovery of the gorilla 
and the anteater, is generally known to naturalists as the jackal’s 
provider, from the fact that he never dines in solitary grandeur but is 
always attended by two of theee inferior animals who keep house for 
him. There are several lions in the Gardens, who are fed on beef tea 
and force-meat balls, ham sandwiches and rolypoly puddings. 

A most wonderful insect is the concave-casqued hornbill, who 
attracts a great deal of attention from the extraordinary shape of her 
nose and mouth. I don’t know whether I am right in calling it her, 
but the creature is so extremely like an old aunt of mine who used to 
live at Clapham that I cannot dissociate the two inmy mind. There 
is also another similarity, besides that of personal appearance: the 
hornbill evidently considers that the world is bounded by the bars of 
her cage, and I know that my deceased relative’s sphere was, together 
with her ideas, of almost equally narrow limits. N.B. These remarks 
are not caused by any recent disappointment, but are the true instinc- 
tive feelings of one devoted to historic research. 

Large, majestic, and evidently full of lore are the eagle owls, two 
of whom are perched in a house exactly facing the residence of the 
dromedary. The one,.which attracted my attention most was ex- 
tremely like a learnell judge whom I have often listened to with 
feelings of wonder, and the bird (I think an owl is a bird) seemed 
quite conscious of his dignified appearance. As he steadily returned 
my gaze, he thrice nodded his head sagaciously, and carried away by 
my reminiscences, I quite expected kim to say, “‘I think you are in 
error, brother Perhaps he thought there was no necessity for 
making so self-evident a proposition. 

ing suddenly upon the flamingoes I was reminded how wonder- 
Y appropriate a couple of them would look on the wrapper of a 
certain Saturday paper. “Oh, Bri1,” cried a visitor; “ here's a lark. 
Why them blokes looks as though they was walking about on stilts. 
And their style is certainly not easygoing. pellets 

The tiger is a t hulking brute, with a long tail, bright eyes, and 
very pretty fur. His portrait can be seen in most sehool-books, but 
I don’t think any of the stories related about him in those authorities 
are based on an intimate acquaintance with the animal. The tiger 1s 
possessed of large sharp teeth (or tushes, as a slightly inebriate gentle- 
man called them in my hearing). He is very fond of warm blood, but 
on days not devoted to killing he finds orange marmalade a delicious 
and economic substitute. Anyone who has not an opportunity of 
Visiting the gardens, and who would like to have a cheap and yet 
efficient copy of the living and lively tiger, can, by a dexterous 
arrangement of a tomcat and a telescope, attain the desired end. A 
tortoiseshell tom is to be preferred, but an imaginative person would 
not despise the humble tabby of domestic life, while a black specimen 
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might shed a fresh light on scientific inquiry. That the tiger is a 
carnivore of eccentric habit I have been long aware, but I was not 
prepared for the revelations made by the official catalogue, which in- 
forms us that among other performances, this cruel beast ** occurs on 
the southern shores of the Caspian.” 

The bears of course I visited, and noted that those of the black 
persuasion, though smaller, were much darker and more easily 
distinguishable by the sense of smell than their brown brethren, while 
the polar bear, so-called because he climbs up & mast to obtain 
masticatory material, is a different individual altogether. It is hard to 
imagine how these animals who in life produce so distinguished an 
odour, can by the simple process of dying become elegantly perfumed 
pomatum. ‘The more I think of this the more sure do I become that 
there is very little bear in the composition of bearsgrease. 

Keepers of the great seal have ever been remarkable for the 
peculiarity and ecce: tricity of their behaviour (see history passim), 
and the dignitary in the Zoological Gardens is no exceptien to the 
rule. I hope he likes the caresses lavished on him by the object of 
his attentions. I shouldn't myself; but chacun @ son goiit. | 

By the swine house I now took my way, and there I interviewed 
that old hero of romance, the wild boar. A truculent-looking 
gentleman and a fierce is he, but he takes little or no notice of his 
visitors. I could not help being struck by a party of agriculturists of 
both sexes who having gazed upon the omnivorous brute for some 
time, burst out with one accord ‘** What a pretty dear!’’ I could not 
understand this until, referring to my catalogue, I found that the 
object of my scrutiny and their eulogium was a native of Formosa. 

The hippopotamus, the elephant, the rhinoceros, the crocodile, and 
the snakes having received attention, I wandered towards the outlet, 
taking the monkey house on my way. Here I found the great 
majority of the female visitors, who in their delight seemed quite 
oblivious of the overpowering stench which no amount of ventilation, 
and here there is plenty, can keep down. I suppose I should speak for 
myself only ; but, speaking as a human being, I must say that there 
are far more interesting sights to be seen in these truly wonderful 
gardens than the mad gambols of our quadrumanous brethren. 

It would not be fair were 1 to close this notice without returning 
thanks to the gentleman from whom I obtained my information as to 
the domestic economy of the ‘‘ great carnivores.”’ 


DIFFERENT KINDS OF COMPANY. 


(With an Apology to Barry CoRNWALL.) 


Srnec !—who sings 
Of him who weareth the big gold rings, 
Ah, who is the party fine ? 
The Jew, I divine, 
Who works the Brummagem line. 
In “h’’s he 
Is a dealer free, 
And very unpleasant company ! 
Wink !—who winks 
At the barmaid—bis conquest he thinks! 
Ab, who is the youth divine ? 
The ape, sir, the ape— 
From the Zoo he’s made escape, 
Or Earlswood, where they confine 
Those who, than he, 
Less idiots be, 
And who are far better company! 


Scream !—who screams 
The music hall folly he clever deems ? 
Ah, who is the asinine— 
The dull noisy swine; 
Where the cad and snob combine? 
Incipient D. T., 
Who's on the spree, 
In the worst of all bad company ! 
—<—=€[_[<—=_—=£======[$=—=—=—j]S~———_—_— 
AND YkT IT 1s SAID THAT “ THE EnGLisH ARB NoT A MusicaL 
*? 


PEoPLE! 
First Cockney Politician :—“ Ain't the King o’ Proosia wrapped up 


in his Generals ?’”’ oo i ” 
S-cond Do. :—That reminds me, now, of one o’ ’Arpn’s airs, “ With 


Werder clad.” a 7 


A Wetcoms Cuancs.—From the Horrors of War, to the Hooroar 


of Peace! : 
A Corxgectep Provers.—’Tis a nid wind that blows nothing to 


nobody. 
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TRE VES. 


(By kind Permission of Dion Bovcicavut, Esa.) 





ACT I.—SceneE 1. SPENcER’s Lodgings in Town. Enter How. SPENCER 
WitTuHErs, a Pantomime Swell 


Wirners.—I have Tom Shuttle in my power. 
Enter Tom Suvttre, dejected, 


Tom.— Withers, I have given a forged bill to some one. 
forged the acceptance or you did—I’m not quite clear, 
knew. 

Wirnzrs.—My dear Tom, if you are going to distress yourself 
about everything that is not quite clear, you have an anxious evening 
before you. 

Tom.—There is only one means of escape. I must win our regi- | 
mental steeple chase with Jack-in-the-Box. But how that is to avert 
a charge of forgery is not quite clear. 

Wirners (aside).—Jack-in-the-Box must not win the m 

| 


Ha! he comes! 


Kither I 
I wish | 


steeple chase or all is lost! Why this is so, is not quite clear. 
Scenzg 2. The Dane John, Canterbury. 


Enter Captain Croprer ard Str Canter Brrrin. Also, AvGustus 
JessaMmy. They wear Cavalry Uniforms. 


Cart, Croprer.—Before we go any further, there is one obscure 
point which I should like clearcd up. Are we in the Cavalry or the | 
Infantry ? , | 

Sm CarTer.—It is not quite clear. Our uniforms are hybrid- | 
cavalry ; but—we wear no spurs. , | 

JessaMy.—But our men are clearly infantry. Besides the plot of | 
the piece turns upon the fact that several of us can’t ride. 

Cart. Cropper.—Then we will take it that we are Military Train. | 

AtL.— We will. [They do. | 
Scene 8. Eniporium Villa, Canterbury. O.vp Suvttie (a retired 

linen draper) discovered. Enter Tom Suvtt ie. 

Tom.—Dear old father, I wish you wouldn't call your house “ Em- 
porium Villa.” You can’t conceive how I am chaffed about it in the 
regiment. 

Otp Suutrte.—Never! never! never! 

Enter Titty Price (by kind Permission of D. Bovercauyt, Esa.) and 
Miss Lavinia (dy kind Permission of BENsAMIN WensTER, Esq.) and 
all the officers—who wear their caps, no doubt to show their contempt for 
OxLp SuHvuTT_E. 


JEssaAMY.—Tilly, I love you! 
Titty.—Nonsense. (Aside.) Oh, how I love Tom! [ Tabicau. 


ACT II.—Scenz 1. Sm Carter Birrin’s Quarters. (Str Carter is 
discovered breakfusting in a vast apartment, at a table the size of a 
soup plate. A wild Frenchman enters, who insults Str CARTER gra- 
tuttously ; they fight with fists. French gentleman apologises. Why 
this happens is not quite clear.) 

Scene 2. Titty’s Dairy. Enter Trrry. 

Ti1tty.— Everything depends on Tom’s winning the steeple chase 
with Jack-in-the-Box—but he has just been arrested for debt and 
can’t ride the horse. But here comes little Jessamy—he loves me. 
I will pretend to accept him on condition that he will ride Jack-in- 
the-Box—and then, when he has won, I will throw him over and 
marry Tom. 


Enter JESSAMY. 


JESsAMY.— Do have me, Tilly! 

Ti11y.—I will if you will ride for Tom. sae 

JEssaMy.—I never mounted a horse in my life, but I will do it with 
pleasure. (They embrace.) 

Scenz 3. Outside the Weighing-room. (A great deal takes place in this | 
scene, but how it affects the action of the piece is not quite clear. 'T1L.y 
hears Tom accusea of scme malpractice, and appeals to the crowd. Then | 
enter Wi1LD FRENCHMAN. They bonnet him. ally.) 

Scenz 4. Roadside near the Course. (The bearing of this scene upon the | 
piece is not quite clear. .A barmaid proposes to CAPTAIN CROPPER, anid 
ts accepted by that gentleman, and Aunt Lavinia makes a bet with a 
sporting character.) : 

Scene 5. The Steeple Chase. (A crowd of utterly inpossible people with | 
that curious look of being dressed in dead men’s clothes that usually | 
characterizes a stage crowd. A bell rings. Some jerky wooden horses | 
appear in the far distance, they cross from L to R, trotting over a wide | 
river and clearing fields at a bound. They then cross from R to L, | 
leaping high into the air when on flat ground, and trotting smoothly | 
over the river as before. One conscientious horse leaps the river, and 
then, feeling that he has done wrong, goes back and trots over tt. Even- 
tually the horses amble on and take a terrific obstacle, eighteen inches | 
high. It is announced that Jack-in-the-Box has won—but how this ts | 
ascertained is not quite clear.) 


Aux (losers and winners too).—Hurrah ! 


| ment, for working an illicit stull. 
There you are! 








ACT TIIL.—The Dairy. Enter Trey. 
~ Titty.—I have collected Tom's winnings, and am going to 
“ponging-house to set him free. I start by the 10.15 train. 
WITHERS appears at back. 
W ITHERS.—I must have that money. [—a will—a be there—a! 
SCENE 2, Ratlway Station at Canterbury. (Al! Canterbury is going up to 
town—probably to avoid paying heavy losses on 
doubt bet Surtously against Jachk-in-the-B 
tuitended rider was in prison.) 
Enter Try. 
biguors reason 
identity is not 


Steeple Chase, haring no 


when they heard that his 

(She goes into station.) Enter Witurns. (For an am- 

he stippresses a telegram directed by som: o 

jute clear—to Tom SHUTTLE.) 

Enter Gvuarp. 

Wiruers.—Put me in a carriage with that la ly and lock us in 
Guakp.—I will. (Pockets tip.) 

SCENE The Night Train. (It has apparently broken at 
events it is stationary. Perhaps because in the hurry of starting, the 
tender was forgotten. The adjoining country hops about and crosses t/ 
stage, apparently with a view to encouraging the night train to renewed 
exertions, But in vain. WiutTieKs ts seen on step of carriage at- 
tempting to rob Miss Titty—dut he is slain by Jessamy, who was in 
adjoining carriage.) 

ACT IV.—Scene 1l. Draving-room 

an avowal, but what kind of avowal is not quite clear.) 

SCENE 2. The Landing. (The scene is a room, but why it is called 
landing—and why it ts called the landing (for there are m / landings 
in this bitter world) ix not quite eleur. The wild Frenc/ : r 
to himself.) 


’ nr .” 


9 - 
o. dow? ates 


ad 


f Spon tugeh Ge. (Tom Wn shes 


ScENE 3. Interior of Emporium Vella, Both the la lies a) dal) the off rg 
are discovered. The latter, of course, with their caps on. 
Titty.—Tom, here is the money. 
Tom.—Then my forgery will not be discovered! (Ju! why not, 
not quite clear.) 
Titty.—Tom, I love you! 
JessaAMY.— Lut you accepted me. 
‘Titty.— Yes—that was only to induce you to ride for Tom. 
JESSAMY (quite satisfied).—Oh—exactly—don't mention it. 
Witp FrRENCHMAN (fo Lavinra).—Yah! ha! I loves you not! Yon 


arr very mosh old. (Dances wildly.) 

Titty (to Audience).—I have bet Mr. Sefton Parry half a dozen 
pairs of gloves that this piece willsucceed. Have | wonmy bet? (.4 
literal fact.) 

CURTAIN. 

Ovrse.ves.— The plot of this piece is not quite clear. ‘The piece is 
a rechauffée of Flying Scud—but inartistically placed on the stage. 
The dialogue is sufficiently well written, but the story (told in 
FirtTEEN Scenes!!!) is incomprehensible. Mise Kate Bisnor played 
the part of a boy-otlicer singularly well. Mk. Pansgiie played the 
Wild Frenchman /tke a Frenchman, in spite of the absurdities with 
which the part was saddled. Muss Lypra Foore did all that could be 
done with a part that offered her no opportunities at all. Muss 
Hvucues and Miss Sreruens played conventional parts — and of 
course played them well. The less we say about the gentlemen in the 
‘cast’? (except Mr. Paxseiig) the better. The Scenery 1s very poor, 
and the intended sensation effect missed fire altogether. 


— 


Creating Disturbances. 


Hene are the police at their old games! How often have we had 
to complain of their creating the rows they pretend to quell, like the 
man in The Rejected Addresses (not that any policeman’s addresses ever 
are rejected, our cook says) :— 

He who io search of silence ‘‘ Silence”? hoots, 
ls apt to make the bubbub he imputes. 


| We hasten to lay the case before the public :— 


; P : ; | weal 
A Private Sritt.—At Greenwich, a hop merchant named Vineal!l, resiting at 


Deptford, was fined 30/. on Monday with the alternative of turee months’ imprison- 


The so-called “guardians of the peace’’ won't let a 


respectable hop-erative keep still in his own house! 


De mortuis nil nisi oboe-num. 

A MUSICAL contemporary, announcing the death of a well-known 
oboe-player, might as well have headed the paragraph “ an oboe 
ituary.’ - 

The Thin End. 


Victor Hueco has elected to stay and be starved in Paris. Does he 


| intend to become another ’Ugo-lean-o ? 
‘ 
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LONDON INVADED BY THE FRENCH INFANTRY. 


Ar this moment England is undergoing a foreign occupation, but 
one of a peaceful character. The friendly enemy are pushing recon- 
noisances from the neighbourhood of Leicester Square, where their 
outposts have long been established: and they have advanced so far 
that our parks are used as training and recreation grounds for their 
infantry, and a prettier body of young recruits attended by bonnes you 
would not wish to see. 

The number of French people at present to be met with in London 
can be best described only in the glowing words of the Laureate :— 

Frenchmen to wens of you, 
Frenchmen to left of you, 
Frenchmen in front of you, 
Hundred on hundred! 
The police, with the intelligence and kindliness which ever distinguish 
them, and prompted no doubt by their energetic chieftain CoLonxL 
Henpexrson, have begun to study the language of the new-comers in 
order te be able to assist them in those difficulties—chiefly of a 
on hicai character—which beset the foreigner in our capital. 
e only drawback to this is that the constable is not always correct 
in distinguishing the foreigner, and only last week we met with an 
instance, in which in answer to the enquiry of a broad Scot—‘“ Eh, 
mon, can ye no tell me waur my brither Sanpy McTwotrer’s wee 
biggin is, an I'll gie ye a braw bawbee ’’—or words to that effect, the 
polite but puzzled peeler replied—‘* Wee, mushoo, voo allong par le 
roo de Regong et turney a la left at the bottom, dong voo crossay 4 
Leicester Square et demanday ongcore.”’ It will be observed with what 
delicate sympathy, in considemtion of the national bankruptcy of our 
neighbours, these fine fellows, our constables, address them in broken 
French. We have even heard some of them trying to hum the air of 
“The British Grenadiers’’ while on their beats. On enquiry, we 
were given to understand that they knew our visitors were particularly 
fond of the “ Martial lays.”’ 

There is no doubt this peaceful invasion will be productive of great 
-— Our neighbours will learn a due regard for our power, areas 

impressed with the impregnable character of our defences so 
forcibly that they will never of invading us. They will tell 
those of their countrymen who are rash enough to talk of going “a 
Londres!"’ that the reception they would meet would be simple 
annihilation. They would be gobbled up by the serried phalanx of 





[OcrosBzR 15, 1870, 





British lodging-house-keepers, they would be scattered by the 
determined charges of the British cabmen, with whom all is fare in 
love or war! 

Seriously speaking, however, we recommend those of our readers 
who have not seen the sight, to go and look at the pretty crowds of 


French children sporting in our parks. Let us hope that although 
the war threatens to deprive us of the fashions, this juvenile invasion 
will give us lessons of taste in the manner of dressing our little folk. 


MAY WE NE’ER WANT A FRIEND. 


A NEW VERSION. 
Addressed to the Shade of Disprn. 


Srvc the first dawn of reason on—Dispin—your mind, 
Very little experience, it seems, that you got: 
If you—after your fortune was shared—did not find, 
That those you had shared it with, wanted you not! 
It’s a maxim of mine, if a friend you'd sift out ; 
From the crowd, do not test with too searching a sieve him: 
And this motto you then may adopt past a doubt— ; 
‘*T shall not want a friend, while uo lots I can give him!”’ 


But a grateful return of a farthing per cent., 
When by poverty bowed, don't expect in the least : 
With the fact, that you’ve proved you're an ass, be content— 
And we all know content is as good as a feast ; 
Yet it makes one a little inclined to dispraise, 
To know, from experience, as sure as you live, you 
Of this motto the truth will learn, some of these days, 
“ May you ne’er want a friend—for no jot’ll he give you!” 


Pheebus’s Fix. 
Too true is it that appearances are deceitful! A correspondent of 
the Standard writes to say, that the spots which have appeared on the 
sun show a remarkable tendency to “ duplicity !”’ 


A Cure for a General Complaint. 
Suorxezrers who do not find business brisk will do well to apply to 
manufacturers who supply—“ the Trade.”’ 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 188. 


To call upon Count Bismarck went 
A member of the Government. 
Alas! although in treaty for 
Suspension of this fearful war, 

He could not any business do, 
Because so thoroughly he knew 
His folks were a pig-headed crew. 


1. Hey-diddle, diddle, 
On kit or on fiddle 
An Emperor playing a tune ; 
A fire was in short 
Uncommon good sport— 
And it only was over too soon. 


2. Had his courtiers but chosen the tide when it turned, 
Such a snub from Kine Canvre they never had earned. 


3. A compound, which, thanks to the company’s do, 
You light every night—but it doesn’t light you. 
4. Graceful, bounding, spotted cat, 
You are wild, I well know that— 
Wild and savage too, but yet, 
I should like you for a pet. 


5. In Rome long since they held the rein, 
In France behold them now again! 


6. Would you summon me? Consume 
Pork or Crab for midnight meal ; 
Then to bed—and in the gloom 
I my terrors will reveal. 


7. First I crawl—and then I die, 
Seemingly entombed I lic, 
But this name you know me by 
When I mount aloft and fly. 


8. With a little bark, quinine, or steel, 
You very quickly better feel. 
9. “ The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea”’ ; 
Whereby alone the poet THomas Gray 
Known to the British Public seems to be! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 186.—Jeaguer, Defence: Lid, Evidence, 
Aloof, Glade, Utopian, Emblematic, Rouge. 


Correct Sotvutions oF Acrostic No. 186, recervED Oct, 5th. — Timothy and 
Co.; Ruby’s Ghost. 


Like a Shot. 


Ir we may believe the statements of a paper lately read at the 
British association :— 

The Government submitted the Martini and the Westley Richards breech actions 
to the judgment of a certain number of gentlemen skilledin mechanical science, and 
that they have unanimously reported in favour of the Westley Richards system. 
That is to say, that after all the expense and time and labour wasted 
on the Commission which recommended the Martini, one of the guns 
which then competed with it is found to be its superior, That does 
not surprise us—for we could gather from the Commissions own 
report that there were better guns than that they recommended. Only, 
as there were, it would be well before adopting the Westley Richards, 
to make sure it is the best of them. : ; 
‘‘the rifle,” we shall have “paid the shot” to a pretty tune, if a little 
more care is not taken. 





Music ! 

Tuts is excellent !— 

Mr. 8. Smithard, of Derby, is announced to give five “ 
Evenings,” at Surrey Chapel, commencing on Monday next. 
We wish Mr. Smrruarp all success in his endeavours to mee bee 
cause of “Musical Temperance.” If he can only we a 
grinders and German bands to total abstinence from w at they cé 
music he will earn a nation’s gratitude! 


Musical Temperance 
Acmission free. 





Black Diamonds. | 

Tux Tyne-siders have proved victorious in the so-called as Interna 
tional” Four oared Boat Race—Naturally enough they would pocket 
“the coal.” 





From our Point of View. 


“For the Sale of Teas Exclusively ” is, we observe, 
forth over a shop window; we venture to sugges 


trade might be done by selling Teas— for the Million. 


2 ten ee ce et a 


prominently set 


Because by the time we have | 


tsetse ene 


, ‘-h larger | pa 
t that a much larger | Fvodies; Wat Tyler; Charley. 


of a piece of nastiness, W hich he informs us is © ume snstudte mn 


ape. 
foulness of the latter. 


letter you send about a governess’s duties. 


slan 


lish. 


cards, don’t expect us to t ring out a second edition of them. 


J. W. H., Beckenham; Un Debutant; T. 
P. L. S. —— Club; m C 
Ealing; R. H., Birmingham; G. N. P.; Suqua; W. Ss. P., Hac 
road; F. W. S., Pimlico; A. P. L., Charlton ; H. St. M.;G r. P.: Lie 
Dalston; Ami-cuss; B. M., ae - Yankee Doo; Cockshy; B , Leeds ; 
R. M., Gl 
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A DROP 0' THE CRATHUR. 


Mayne yez haven't heard o’ the comether as Patay Crecan put 
upon FATHER Matonry: ‘tis the thief of the world he is—not 
manin’ his Riv’rence but that blarneyin’ boy, Patsy. For ye see it 
was when Patsy went to ax the Father about the weddin’ whin he 
married his wife—l astways she wasn't his wife anyhow not till he'd 

married, by the same token as ‘twas just afther Lint, and his Riv'renc: 
was takin’ his pipe and a tumbler o’ whisky punch in the kitchen 
An’ if ye've never tasted Faturr Tim Maioney’s whisky punch it's 
livin’ ye are in a state of spiritual destitution, as that black Protestant, 
Mike Dooran, said to the gauger when they took away his s'ill out o’ 
the vestry at the Dissintin’ Ch pel. Well, I was tellin’ yez of 
FaTuer Tim, and 'twas himself by the same token that wint into the 
study, bekase Patsy wasn't clear in his mind which o’ the d ys o' the 
month was the 28th when he was goin’ to be married, and his 
Riv’rence had an almanac in the study that was sure to b: right, for 
he had it four years come Christmas and divrle a blunder it had made 
all the time. So when Farner Tim come back again he just happened 
to look at the tumbler he'd left full o’ the whisky punch I was tellin’ 
yez of: but sorra a drop o' the crathur was there in it, barrin’ th: 
laste bit 0’ sugar in the bottom. 

“ Patsy,’’ says his Riv’rence, “there's been nobody in the kitchen 
while I was away has there ¥’’ ¢ Divvle a one,” says Patsy, ss barrin’ 
yerself an’ me, Farner Trim.” “Thin you've been drinkin’ my 
tumbler o’ whisky punch,” s ivs FATHER Tm. “Thin by the powers,” 
sez Patsy, “it’s only the laste drhop there was in the bottom o’ the 
glass that I tuk!" “Sure and what became o’ the rest thin,” says his 
Riv’rence, * for it’s certain Iam that I left it brimmin’ full.” “ What's 
become o’ the rest!”’ says Patsy, scratchin’ his head. ‘ Yes, sure,” 
says his Riv'rence, “ what's become o’ the rest of #62"’ “ Well, thin, 
I'm thinkin’,”” says Parsy, as solemn as « pig wid one fut in the 
swill, “I'm thinkin’ it must have got down ny throat. Fatuer Tim. 
while I was tryin’ to get at that little dhrop I was tellin’ ye of that 
was at the bottom o’ the glass!’ 


And Echo Answers—Where P 


Tue Echo a few days since remarked that either the members of the 
Stock Exchange must adapt themselves to altered circumstances, or 
submit “to be left behind in a race in which only those who lead are 
followed.” When a race under dissimilar conditions takes place 
may we be there to see! 





— ED 


I’ve been Rome-in! 
Every road, says the proverb, leads to Rome. At any rate the road 
“4 Berlin ’’ has certainly brought the Italians to the Holy City. 
By Favour! 


From the result of the negotiations it would seem the terms cof 
M. Favre were not l'avre-ably received. 


AGuswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss.) 

A PERSON signing himself Charles Lassalle, of Manchester, has been guilty 

rte 4 oe 
Voltaire described his countrymen as compounded of the tiver and thy 
In this instance, the ferocity of the former is less evident than the 


H. E.—Unfortunately neither you nor we have a right to publish tix 
“I'LL HAVE YOUR EYE.’’—Not if we nose it:—to meet slang wiih 


&- . es 
W. E. B. (Penryn).— When you pen a pun as your own that isn t your 


own, you deserve to be affli ‘ted with Pen- rynderpest. 


W. E. Rh. (Seacombe).—Many thanks ! | 
WakHAWK.—We don’t go to newspapers—or America- 
Find the word in an English classic, if you can! 

T. P. (Blandford).— Has been done already. 

Qvery —If you publish your jokes by sending them on halfpenny post 


-C. 8.: 3B. B.: 
G. M., Preston; Vial; T.; 


Ww. M., King street ; Paddy from Cork; J. W. 8 ’ 
Hacktney- 


f ur Enc- 


Declined with thanks :—Timothy Tubb; An Old Reade: 


asgow; Long Credit; H. C. F., Islington; W. H , Finsbury- 
rk: Theodore; The Lambkin ; 8. R. J., Manchester; Plum; W. we ms 
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THE NURSERY DINNER. 


Mamma :—“ It's VERY NAUGHTY OF YOU, FANNY, TO SAY YOU WON’T HAVE YOUR DINNER, AND REALLY WICKED TO SAY IT’S NASTY, AFTER 
HAVING SAID YOUR GRACE 80 PRETTILY !”’ 
Fanny :—“ Yus, nut, Mamma, I wovuLpn’T HAVE SAID GRACE IF I’D KNOWN IT was IRIsH sTEW!”’ 









































| fairly judge how it goes. A notice, that “owing to this most painful 
CHATS OF THE NAGS. | war’’ the proprietor is compelled to issue this number without an 
a | illustration, puzzled us until we saw on the wrapper that the name of 


London Society seems certainly none the worse for the change of 


. , ; the engraver is FREencu. 
Editorship. The art department is quite up to the old standard, and 


| 


the literature shows, if anything, an improvement ; certainly there are | Epigram. 
more readable—recollect-able papers in it than usual. | a a te B 
Tinsiey's is up to the average this month. “Our Literary Lodger”’ | a Se Saneneee. 
is good, and there are other readable articles. If only the pictures | Art Cupid’s flames one used to wink— 
were better. Of course he was a scorcher : 
In the Cornhill the new and striking story of “ Harry Richmond” | But who would think that Hymen’s link 
continues. It is not by Cxartzs Reapg, and yet we know no other Would prove far worse a torch-er! 





writer who could do it. “ Lord Kilgobbin”’ o well. SS ssSS86080099999999S9aa————eeeeeeeeeeeeeyyyar oe 
avia improves in its pictures somewhat. Its contents are NOTICE.—Shortly will be published, with an increased number of 

amusing as usual, though we could wish we had the rest of Mr. | Illustrations, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 

Sara’s nor ioe eee ee 8 agers on Praed SNS a by the Dauzret Brotuers, price One Shilling. 

suspicion —not for me— we have seen some g very | 

like it from the same pen before. A paper upon “ Oxford in 1870 ois | TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 

sound and sensible. We suppose we must let the CounTEss von Lee . 

Borauxr's “poem” on war pass, as one of the inevitable horrors of | 27/y 1» November, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely I llustrated 

that ilk. than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the DaLzigBL 

The fifth part of Mz. Mriuer’s Old Park Road reaches us; but as BrotuErs, price Twopence. 


there is a Aiatus in our receipt of it since the first number we canno FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 
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Ma. Sraezrsn, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the| Ercursen-Carat Gotp.—“ The use of machinery in the manufacture 

Americans in producing his watches by machinery, thereby saving | of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.”’—TZimes, Dec. 18, | 
one-third of the cost.— Zimes, Dec. 18, 1868. 1868 

Ma. Sraesrzsr makes his parts of a watch in the same manner, ; ‘ . . 
saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the same time he E1cutTgen-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 per 
uces an accuracy of fit and proportion which can only be secured | cent. is saved in the manufacture of gold jewellery.””—Standard, 
y machinery.— Daily News, Dec. 10, 1868. ; September, 1867. | 
Ma. Sreeerer has already succeeded in producing by machinery E : a . swe | 
well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low icuTEEN-Carnat Gorp—“ Owing to machinery they can give | 
as that at which an ordinary @eneva watch can be obtained, with the | 18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced | 
greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dee. 11, 1868. by hand.”— Gourt Journal. | 
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1. Leaving dull earth behind. 
2. The Eccentricity of Rude Boreas. 


3. Pursuit by and duel with the Prussian, 
4. If your Balloon collapse and you receive a pointed reception from Uhlans, 











CIRCUM-BENDIBUS. 


E maids who to my song attend, 


Abjure, I pray, “ The Grecian 
Bend.” 


Its merits are but superficial— | 
the | 


Observe the girls in 


initial ; 


| 


To be considered wise they | 


try. 
You ask me (and I answer)— 
‘6 Y 9» 


Now who would be so stupid, 
pray, 

To stoop to girls, as stooped as 
they ? 


What sensible man’s hea t my | 


friends, 

Would be inclined to 
queer bends? 

He who such doubled dears 
would wed 

While winning Y would lose 
his Z. 


such 


The sight’s enough a saint to vex— 
This unwise Y that follows X. 

«‘X”’ is small beer, as well we know, 
And what said SHAKESPFARE long ago? 
They’re following their bent, ’tis clear— 
Fit but to chronicle small beer— 

And children like themselves to rear! 





Sentiment ror THE Wine Mercuant.—Love me, love Medoc. 
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VOL. XII. 





ON POST. 





». Then get the upper hand by mesmerism, ov any other simple plan, and 


bring them on to 


6. Parts, when you'll be received hy salvos, and be highly popular for at 


least five minutes, 





Light! Light! More Light! 


We wonder that Messrs. W. H. Suirnu anp Co. do not use their 


lighting railway carriages. 


influence with the Railway Companies to obtain a better system of 
Now that the evenings draw in, we feel 


sure, many homeward-bound travellers abstain from purchasing an 


evening paper, because they know it will be impossible to read it. 


A Wicked Wag. 


A CERTAIN wag was once encountered of an aged Hebrew, who was 


crying *“ Ole Clo,” and wore a pile ef hats on his head. 


‘* Friend,”’ 


said the wag, “the people thou belong’st to are an uninterrupted 


sequence.” 
discover the wag’s meaning. 
‘thou art clearly one of a co 
never recovered the shock. 


The aged one rubbed his ample proboscis, but could not 


‘Dost give it up?” said the wag, 
nk-’atty-nation.”” The old gentleman 


Only a Halfpenny ! 

Now that we have a halfpenny stamp, the appeal so often made on 
behalf of the hospitals and workhouses for newspapers, etc., ought at 
A bit of string and a halfpenny stamp 
will enable one to cheer the weary hours of many a poor invalid, or 
aged pauper: one cannot always do so much good at so little expense. 


last to meet with a response. 


So now, e ql 


tlemea, out with your ha’pence! 


Meet it Is. 


Wuy does a butcher stick splinters of wood into his meat? 


s kew'r it for his customers. 


A PLay-reLtow.—A Dramat 
Wire Rorg.—A running knot: News (noose) by telegraph. 


ic Critic. 


To 


A ContTrapiction.—The best way to patch up a quarrel is to spMt 


the difference. 
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likewise !”’ 


“ Why roam you forth alone so late? 
It’s nearly half-past ten— 

Why leave the silver and the plate 
To bad burglarious men P”’ 


* To some theayter,”’ said the maid, 
“The family have flown, 

And I began to feel afraid 
At being left alone!” 


The wise policeman did not chaff 
The maiden’s idle fear, 

But dried with his official staff 
An unofficial tear. 


** Be mine the task to set that right! 
It were indeed foul scorn 

To leave a maid alone at night, 
Defenceless and forlorn ! 


“ Be mine, young Emma, to instil 
The confidence you lack ; 

Be mine to comfort you, until 
The family comes back ! ’’ 


With gratitude the maiden smiled, 
The door she let him through, 

An hour or two away they wiled 
With joyous Irish stew. 


A family I never knew 
That gadded so about— 
To dinner and to play- house, too, 


They every night went out, 


And every night poor Emma, she 
Shed mney frightened tears, 

And every night, wise ArTuur, he 
Came in to calm her fears. 


For ay @ week and month, I know, 
She let wise Anruvr through, 

And fed him daintily below 
On joyous Irish stew. 


At first I own I used to blame 
Policeman Agtuvr Kerr, 

But then I did not know the gatne 
Of that wise officer. 


One night when, comfortably hived, 
He eat alone with Ex, 

Her mistress unannounced arrived, 
And there confronted them. 


“ Now, ma'am,” said Antuun Kerz, “to you 


This gal I do denounce, 
On who Steal the Irish stow 
The law at last will pounce! 





E BAB BALLADS. 


No. 85._THE WISE POLICEMAN. 
O Don Giovanni, sparrow-brained, 
Policeman ARTHUR Kzrr : 
A steady, subtle, self-contained, 
Experienced officer. 
So deep his schemes, to many & 
They seemed disgraceful quite ; 
But if you left him long enough, 
They always turned out right. 
Now here's a case in point. One 


night 
He gallantly addressed 
A good plain cook, who met his 


sight 
In Piccadilly, West. 
“Oh, good plain cook, I like your 


yes, 
They speak of health and truth— 
They’re bright and they are blue, 


(Which was, indeed, the truth.) 
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Her kind employers’ food, 
And to detect her wicked play, 
This servant maid I woo’d. 


‘‘ For many a week and month likewise 
I come down here to eat, 

And only wanted witness eyes 
To make my case complete! 


‘“‘ The p’liceman’s unsupported word 
The beaks begin to doubt ; 

But wot you’ve seen and wot you've heard 
Will bear my statement out.” 


They took young Emma off to jail, 
To Mr. Knox, amain, 

And nothing in the shape of bail 
That beak would entertain. 


That beak he fully did commit 
The maid for stealing food 

(What “fully” means in legal writ 
I never understood). 


“T long have thought she gave away 


She got twelve months, the wretched drudge, 
While wise Policeman Kerr 

Was complimented by the Judge : 
Experienced officer! 


He was promoted in the force 
For spotting that young gal 

(The picture showing this, of course, | 
Is allegorical). 





To be Taken Cum Grano, 
Waar fruit on the dessert table should profit by a wet season f 


Wuar rifle makes the worst scores? The Minie-mum |! 
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First Rustic :— WHat BE YOU A-DOING UP THERE, BEN?” | 





SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Pzruars, Mr. Editor, as I predicted the success of Cardinal York— 

{you can vouch for the fact, though you must now be mad with rage 

t you mislaid my copy)—you would like your readers to know who 

he was besides being the winner of the Cesar»witch. Perhaps you 
would like to know yourself. 

Cardinal York, though lineally descended from and distantly 
related to a very ancient couple, was immediately of humble extrac- 
tion, His father was the son of a butcher, and very early in life the 
future prelate evinced a decided partiality for the slaughter-house, 
having often been seen to play at pig-sticking with his little brothers 
and sisters. At that unhappy period of history it was usual to select 
professions exactly the reverse of their predilections for boys, and 
therefore young York was articled as a clergyman. His rise was 
rapid, thanks to his butchering tendencies. Tne reigning monarch 
often killed the fatted calf, and our friend being very useful at this 
kind of business was soon in favour, and ultimately became prime 
minister and cardinal. So great did he become that he ordered money 
to be struck bearing his own effigy, and on the King’s objecting to 
the likeness as being bad, the cardinal made his royal master a present) 
of Hampton Court Palace and a hundred hogsheads of gold. Soon 
after this, however, he fell into disgrace, owing to bis failure in some | 
small business negotiation in which a lady was concerned, and he was 
placed under the charge of OLivER Crowe Lt (at that time a loyal | 
Subject) to whom he spoke the famous lines of Gar— | 

Oh, Cromwell, Cromwell, how happy could I have been with either 
(meaning of course the lady or the Hampton Court Palace). 
the time supposed that he died of mortification of the bowels, owing 
to the lossof his possessions, and this fact gave rise to the theory, now 
exploded, that the stomach is the residence of the sentiments. But as 
he did not die, but returned to Westminster many years after, and 
defied the Ecclesiastical Titles Act, medical testimony was once more 
found to be at fault. Notwithstanding the excitement caused by his 
t upon the old city, he lived peacefully to a green old ages and 

was always spoken of by his neighbours as a wise min. A © lebrated 
Premier of the period was once charged, I believe, with writing 


It was 


LLL ET 





THE COUNTRY.” 


Second Ditto :—“ O1 ne A-MOINDIN 0° MYSELF TILL OI COM BACK.” 


objectionable words upon the cardinal’s door, but though the accusa- 
tion stuck with all the pertinacity of a leech, the matter was never 
definitively settled. York also had some connection with highwaymen, 
and he was somehow mixed up in the death of Tom Kina (who 
defeated the American champion). 
So much for the past. Now for the future. Having thus summed 
up the various qualifications of the candidates for the Cambridge- 
shire.* TI shall aaah to be represented by Frivo.ity, as best suited 
for the interests of un, and shall expect to see two others second and 
third respectively. AUGSPUR. 
P.S.—I find on referring to my dictionaries that I have made a 
mistake in the name of my Cardinal, but it don't matter. Better luck 


next time. 








Again! 

We aro as tired of repeating that History repeats itself as History 
ought to be of the—confounded reiteration by this time. Neverthe- 
less :— 

A peticion has been addressed to the King of Holland, praying the. Crown to give 
up the right of making war and peace, and to transfer the power to the nation. 


We think we remember a couplet of an old metrical romance something 
in this style :— 
Suid Aaron to Moses 

Let's cut off our noses. 


The only variation in this case is that the people suggest to his 


| Majesty, to cut his nose off without cffering a corresponding action on 


their part. When His Royal Highness consents, we shall have again 
to record that **The Dutch have taken Holland!”’ 


Old Style. 
Scenes from the battlefield should be photographed by the Da- 
guerre-otyye process. 





A Fisu ovr op Warer.—When you have a perch-chase on thé 


sank. 
° Cut out.— Ep. 







































































FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Oct. 19th, 1870. 


HE year is fast waning but the end of the Franco-Prussian 

War has not yet been reached. The Germans, with their 

natianal phlegm, have made arrangements for passing the 

winter bios Paris. The French, with their national ¢/an, have 
made up their minds to stand all the worst horrors of siege and 
assault for an unlimited period. 

Which wins? 

It is difficult to predict even now, for the road of Prussia to success 
is not entirely free, and the downward path of France is not so 
precipitous that her career may not be checked. 

Possibly by this time the booming of the big guns may speak a 
message to the besieged, which will induce them to abandon a defence 
that seems hopeless. Or it may simply rouse them to a more dogged 
resistance! Who knows?’ It is impossible to say which will win— 
the army led by the newly-emancipated Amazon, Liberty, or the army 
commanded by the veteran warriors, King Witiiam and Count 
Mo.rke. 











—_— 


ENGLAND AND FREEDOM! 


ENGLanp is a happy country. Her people possess privileges denied 
to dwellers in other ands. The poet Laureate has expressed the fact 
P admirably that we cannot do better than quote his eloquent 

es :— | 

It is the land that freemen till, 
That sober suited Freedom chose, 
The land where, with friends or foes, 
man may speak the thing he will. 
Very finely expressed! But by the way the word “till” in the first 


line reminds us of Me. Ti1tey—and consequently of the General 
Post. And is there not a minute in existence there, promulgated by 
Lorp Sranuer¥ of Alderley, and bearing date March 13th, 1866? And 
does not that minute forbid the officers of the departmant to hold 
public meetings ? 
Hurrah, for Freedom of Speech and the Liberty of Public Meeting 
—always, excepting in the case of postmen! It is said that the new 
y post and the new post cards have considerably augmented 
the work—without increasing the pay—of the letter-carriers. Never 
mind! “It is the land that freemen till ’’—and all that sort of thing, 
but there's not much of that class of agriculturist in St. Martin’s Le 
Grand. “A land where, girt by friends or foes, a man may speak the 
thing he will” ; unless he’s girt by a Government Department, when 
he mayn't speak. Hurrah for Freedom of Speech and Liberty of 
Public Meeting—Magna Charta—the British Constitution—and a 
liberal and enlightened Postmaster General ! 


—— SE cee 


Up in a Balloon ! 

Now that balloons are going up so much in the public estimation, 
as well as the neighbourhood of Paris, the question naturally occurs 
to us—What has become of the much-talked-of flying machine, the 
Avitor, invented in California? The wmronaut who can steer aught on 
air with certainty and despatch would make his fortune in Paris just 
now, where so much depends on balloons that it has become quite a 
proverb that “ dall'union fait la force!” 


Old Saws with New Handles. 
PO as is bred in the bone” —is not as bad as what is bone in the 


Love me, love my dog ""—matism ! 
“A bird in the hand '’—is better than a thrush in a horse's foot. 
“ Lookers-on see most of the game”’—but get least of the stakes, 
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At their Little Game. 


vavenupheon is a favourite diversion to wile away the tedium of a 
sea voyage—the sport, in our opinion, for the Directors of so 
of our Limited Liability Ceueenion. oF 


Our Reserves. 


We see but small cause for uneasiness on this head—only travel a 
few miles on any line of rail, and every free-born Briton’s “ reserve” 
will soon become sufficiently apparent. 


Ww Sanitary. 
HEN & man becomes rich with “ dirt ” . 
regret it if he gets cleaned out ! y money,” nobody should 


Hanrrvis of the turf sh wo 
ITURS ou os ; 
laying on the—“ tissue.” a muscular set —they are constantly 








How ro Seut Intsu Burrer.—By the Pat. 
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By A LONGWAYAFTERAFELLOW POET. 


Tue shades of night were fallin ast, 
When through a London suburb passed 
A man, who bore upon his back 
A placard, with this word in black— 

“‘ Ozokerit !’’ 


His brow was dark, his eye beneath 
Gleamed like a lantern o’er his teeth : 
Which gnashing ceaselessly, he sung 
That fragment of an unknown tongue — 
‘¢Ozokerit !” 


In humble homes he saw the light 

Of candles—anything but bright, 

Above the glimmering gas-lamps shone, 

The contrast wrung from him a groan— 
‘¢ Ozokerit !”’ 


“Trust not the gas,’’ the old man said, 

Dingy and dull the lamps o’erhead— 

The illuminative is ill supplied.” 

But loud that sandwich-bearer cried— 
“‘ Ozokerit !”’ 


‘‘ Oh, stay,”’ the maiden said “and rest 
Until your mystery is guessed !”’ 
A wink obscured his cunning eye, 
As still he mentioned in reply— 
‘“‘ Ozokerit | ”’ 


‘‘ Beware the Peeler stern and staunch— 
With Bull’s-eye pendant at his haunch!”’ 
This was the pleasant, last “ good day !”’ 
A voice replied—some streets away— 

‘* Ozokerit !” 


At break of day, while reeled along, 

Shouting their oft-repeated song, 

Some “Jolly Dogs,”’ with blinking stare, 

They heard a voice ring through the air— 
“‘ Ozokerit |” 


The speaker tracing by the sound, 

They sitting on a doorstep found 

Aman, who bore upon his back 

The placard with that word in black— 
“‘ Ozokerit !”’ 


There on the doorstep cold and flat, 

Puzzled, but pondering he sat ; 

And with the hoarseness of catarrh, 

He sighed, “I wonders what it are — 
Ozokerit!’’ 


——————_—_>>>=== 


Cutting Both Ways. 


We learn from an American paper that :— 


A couple of young farmers in Iowa fell in love with the same girl, and fought a 
duel for her with sickles; and both were so badly disfigured by cuts in the face 
that the girl would have neither of them. 

It was only natural that she should cut them after they had cut one 

another until their faces were “sicklied o’er ’’—not with the pale cast 

of thought, but with the black plaster (court); such conduct was 

most reap-rehensible. Of course the girl in selecting a better half 

wore ae choose that worst harvest, she-views in the faces of these 
wo idiots. 





Not the Cheese. 


A conTemporary has the following :— 


The Greenfield Democrat mentions, as a recent addition to the curiosity shop, 
cheese made of the “ milk of human kindness.”’ 


We should think, having regard to the supply of that kind of milk, 
that it was a mighty small cheese, not ab bigger than a full-grown 
marble. If its maker has any notion of going in for its manufacture 
as & ar business, he is only fit to go into partnership with the 
man, who when charged with having no regular occupation said— 
‘Oh, yes he had—he was a manufacturer of smoked glasses to see 
eclipses through.’’ 


More Last Words! 
Wr is a stuck pig like a continuation? Because its a sequela! 


Sray-sHUNNERS ’AtL.— Spanish Women. 
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SHE WOULD, AND SHE—WOOD-KNOT! 
A Story with a Down-at-heel Moral. 





CHAPTER I, 


Time on a once, there was no lovelier girl in the parish of St. Peter- 

*Pattens, the hundred of Snoozeldon, or the electoral district of 

by the Less, all situate in the City of London (vide map, or find it 

out elsewhere), than—and here the reader is invited to pause and take 

breath after those long intercalated passages—the beautiful and much- 

by-suitors- of - all - classes - bewooed Priscirta Parpicete Pickr- 
HERRING. 

She was the only daughter of PrxineTon PICKLEHERRING, long 
alderman of the ward of Legbail, situate in the hundred aforesaid, and 
therefore inferentially in the City of London, concerning which a 
reference to maps and other means of knowledge has already been 

8. 

Her loveliness excited admiration in various spheres, as she un- 
luckily was but too well aware. She was besieged by numerous 
admirers, old and young. ‘Tommy Wicks, clerk in her pa’s counting- 
house, with a salary of a hundred a year greatly enhanced by a 
liability to discharge at a month’s notice, laid his hand and fortune at 
her feet. Sir Grumpie Grirrineton, an alderman of high standing 
—in gouty shoes, however—followed this young man’s example—in 

rather improved on it, for the hand he offered in addition to his 
fortune was enriched by deposits of chalk about the knuckles, that 
might have been worked to a profit by a limited company, with an 
enterprising manager. 

Between these extremes were many other suitors. But the man 
most to her liking was the Mysterious Being who once recovered for 
her a treasure by which she set great store. ; 

But of that, more hereafter. At present we will begin another 
chapter. It is usual to do so at times. 

Cuarter II. 


Tue Mysterious Being was— a 

But on second considerations, if we reveal who he was in this 
chapter, we shan’t have a surprise to let off “bang!” and make you 
jump with at the finale. So we'll skip that, and begin another chap., 
instead of this chap. 

Cuapter III. 

Wuicu isa parenthetical one, and to be read in strict confidence by 
the reader under whose eye it falls. 

If it was not her own hair it was a capital match. 

To be sure it came off. But then the leaves come off the trees in 
eane, and nobody says the trees wear chig we mean false 

ves. 

| Still if it did come off, it was very considerate of the finder to conceal 
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LAOCOON ALA MODE. 


HAVE heard of famous sculpture and of classic statues rare ; 
Of Venuses of Medici, of Milo, and the rest ; 
But I'll trouble you to show me, in the matter of back hair, 
One to beat the little Venus, who's a shrine within this breast, 
As it ripples down her shoulders 
It’s the wonder of beholders ; 
That it beats a statue's stone-crop must be instantly confest ! 


Should you ask which I prefer—the English beauty or the Greek ? 
Well, my inclination’s English, not at all a Grecian bend! 
For though lovely the ideal of the sculptor, I’m so weak 
As to think the real better by a longish chalk, my friend ! 
There’s no statue that surpasses 
This, the loveliest of lasses— 
For she, fair maid, will all that is of marble made transcend! 


Why, what means all the story of Pygmalion and his statue, 
Save that Heart will always triumph in a rivalry with Art ? 
Just because one’s aspirations prove one human, and by that you 

Mean, of course, a liability to feel young Cupid's dart : 
Whom my darling from her siaaite 
We lor his bow cuts golden stringlets— 
JA \) It's shot ore an arrow that has made my loving bosom 
\\ \ smart. 


/ | So no more about your statues, pray, and sculpture’s matchless 
\ grace, 
For unshaken the opinion is, I've come to thereupon 
Ifow superior my Venus is you easily can trace, 
If her likeness in the picture here before you, you but con! 
You’re knocked, with your old statuary 
Into a cocked hat you are, ch! 
As she wrestles with the coiling scarf, d@ la Laocoon ! 





it, without making a fuss—to follow her home~and to restore it on 
the doorstep. 

From that moment she lovedhim. Heloved her from that moment. 
They arranged to be married, and a night was fixed for her elope- 
ment. 

CuartTer LY. 


THE moon was high, and there was a Hansom at the corner of the 


street. The Mysterious Being in the cloak had whistled. ‘That was 
to be the signal. She attired herself in her best chignon and her last 


new boots. She looked bewitching. She stole downstairs softly. 

Her lover waited impatiently outside. He heard her arrive at the 
bottom stair. Then all was silence. He waited a couple of hours or 
so, thinking she was putting on her bonnet. ‘Then he adjured her 
through the keyhole to ‘come along at once, as day was breaking, 
and it was sixpence per fifteen minutes for keeping the cab.” 

No answer came. The policeman’s boots began to clump, clump, 
clump, nearer and nearer. The lover gave it up in despair. He 
fled. 

CuarTer V. 

Ir was unfortunate! There was a knot out of the board which 
formed the bottom stair. Her fashionable French heel got fixed 
firmly in the hole. 

Then followed a struggle bodily and mental. She must either 
resign her lover, or leave that heel behind her. On retlection she saw 
it would be easier to find another swain, than to match a French heel. 
So she waited till the morning, when the housemaid helped her out 
with a lever corkscrew. 

He went away, and in order to show that he hated the world, 
married his grandmother in order to defy society. ‘That is to say, he 
would have married his grandmother if she hadn’t been dead some 
years—and besides he hadn’t a grandmother. 


MOoRAL. 


Don’t wear fashionable French heels. If they don’t put your hopes 
of marriage out of joint they’re very likely to sprain your ankle, 
which is worse ! 


Frothing it Up. 
Tue Germans are a beer-drinking people, but it is only right to 


chronicle the fact—more than can be said of many Englishmen—that 
over their cups they seldom get to liger-heads. 


ee CC tt 


Johnson Amended. 
| A coaveTTe is one who first steals your heart by her address, and 
| then steels her own heart to your addresses. 





} 


Tue Dgrtu or Cowarpice.— Fearing to strike a balance-sheet. 


| 
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5. The Rxv. Jones retires to write his sermon. 
6. The Rav. Brown smokes a cigar and thinks he will begin his sermon, when he 
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THE IDLE AND INDUSTRIOUS CURATES. 


- Te . Ma. Mv : 
:: The a Ma. smears bw be hare and 7. The Rev. Jones practising his sermon for the evening, words and action 
ey, Mn Jomo prem inthe ewig a antl Chari eemon net | ee ae eet on 
4. The Rxv. Brow» makes himself agreeable, while 9. The Rev. Jonzs! 


10. The Rev. Brown is congratulated, and 


bears, through the partition, in the evening. 
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ll. The Rev. Jones has a sudden attack of influenza, which prevents his preaching 
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BANDED TOGETHER. | 


Aunt Theodosia (highly scientific, and greatly addicted to weeds — marine, of course):—“PRAY, MY DFARS, ADMIRE THIS BEAUTIFUL 
SPECIMEN OF THE Laminaria Saccharina. Ir 18 OF THE SAME FAMILY AS THE Agarum Thalassophyllum, Costeria, anv Nereocystis ; THIS 


SPECIES APPEARS IN THE FORM OF A LONG BAND.” | 





First Pretty Niece (not scientific) :—“TuHen, AUNTY, WE'LL GO AND HEAR THE RAND.” 


Second Ditto Ditto (saucy) :—‘ Yes, AND YOU SHALL STAY HERE AND EXAMINE THB Agrarian Thalasso-thingummy.”’ 
[ Exeunt. Collapse of Marine Botany, 


| 
ai alleen 











aac 
Courts at Sea. Answers to Correspondents, | 





Courts Martial are very strange things! especially when they are 
Courts Naval. Setting aside the absurdity of trying a man for! 
something which he had no hand in- for example trying Mr. May, | panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
one of the survivors of the Captuin, for losing that ship—we observe | "sponsible for tose] 
that the members of the Court are both judges and witnesses: Here's, G,H.(Marylebone).—The “vegetable maid’? has been cooked up in 
&n instance ;— various forms. No joke, that has been mangold wurse’ll turn-up—you 

Captain May, Her Majesty’s ship Northumberland, one of the members of the must-’ardly suppose swe’de cabbage it, when it's been collard: so lettuce 


t, then gave evidence to the Court of his experence of the wind and sea, and have an endive?’ ' _ | 
SeReral state ofthe weatheron the night the Captain was lost. He said with Perer SIMPLi.— We must leave you to discover. 
fegard to the Captain, ‘She was the crankiest ironclad {have up to the present 8. (Shetland Isles).— We fear your ponies are too rough of pace to serve 
— oe was heeling twelve degrees when the Northumberiand was heeling | +, place of Pegasus. 
eee cena nee ae OS Sengaes 5 ever enw | F. A. F. (Brighton).—Not bad! You've gone to Brightun to some 


Carrain May gives valuable evidence here; but surely on that very! purpose. 


account does not possess the independent position with regard to the| W. O. (Bowden).—Thanks, 
| Hamuet (Wansford).—This is the first we have heard of the romances, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unlese they are accom- 











enquiry which is required for a judicial post. | May we add, we hope it will be the last ? 
: I. W. S. (Pimlico).—We caunot make use of any “contributions” sent 
With a Hook. | per postal card. 


Ancitna i{s supposed to be the contemplative man's recreation,a; ‘AGREAT ADMIRER,” ETC.—We should net advise you to try! 


peaceful 5 > i there is little difference between) Ho-xHo.—If you'll call we'll explain it. 
oe ie ee ee ‘a WittTi-cism”’ is not suited for our columns, which we do not con- 


eepting and wrangling. If you fish in ONNNES WeNeS FOU var | sider the place for treating matters of faith. 





& dab—in the mouth. S. B. (Lhrogmorton-street).—We are amply supplied {n that line, 
a QO. K.—Not up to the mark. 
A Problem. Declined with thanks:—E. W. Bes Russell-squarte i 7 Graphic ; 
. . a Carolus; Clachmacuddin ; Ceylon Rifle; H., Bristol; J. R. W.; Lindis; 
To call for two bottles of effervescing drink in terins that shail name ag theory araen CG. E. T., Manchester ; Polygon J. W.D, 


any dramatic poem of Ropent Browntno’s? Answer: Pair-o'- a tose: & 8; Ft OSes 4. olverhampton 
! anaes aia Auctor; R., Blandford-square; T. B.; A. 8. L., Charlton; W. H. B, 

A Rare-skully Fun peabens raw; S. Ss Crees Pemeety: Be. owen &S > Deepri & i 
. ° : _{J. 7. J.;5..N., Mancheser; P. R., Liverpool; Nem. Con.; F. 8., Bir- 

Wry is a skeleton that makes jokes necessarily 4 Wandering outcast ? | mifgham; Tovd'ts; M. M, Kingsland; Germanicus; 8, W.; J. B.J., 


Because he’s a wag-o’sbono } Daleton. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 189, 


Tre winter time is drawing near— 

And soon will Christmastide be here; 
Night sooner draws her sable pall ; 

The waning trees their leaves let fall— 
But other leaves—and leaves, no doubt, 
Most welcome, too—are coming out ; 
Whose fruits will guard against a dearth 
Of Christmas jollity and mirth. 


1. In those pages puzzles deep, 
To deprive you of your sleep, 
Holding up before your eyes 
Hopes of mastering the prize, 
Given for the best replies. 


i) 


. Here you shall read 
Tales of great interest, 
Pastime, indeed, 
During your winter-rest. 


3. It marks—as with a dean— 
The date when will be seen 
The various solutions 
Of puzzling contributions. 


4. Nobody his labour grudges— 
All to win the prize contest : 
And the public must be judges 

Which of all is done the best. 


- Hence loathéd Melancholy, 
Our pages shall be jolly ; 
Pen or pencil so provides 
| For Laughter holding both his sides. 


6. Oh, the artists all their pencils took, 
To draw quaint pictures for the book, 
At which our readers soon will look! 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 187.—Armistice, Hos- 
tility: Azimuth, Rialto, Mathematics, Insult, Salma- 
gundi, Tumbrel, Ici, Cataract, Empty. 


a 


Correct So.vuTion or Acrostic No. 187, RECEIVED OcrT., 12th.— 
Vaudeville ; Charley and Ti; Gelsh; Slodgerand ‘viney; B. P. R.; 
I. M. B.; Snip; Bandy-legged Borachio; Buttercup; Row; 
Kittens; Chummie; Timothy and Co; Addington Vicarage ; Cliff; 


Master Tom:—“T say—uerr’s A Go! I can’t FIND my BaAGs!” (Sud- Lizzie and Edie; Tower Rat; Pentonville Chump ; Dlo D'Laif; 


denly struck with an idea.) ‘“‘ WHY, THE GOVERNOR'S TOOK "EM BY MISTAKE!” 


a 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
OCTOBER. 

Good Words this month has poems by Jean IncEeLow and Ropert 
Bvcnanan, with an interesting paper on the Camisards, by Mr. 
Smices. The illustrations are good and plentiful as usual; though 
some suffer from being printed with the letter-press. 


Good Words for the Young ends a volume, and winds-up several tales, 

among others, we regret to say, “The North Wind.” The pictures are 

ood, with the exception of those to “Oranges an Lemons.” The 
entiapiess is charming. 

In the Sunday Magazine the “City Man” (is he the author of 
“ Episodes in an Obscure Life’’?) begins an exer! series of papers. 
The other contents are up tothe usual standard .i une magazine. The 
art maintains its excellence, the illustration to “My Heart” being 
especially fine. 

The St. James's opens with a new novel, the title of which seems 
identical with one published not long since by Mr. Moy Tuomas. 
The other contents are much the same as usual. 

The Atlantic Monthly is interesting this month. Mr. Justine 
M’Caxtuy contributes a paper on ‘Some English Workingmen.” 
“Four Months with Charles Dickens”’ is rather tame. 

Our Young Folks contains an amusin , “ Aunt Nutty’s Story,” 
and other articles of the usual kind. ve ” ” 


“Ma. STREETER, 37 of Conduit-street, has followed the example | 
of the Americans, in producing his watches by machinery, thereby | 


saving one-third of the cost.’’"—Times, December 18, 1968. 

“Me. STREETER makes his of a watch in the same manner 
by machinery, saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the 
same time he produces an accuracy of fit and proportion which can 
only be sec by machinery.’’—Daily News, Dec, 10, 1868. 


Mra. STREETER has already succeeded in producing by machinery | 
well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low | 
as that at which an ordinary Geneva watch can be obtained, with | 


the greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 


East Essex; Camberwell Cadger; Suction; Biddy and Potter; 
Baltic Buildings. 





SSNS —_—_—— 


; Strike ! 
Tuts is good news :— 


At the Conference of the Malleable Ironworkers at Sunderland on Friday, it was 
resolved that the North Staffordshire ironmasters be memorialized. 


i 


LT 


It is gratifying and hopeful to learn that there are any Iron-workers | 


who are Malleable ; for there is some chance of hammering common 
sense into them under that condition. 


et does a chiffney differ from a snaffle? Because it’s not a bit 
ike it! 


_ Wuar is that which is a defect in a ship but an admirable quality 
in lovely man? Missing Stays. 








NOTICE.—On the 27th inst. will be published, with an increased number of 
Iilustrations, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 
by the DauzseL Broruers, price One Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


On the 7th November, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely Illustrated 
than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the DaLziBL 
BRoTuHERS, price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 








“ ARTICLES in 18-carat GOLD are manufactured by machinery, 
and the result isa saving of 50 per cent.”—Fun, Dec. 29, 1866. _ 

“Mr. EDWIN W. STREETER marks upon his goods the quality 
of the gold supplied by him.” —Times, Sept. 17, 1867. 

“NOVELTY in JEWELLERY—gold ornaments of the most 


_ recherche and artistic taste, at a low figure.’’-—Court Journal, Dec. 


22, 1866. 
“Mr. STREETER has contrived to stamp the ornaments out, 
instead of the tedious process of hand labour.’’—Globe, Dec. 19, 1866. 
“THEY are quite MODELS of ART, and the prices are surprisingly 
low.’’— Morning Star, Dec. 25, 1866, 


























ING up the curtain 
for the play, 
The audience is 
_ agog for mirth. 

Now, master actor, 

show to-day 

Of laughter-mov- 
ing wit no 
dearth. 

What, sick and sor- 
ry ! Luckless 
elf, 

Swallow your pill 
—’tis all we ask! 

Keep your wry-faces 

to yourself, 
Behind the mask. 


What, ho! a song— 
a merry stave! 
Truce to each me- 
lancholy note. 
The company a carol 
crave— 
Let’s have no sob- 
bing in the 


throat. 
yA) Let music sparkle as 
ee AI champagne 
I) ae Bursts bubbling 
YU Ps) are 5 
a when you broach 


I a B the flask ; 
Ze A And, prythee, all 


se your gloom re- 
tain 


Behind the mask ! 


Bring forth the wine, oh good mine host! 
And bring it with a merry smile, 
Such as befits your jovial post, 
And greet us with a jest the while. 
What—cloudy brows! As well you may 
Make your wine muddy—shake the cask. 
Tut, fellow! Hide your care away 
Behind the mask. 


Come, Beauty, lay aside the veil, 
Nor hide those cherry cheeks from day— 
Those lips, by which the rose seems pale, 
Are lips where smiles should ever play. 
Lift the long fringes of the lid 
That we in sun-warm looks may bask! 
What—tears! Nay, girl, they best were hid 
. Behind the mask ! 


So wags the world! And so men make 

A Paradise for Self therein : 

No matter though a heart may break 
With sorrow, suffering, or sin. 

Poor slaves, who feel in every nerve 
The horror of the hated task, 

Fate must your recompense reserve 
Behind the mask! 











Triceps. 
We learn from the Shipping Intelligence that :— 


Cerberus, 4, iron armour-plated turret-ship, under the command of N avigating- 

8 tenant Panter, R.N., which has been fitting out at Chatham, was expected at 

; pheerness yesterday, where she will take in her coal, and then leave for Australia, 

or the purpose of being used as a defence for the harbour of Melbourne. 

| She ought to reach Melbourne in far less time than any other ship. 
y? Of course the Cerberus ought to go a-head three times as fast 

88 another vessel. 





To our Country Cousins. 


Toss visiting the Burlington Arcade are hereby warned that there 
are more tradesmen than one in that seductive place who make their 
living by bamboo-selling (bamboozling). 


A Nosrz Burtpme ror Desatinc Socretres.—The Arguericultural 
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_MINISTERS returning to town. For “‘ town” read “ senses,””= More French 
victories Outside Paris. Good news for the Prussians.=Torchlight proces- 
sion to make light of the Government. Resin at premium, reason at dis- 
count.=Successful suicide in Thames, as per usual. Said she couldn’t help 
it. No more could we.=Drunk and disorderly “ Medical Student.” Bosh ! 
Ordinary shop-boy, clothed and in the rigntest mind he is ever likely te 
have.=Bazaine either escaped or not from Metz. Don't believe either 
report!=A Princess going to marry a young Peer. No business of any- 
body’s. Jokers, beware !—War news getting slow. Not enough killed and 
wounded to keep up the International Red Cross excitement.—Cries of 
** Peace, Peace,’® under usual contradictory circumstances. —Boucicault, on 
the management of theatres, in the D. 7. (Paper, of course, not disease.) 
Symptoms of his being about to open another auditorium near all the 
parks.=Alhambra used to can can. Now can't can't, so say J. P.’s.=F oor 
of Highbury Barn closed. Hard on the flail ones. Consequent dfficulty 

| in hop-picking.=Threats of paying-out the great Unpaid. Only wish they 
|} would! Quarter Sessions ain’t Aalf Sessions!=Awful unreported case of 
kleptomania. Misguided creature stole a copy of Figaro. Let off by 
magistrate on condition of his taking it bome and reading it. Humane 
| Society about to proceed against magistrate for cruelty.—Nothing more— 
much.=P.8.—Latest News from Seat of War. None. 





s 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


In The Genial Showman (Horten, Piccadilly) Mr. Hinaston gives 
us some memories of poor ArteMus Warp, whose companion he had 
been for a long time in many journeyings. ‘The book would be 
welcome on this account only, especially to those who were fortunate 
enough to know that most amiable humourist: but it recommends 
itself further by lively pictures of distant countries, and relations of 
queer adventures, not to say strange stories—one of which is a most 
amusing one of the ‘man who married a mystery.’ It is almost as 
hard to swallow as the history of the Aztecs, which was published 
when the two specimens of that race were first exhibited. The book 
—in two vols.—is well got-up; the frontispiece to the first volume 
containing a capital portrait of poor ARTEMUsS. 

A Handbook of Vine and Fruit Cultivation under Glass, by Me. 
HeEReEMAN, the successor of Sir JoserpH Paxton at Chatsworth, will be 
found useful and interesting by those who love a garden and are not 
above caring for its produce in perfection. It describes Sir Josern’s 
‘‘ Hothouses for the Million,’ which have the great merit of being 
moveable by their owners on a change of residence. 

The completed volume of the Poetical Magazine has reached us. 
Though defunct, it has died a good colour, for the cover is a bright 
blue. It seems periodicals for exploiting Amateur talent are always 


doomed. 





To People About to Marry. 


To judge from the paragraphs we meet with in the American papers, 
the States must be the oddest—and easiest —of Matrimonial States. 
Besides Salt Lake City ways, there are such facilities for hooking and 
unhooking offered :— 

A Missouri minister announces that he will marry a man “cheaper than any 


opposition firm in the state.” | 
The divorce business in Chicago is sufficient to occupy a tribunal exclusively 


devoted to the work—the cases of divorce averaging about 50 a month. 

There is one state—we regret to say that we cannot recall its name— 
which presents even greater advantages. The Divorce Court there, 
whenever the list of causes gets too heavy (which is about once a year), 
at once proceeds te pronounce a divorce of all married people in the 
State. Those who wish can marry again, and there’s such a saving 


of time! 





—_——_— 


Between the Two. 


Tue donkey between two bundles of hay was more puzzled than we 
are in deciding the merits of these two donkeys :— 

A man was conveyed to St. Thomas’s Hospital on Saturday, suffering severe 
injuries through the biteo’adonkey. It appeared that the man, whilst somewhat 
in liquor, began teasing the animal, which at length became so exasperated that 1s 
ran atthe map, and in a savage manner seized h's right hand, and bit off the thumb. 
One donkey got what he did not deserve—and that was not the donkey 
that was bitten. The other donkey got what he did deserve—and 
that was not the donkey which was teased and irritated by the other. 








An Outrage on Humanity. 


A RUTHLESS wretch has just insisted on seeing us, in order to 
perpetrate this savage assault on the English language. He says a 
man who glances as-cans (askance) must be possessed of can-eyeball 
(cannibal) propensities. 





es 





———— 
























FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, October 26th, 1870. 


HERE is no more touching tale among the ancient myths than 
the storv of Andromeda, the fair and innocent victim, exposed as 
prey to the pitiless monster, on account of the boastful pride of 
another. It has been a favourite theme with painter, sculptor, 
and poet. As we think of it, the picture rises before us! We see the 
helpless and devoted maid chained to the rock, where she is to suffer 
for another's fault. We see her friends watching from the shore, 
powerless to save, forbidden to interpose. We see the heaven-sent 
scourge, the vast monster coming nearer and yet nearer: and then we 
see in the distance the appointed deliverer, who is to avert the impend- 
ing slanghter and turn the monster to stone. , 

In the modern illustration of the old fable, we have beautiful Paris, 
fettered to the rock, fated to suffer for the arrogance of the Imperial 
rule. England, Russia, and Austria, while pitying her in their 
hearts, are compelled to stand aloof, though desirous to preserve her 
from the bloodthirsty monster, War, which rolls nearer and nearer 
every day. 

Who is to be the deliverer? Hed must come soon, or he will be 


too late! 








A CRYING EVIL. 

An indignant householder thus writes to a Kensington contem- 
porary :— 

“| believe, and if Tam wrong perhaps ‘you will kindly correct me, that forty 

winks after cinner are a part of the traditional, if not the legal, birthright of an 
Englishman. Now, my poverty, and not my will, compels me to live ina small 
street of private houses, «nd I cannot enjoy the above privilege on Sunday after- 
noons, All sweet siumbers are put to flight by the noise made by various 
individuals with baskets on their heads, crying—‘ Fine new Warnet, sixteen a 
perny !’ * Pennywinkli«s, a penny the ’arf pint!’ and ‘ Watare creeses !’”’ 
We deeply sympathise with this gentleman, as we do with the Sybarite, 
who ordered for execution the slave who dared to leave a crumpled 
roseleaf on his master’s couch. We have given his grievance our 
closest attention with a view te discovering a remedy, and we think 
we have got it. As he says—* forty winks after dinner are a part of 
an Englishman’s birthnght.’’ He should compel these noisy 
‘individuals’ to take their forty winks like true Britons. It is 
possible that they may allege that they have had no dinner after which 
to take the said winks—well, then, of course, our friend will supply 
them with a dinner, which is surely as much the birthright of an 
Englishman as the forty winks after it. 

After all there is a difficulty in it. Perhaps the simplest way would 
be to get an Act of Parliament passed, empowering indignant 
householders to shoot all persons who disturb them at their forty 
winks. We should recommend our friend before draughting his Act 

‘to seek the advice of that workhouse nurse who the other day said, 
‘‘paupers were such an unconscionable time dying,’ and shook a 
lingering invalid into promptitude. They would feel alike on the 
matter, and two heads are better than one. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 190. 


Monsieur GAMBETTA, 
So high up you get, a 
Shot cannot reach you, while Paris above: 
From Paris, you know, 
To Tours you can go: 
To return you must wish for the wings of a dove. 





1. It does not matter to him, I guess, 
‘That the Zimes insists upon ‘ diocess,”’ 
Though other authorities, if you please, 
Persist in calling it “ diocese.” 
About the name they may come to blows, 
So long as the thing is his, he knows. 


2. Her love entailed upon the sad Tithonus 
A burden—which for rhyme we'll call an onus. 


3. He has his quiddits and his quillets, 
And him, who fain would draw a will, lets 
Dictate to him,—but none beside, 
For they must by his will abide. 


4. What every one to India takes ; 
But, thanks to pawnee and to rack, 
And to a climate, that so bakes 
The human frame ; but few bring back. 


5. A craft, renowned in days of yore, 
By CasTELLANI raised once more 
To high authority. 
Beneath its banner proud, they came, 
And voting in the people’s name, 
Gave Rome to Italy. 
6. I like this delicate fruit from Spain, 
It gives a gust to the grapes’ red juice. 
Yet people there be who oft complain 
Of the flavour, and mention it with abuse ! 


7. An ancient warrior and wise, 
You'll meet with him in LEMPRIERE’s page ; 
And in his picture recognise 
The Mourxe of an early age. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 188.—Negotiate Obstinacy : Nero, Ebb. 


Gas, Ocelot, Triumviri, Indigestion, Aurelia, Tonic, Elegy. 


Correct SoLutTions or Acrostic No. 188, Rece1veD Ocr. 19th.—Timothy & Co. ’ 
J. O. P.; Tiddlewinks and Co.; Caterham; Julius Sneezer; Pentonville Chump ; 
Nemo; Yerrip; Gyp; Pik; Burford. 





Notice.—It would much facilitate matters if our correspondents would us: 
postal cards in sending their solutions. 








An Appeal. 





Bravo, Cork! 


We are glad te see that the Town Council of Cork agrees with us 
as to the impropriety of Ireland, herself in need, draining her resources 


to save foreign countries from one of the necessary outlays of war :— 


The Cork Town Council, by a majority of four, have negatived a proposal that the 


Corporation should give £100 in aid of the French wounded. 
We trust Cork will! act as a stopper generally in this line. 


— 


i 

| Bad News. 
Ws are sorry to hear this :— 

' 


It is stated that the Hon. Reverdy Johnson 


total blindness. 


Alabama claims on the ground that we threw dust in the eyes of their 


Minister. 


| It is to be hoped the Americans will not still further increase their 
f 


The Cart Before the Horse. 


Mrs. Pratamor went to the theatre the other night, and heard 
someone talk about “‘ heaping Ossa ye Pelion.”” She says things 
, for instead o’ puttin’ osses on 


are much altered “since she was a g 
pillions, they did use to put pillions on ’osses!” 


Coquette Upon Littleton. 
A Leoat Qumry. 


Witt some learned counsel inform us what sentence should be 
ssed upon a young lady, who when accused of being a heartless 
Rirt, immediately pleads—ji/ty ? 












late American Minister at the court 
of St. James's, is suffering from a disease of the eyes, which it is feared will end in 





WILL any woman consent to wear a chignon after reading this ?— 


A very daring abduction of a young girl was lately perpetrated in New Orleans. 
She was carried into the woods, and her hair, which was remarkably fine, shorn 
off, after which she was conducted back to the city, and allowed to return hom 
without suffering ferther harm. It appears that forcible cutting of young girls’ 
hair is becoming quite a common crime in the South. 

Now, ladies,—see how your sisters suffer for this fashion! Will you 
expose them to this outrage and deprivation ? 

Well, we rather think you will, for in our experience we never mét 
with a woman who spared another when her own vanity was concerned. 
So, we guess, we will just say no more about it. 





A Wrong Calico-lation. 


Tuis paragraph is one of those heartless sells for which the Yankee 
press is noted :— 


A Vermont husband got wind of the proposed elopement of his wife, end frus- 
trated it by keeping guard over her silk dress. She wouldn’t run away in a ci.:Co 
gown, and he knew it. 


Acting on this, little Hznrrex insisted on his wife's wearing nothine 
but silk—and, will you believe, his oppressor won't elope, for all that: 


French in Four Lessons. 


A CORRESPONDENT at Stratford-at-Bow sends us this cutting from 2 
daily paper :— 

A decree, dated Tours, Sept. 27, enacts that the town of Napoléon Vendée sha!! 
resume the name which it had before 1802, of Roche-sur-Yon. 
He says that if his knowledge of French is correct,* ‘“ Napoleon 
Vendée’’ means “ Napoleon sold,’’ and if so, the Republic, he urges, 
ought to retain that name in memory of the overthrow of a tyrant. 


* Not quite. 
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é' | ANDRE (to CLotitpr).—Heaven bless you! (Smirks at FRRNAnpR.) 


shall marry the pet of alow gambling house! Now my revenge begins! 





FERNANDE. 


ACT I.—Scene: Interior of a Gambling-house in Paris. 
Enter RoqueEvitte. 
| Roquevite. —Hum'! My victims have not yet arrived. (Zu 
PomsroL who enters.) Ha! Mossoo Pomerol ? 
PomeroL.—Yes; [ have come to see my ward, Fernande. 
Enter ANDRE, Marauis pes Arcis. 
RoquevitLE.— Marquis, you are the first to arrive. 
Pomsrot.—Andre, you in a gaming-house ?—you who are about to | 
be married to Clotilde ! | 
Axprz.—I don’t see what that has to do with it. And, if it comes | 
to that, Pomerol in a gaming-house !—you who have just been mar- | 
| 
| 





ried to Georgette. 
Pomerot (taken aback).—TI am here to doa good action. I am here 


to visit my dear little ward, Fernande, the daughter of the woman who 
keeps this place. 

Anore.—If you really take an interest in your dear little ward, 
Fernande, why the dickens (if she 7s your ward) don’t you take her 
from this den of iniquity ? (He don’t say this, but he might very weil. 

Pomerot.— Well, to be candid with you, “ ward ”’ is not exactly the 
word! (They wink.) [This is what Pomero. would probably have an- | 
swered if ANDRE had said what we have attributed to him.] 

Anpre.—I m going down to join the company at dinner. [ Brit. | 

Enter CLotTiLpe. 

Crotttpz.— Pomerol! you here ? 

Pomrrot.— Well, if it comes to that—“ Clotilde! you here!” 

Crotinpz.—My carriage has just run over a girl, who lives here. 

Pomerot (aside).—Fernande! (Aloud.) Is she injured ? 


Ctorrrpz.—No; fortunately the wheels passed over her head and | 


her'chignon protected her. 


PomsxoLt.—But are you aware that this is a gambling-house ? 
Crorttpe.—Indeed ? What a lark! | 
Enter the Company from dinner, accompanied by several Useless Mouths. | 
They begin to play recklessly. Enter Fernanve. 

Fsrnande.—Oh, madame, I thank you for your kindness in bringing 
me here. I have one more favour to ask of you. It will put you toa | 
very slight ineorivenience, and will confer an inestimable favour on me. 

Cromipe.—Speak, my child. I am extremely wealthy, and move 
in the first circles. What is it ? 

Frernanpe.—It is that you will be so good as to adopt me and treat 
me as your own child. ‘To me the social advantage of such a pro- 
ceeding would be considerable. 

Crotitpe.—Is that all, my dear? Consider it done! I will adopt 
you with the greatest pleasure! Is there any other lady or gentleman 
present who would like to be adopted ? 

(All shake their heads, recent baby-farming disclosures before their eyes.) 
Frrnanpe.—Then I will call on you to-morrow at two. 
Cioritpk.—Do. 

FrrNanpDE.—Have some luncheon ready, as I breakfast early. 

CLormpE.—All right. [ Tableau. 

ACT II.—Scene: Crotitpe’s Boudoir. Corinne discovered. 


CroTrps.—I have adopted Fernande, and installed her in my park 
lodge. I wonder where Andre is? He told me that he was going to 
Blois for five days, and he was seen yesterday in Paris! Can it be 
that. he don’t love me any more? Ha! hecomes. I will try him. 

Enter ANDRE. 


test 


Anpre.—My love! 
CLotitpE.—Stop a bit—I'm tired of you—and I think our engage- 
ment had. better be broken off. (Aside.) That's my cunning way of 
drawing him.out. a 
ANDRE (taken aback).—On, that's rather sudden isn’t it ? 
CLorinpg.—It is rather sudden. 
AnprE.—Oh, very » wd I’ve no objection. 
CLotitpz.—Perhap- you won't feel it very deeply ° 
AnpRE.—I'm sure I won't. 
CieriLpz.— Perhaps you will console yourself with some one else P 


Anpre.—Perhaps I will. In fact I already love another. 
(Aloud.) Who is the happy girl ? 


Crormpe (aside).—As I suspected! ; P| 
but you will help me to win her? | 


Anpre.—I don’t know her name ; 
Ctormpe.—Oh, certainly, when you have discovered who sh 
Anpae.—Well—good morning ! 
ILDE.— Good morning. 
And yet how I love him! That vacant smile—that se 
that 8pasmodic manner —all, all are for another! 
| ANDRE (returning).—I have seen her! At your park-lodge! 
Cuoritpg (aside).—Fernande! Is it possible ? 
| Anpre.—You must introduce me. 
Crormpr.—Certainly. She comes! 
me introduce to you Andre, Marquis des Arcis. 
She is a scion of the oldest family in the world! 


e is. 
[ Extt. 


lf-satisfied smirk 


(Aside to ANDRE.) 





| to the lowest girl in Paris. 
confession of her guilt and now I am going to give it to Andre! 


(Bursts into tears.)—He loves me not! | 


j 
| 


ridiculously overweighted. 


(To FernanveE, who enters.) | 





CLoTILDE.—He shall marry her. He, the proud but jerky Marquis, 
(Znd of Act II., marvellously played by Mrs. V EZIN.) 
ACT ITI.—(Same scene.) Enter CcotTinpe. 
CLotitpk.—To-day Andre marries Fernande. M. 


her 


Pomerol, 


| guardian, is in Corsica, and I have suppressed all her letters to him, so 
he knows nothing of the intended marriage. 


Enter FERNANDE, wn bridal adress, 

FerNanpE.—Madame, it has just occurred to me that Andre may 
not be aware that I was the pet of a low gaming-house. He ought to 
know this before I marry him. I will write him a letter. (Writes.) 

CLoTitpg.—And I will give it to him. 

Fernanpe.—Thank you very much, but I would rather entrust it to 
anybody else. (Gives it to a servant to deliver to ANDRR.) 

[ Brit Fexrnanpe. 
CLotTitpr.—Ha! baffled! 
Enter ANDRE. 

_ AnpRE.—I have just received this note, but I haven't read it. 
from you, I suppose ? 

CLotitpe.—Yes; but don’t read it till after the wedding—it was 
given to you by mistake. Return it to me. 

ANDRE.—Certainly. (Does so.) Now, let’s go and get married. 

CLOTILDE (aside).--Do—and when you return you shall read your 
innocent bride’s confession! [ANDRE and FERNANDE go and yet married. 

Enter M. Pomsron, from Corsica. 
Crotitpe.— Ha! Pomerol must not go to the wedding ! 
PomeroL.—Who is going to be married ? 


CLoTitpg.—Andre. 

PomErot.—To you? 

CLoTitps.—No—to some one else. Wait, and you shall see! 
they return. Look through that window! 

PomeErot (looks).—Andre and Fernande ! 

CLotitpz.— Yes—he jilted me, and in revenge [I have married him 
He thinks her immaculate—but here is a 


It is 


Ha! 


Pomerot.—Excuse me, I can’t stand this. (Bonnets CLoritpg, and 


in a general way suppresses her, as wedding party enter.) 

ACT IV.—Anpnre’s Chateau. (Month later.) AnvDne, with FeRNanpg. 
Anpre.—I am so happy! 
FERNANDE.— My love (they embrac-). [ Avit Fernanve, 
Anpre.—How pure, how lovely—how grammatical is my wife! 

Enter Cirotinpe through a secret door. 
Anpre.—Clotilde! you here? And seeking entrance through a 
secret passage ? And atnight? This may be correct and respectable, 


| but it is hardly decent and maidenly. 


CLotitpE.—I have come to tell you that your wife is the pet ofa 


gaming house! 
AnpreE.—Impossible. 
C.Lotitpe.—Here are proofs under her own hand. 


AnpkE.—Humph. This is convincing. 
Enter FeRNANDE. 

Anpre.— Fernande, this confession informs me that instead of being 
a scion of the oldest family in the world, you are the pet of a gaming 
house pet! 

FexNANDE.—Exactly—didn’t you know that ? 

Anpre.—Certainly not! 

F' gRNANDE.—I sent yuu a letter to say so. 

AnpDkE.—I never received 1t. 

Enter Pomerou (whe sees the situation at a glance), 

Pomerot.—No—because Clotilde suppressed it. 

AnpkE.—Oh! that’s quite another affair. My Fernande! (Embrace.) 

CLoTitpB.—Bafiled ! 


(SA ows note 5 


CURTAIN. 

OvuRSELVES.—An ingenious story with two powerful situations and a 
great deal of redundant talk. Why in the world should not the 
disclosure in the 4th Act be made inthe 3rd Act, immediately after 
the wedding, and the piece brought to an end then and there? Murs. 
Herman Vezin's acting, especially in the 2nd Act, must have 
astonished even her most devoted admirers. It was simply admirable. 
We are not in the habit of dealing out unqualified praise, but if such 
praise was ever deserved, it is deserved in this case. Mar, WILLIAM 
Farren played Pomerol carefully, and with great delicacy. Mr. Liv 
Rayng (who has all the physical requisites of a jeune premier) is 
In three or four years time he may be 
Mr. 


+ 18 a4 novice. 


able to play such a part as Andre, but at present h 


| Lionget BrovGu, in the small part of a Mexican General, is Tony 


BROUGH is @ 
liberally, but 


Miss Fanny 


Lumpkin with a beard and moustache. 
‘The piece ls 


most interesting and promising débutante. 


| showily mounted. 
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Some, 


ARTLESS ART, 


Mamma :—“ Epitu, DARLING, WHAT are You DOING? ” 


A Suggestion. 


Tux Americans are 
an ingenious people! 

A man in Wisconsin hu 
invented a pocket-store | 
warmed by alcohol. We 
have seen one of them. 
It looks very much like a | 
pu flask with | 
randy. 
Now that winter is 
coming on, we would , 
suggest to Railway 
Refreshment-contrac- 
tors, and have no 
doubt that Messrs. 
Spiers AND Ponp will 
adopt the idea with 
the necessary spirit— | 
that an ingenious 
contrivance fitted to 
railway foot-warmers | 
might be made to sup- 
ply to the chilly tra- 
veller “warm with"’ 
—especially when it's 
cold without. 


\ ’ 
In Confidence. ¥ 


Keep your own nS 
secrets: Youth will SS MESS 
blab, and it is quite ~~ SS 
certain that “Agewill | » 
tell.” 
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EASY SHAVING. 


Customer :~—we** You'LL FIND MY BEARD VERY sTIFF, I THINK!” 


Aw Anmy'’s-’TICE.— = 
Operator (about to begin) :—“ Ox, IT’S BOUND TO COME OFP—IF THE HANDLE DON'T BREAK ! 


Prize money. 
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Little Precocious :—‘* Weir, Mamma, I’m DRAWING AUNTIR'S PORTRAIT, BUT IT WON’T LOOK OLD ENOUGH.” 


| Ex-press. 


We clip this from 
a Yankee paper :— 


In taking the census in 
Ohio a family has been 
found where the first son 
is named Imprimis, the 
second Finis, and the 
three others Appendix, 
Addendum, and Erra- 
tum ! 

Themother wasnamed 
IMPRI-MATER, of 
course. If there were 
more children in ad- 
dition, they would 
have to go among the 
“ad’’s, naturally. 
Whether with such 
a large family to sup- 

rt the father would 

e found among the 
“contents” we can- 

| not say. 


A Barred One. 


Wuy could you not 
lay against a zebra? 
Because he’s always 
barred. 


Tue Moser Con- 
TENTED ANIMAL IN 
tHe Zoo.—The Hap- 
py-potamus. 

Drawn GamE.—A 
Battue. 
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MATCH AGAINST SPILL. 


THE Story or A FLAme. 


Since PyTuras was beloved by Damon. 
rwe§) Or Orestes was cheered by his great chum Pytapgs 
Chased by the Furies, those snaky-locked spry ladies 
None could be stronger than that between . 7 
ARAMINTA Fexicia Firz-Simpkinson Green 
And Martitpa Lovisa AMANDA Browy, 
Both residing at Grumpton, ten miles from town 


ARAMINTA, ‘tis true, by years some few, 

Was Martitpa’s elder, as every one knew. 

But what did it matter to them a whit ?— 

Who both on one cushion were wont to sit. 

One antimacassar between them to knit, 

Humming the same operatic hit, 

Like the HeLen and Hermia, of whom ‘tis writ 

By SHAKESPEARE, as doubtlessly you are aware, 
They resembled “ a double cherry ’’—a fruit 
That doesn’t the simile seem to snit 

By half so well as a single pear. 

Single! Ah, there on the word we've hit 

That kept their friendship without a split. 

You recall in the writings of Tommy Moorg, a 

Foolish maiden, whose name was Lavra, 

And who went—poor innocent guileless dove— 
Toa man in the monumental line 
To purchase an image to place in her shrine, 

But instead of a Friendship selected a Love! 

Well, the fable will do for our damsels two, 

In whose friendship no trace of abatement grew 

So long as they dwelt in single felicity — 

"T'was Love that first introduced duplicity. 

The division, I grieve to say, was based 

On their perfect coincidence of taste. 

Both, alas, their affections placed 

On the self-same youth—a terrible waste, 

By a pressing harm, moreover, embraced. 

The youth was Avaustus PorprLeton Prers, 

Lieutenant of Rifle Volunteers, 

Who bore—and would also charre—a commission, 

Drew swords, and deeds with like expedition, 

For—as happens when ended war's duty stern is, 
And cedunt, in classical terms, arina toge 
(The soldier is merged in the legal fogey)— 

He was managing clerk to a firm of attorneys. 


With Porrieton Piers Matixpa first 
At the Volunteer Ball at Grumpton conversed. 
For when introduced he had said, ** Aw, wall 
You—aw—do me—honaw—aw—next quadrille ?”’ 
Then led her with grace at once to a place, 
And proceeded the mazy dance to trace, 
Enlivening the pauscs between the figures, 
With small-talk, flattery, folly, and sniggers. 
Now AraAmInTA Fe iciA GREEN 
At the Bachelors’ Ball was not to be seen. 
For she knew full well what I've ventured to tell, 
That (not being young like Maritpa L. 
AMANDA Brown), if she went to a ball, 
She would bloom like a lonely flower on a wall. 
So not being there, she was not aware 
Of Maritpa’s snug little love-affair, | 
And I’m bound to say that she didn’t squeeze a 
Confession out of Mariipa Lovisa! 
And yet I admit that she exerted _ 
All the likeliest means of persuasion _ | 
To learn from her friend on that occasion 
How often she danced and how much she flirted. 
The time went on: and PorpietTon Piers 
And Martitpa also “ went on’’—no end! 
But never a word of it reached the ears 
Of Aramrnta, her dearest friend : 
Which seems to prove the sex has its fears ; 
That telling love-secrets to cronies may tend 
To cause in your confidant’s breast a revival — 
Of the true woman’s nature and make her a rival! 
One night ARAMINTA went, being engaged, 
To a tea-party, meant for the middle-aged ; 
With tea and scandal and threepenny whist, 
At which the old maid was much more skilled a 
Player, of course, than her friend Matiipa, 
Whose name was accordingly not in the list 


a 


FUN. 


Of visitors asked on this special night ; 
Though Porrieton Piers was welcome quite 
To take a hand at a rub with the friends, 

As he always had Hoy ze at his fingers’ ends. 


Now a partnership chanced to be cut between 

Mr. Porpieton Piers and our friend Miss Green: 
And the fair ARAMINTA soon began 

To be very much struck with this nice young man. 
Who, I grieve to say, of her love to make game, 
Pretended a very decided flame. 

Beside her he sat in a whispered chat, 

And he talked of this and he talked of that, 

Till somehow there quite by accident came, 

In a passing mention, Martripa’s name. 


Alas, alas, for affection and truth— 

And, alas, for faith to the friend of one’s youth! 

ARAMINTA, her heart with envy filled, a 

Terrible fib let fall ’gainst Matripa, 

And whispered scandal into the ears 

Of her idolized favourite PoppLeron Prers. 

“‘ Oh, yes, she knew that Miss Brown could waltz. 

What a pity it was her teeth were false. 

And then, again, one could almost cry 

To think, poor thing, she had lost an eye. 

Her right, though lifelike, was only glass, 

And only a careless glance would pass ! 

And what was Mr. Piexs’s opinion 

On wearing other folks’ hair as a chignon ?”’ 

These libels, and others as bad as they, 

Sent Prers to Matiipa the very next day 

To learn the truth, which when he had learned, 

To wreak a revenge his bosom burned, 

He felt fierce anger his breast within stir, 
Prompting a vow that he would not rest 
Until at his TrtLy’s most just behest 

He had fitly punished the spiteful spinster ! 


ARAMINTA Fetrcta Fits-SimpkKINSON GREEN 
Is light as a lark and proud as a queen, 

For Porrteton Prers himself has cast 

At her feet, the question popping at last! 
And so, though till then of that dearest of men 
She'd concealed all trace from Martripa’s ken, 
She felt that now was the time for revealing 
To dearest MatiLpa her state of feeling. 


Off she set for Matiipa’s cot, 

But on reaching the house she found her not. 
For Marti.pa, if strictly the truth is told, 

Out with her Porrietron Prsrs had strolled. 
ARAMINTA Would wait till she returned, 

To tell her secret her bosom burned, 

And she suffered alack a fierce attack 

Of fidgets before her Matr.pa came back. 

She paces the floor, she goes to the door, 

She turns the pictures and music o’er. 

At last she stops at the mirror to see 

What her effect as a bride will be, 

She seems to hear the hum of applause, 

And what's in that queer little china vase, 
With scraps of letters, and notes, and bills, 

All folded neatly and made into spills! 
ARAMINTA surely remembers those ‘‘i’’s,— 

A strange resemblance at least she spies. 

And that comical “ T’’ with the funny twiddle— 
And that “ E’’—that “ I.’ so pinched in the middle 
Until it looks just like a fiddle! 

One by one, and fold after fold, 

The suspected spills are at length unrolled, 
And then comes patching and re-uniting, 

And yes! in spite of vowing and plighting, 
The scamp to Matiupa is love-letters writing ! 





Just then the door was opened wide 
sy Matirpa and Porpveron, side by side : 
And as for the rest ’twill be easily guessed, 
’T was a scene that’s sooner conceived than expressed ; 
So I need not try to describe what occurred— 
But Martitpa Brown had the latest word. 
As she said to her friend, in her anger shrill, 
“ For trying my Porrieron Piers to catch, 
It’s small consolation to meet with a spill— 
But one thing’s clear—you have missed a match? ” 


HistoricaL Note.—Chawser was not the author of the first quid-ditty. 
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THE LESSON OF THE STREETS. 


hy =i . | Wuenr’er I take my walks abroad, | 
| What solemn thoughts across me creep, 
By that suggestive utterance awed— 
“"Wee-ee-eep! ’Weep!”’ 
Nor does my aching temples soothe 
That morning call which never ceases, ) 
While vainly I my pillow smoothe— 
‘‘Creases! Fresh Creases! ”’ 


| And then a cry the truth recalls, 

| That we a debt, which pay we must, owe, 
| Hark, what that distant Stentor bawls— 

| ‘Dust ho-oy! Dust oh?” 


And lo! another voice allots 
| One common fate for boor and hero, 
| For king and clown; Hark, there is Pots— 
‘‘ Beer o-oh! Beer oh!” 


Last comes a cry, that must recall 
The monumental sculptor’s trick, 
The final resting-place for all— 
‘*’ Earth sto-one and brick!”’ 


Shouting ‘*‘ Silence! ”’ 

GENERAL EstTANcELIN has, the 7Ze/eyraph in- 
forms us, “given a stirring address’’ to the Na- | 
tional Guard of the Seine Inférieure, to say that | 
“the time for words has passed!"’ If so, 
wherefore GENERAL EsTaNceLin’s address ¢ 


In Nubibus. 

M. Gamnetta may fairly be described as tomb? 
des nues. But then, we fear, some of the aes 
have come down with him—for example, the aes 
ot the defeat of the Prussians before Paris, which 
must be held to be of very cloudy origin. 


The Same With a Difference. 


We have all heard of a Triton among the 
minnows, but among the maxims what a lot of 
_trite-’uns will be found. 


Uj = thy — . ciciiiiaeiieatectaaicansinescsiaiiiis 
yy Sie, 7 > ———2 An Absurd Hyperbole. 


Sf ) 
y; WY Y } \ e.. 4, : 5 . P 
Yb 7 ey = = yn =————— __—s«s~ PgopLe sometimes talk of a noise as being 
RA } a ti | enough to alarm the dead! How absurd—when 
| Y) WD) p <r y a | they know the dead remain inter-ified. 
/ == An Echo. 


t 

| Ys OV Vy Vy, = — 7 An Inn-voice: “ Yes, sir, Bill, sir. Bed, three 

=Y > and six: breakfast, four shillings. Wax-candles, 

| five and six,” &c., &c. 
A Definition. 

“Mrxz, what’s the meaning of ‘cheek by | 
GYMNASTICS FOR LADIES. jowl’?” “Sure, I can't tell, unless it’s a gal wid © 
Awrct Resvuitts, Dapicarsp in ALARM TO MapaME Br*nn*r. a bit of a gim earring. | 


The irresistible Mus. Hempzxer persuades Mr. H. not to go to “that horrid old Clud, but sata aa ws 
stop at home and be happy with his poor little wife!” A Stace Coacu.— The Prompter. 














} 
| 
MONDAY OUT. good fellow, and as he generally upsets his cart whenever he goes | 
out, I soon got over my objections to the company. | 
We had not driven far beyond the Marble Arch when we saw | 
Mr.: BLatkrys is a near neighbour of mine, for whom I have a great | SAlLon’s trap, which was in front, stop suddenly, and, as we drew near, | 
liking, not the least reason for which is the knowledge that a seat in could hear that a rather warm discussion was going on. In answer to 
his comfortable gig, behind a fast mare, is always at my service. Iam | 0UFr questions, Brrcu said : 
very fond of a trot round the suburbs, and, therefore, when Buatkins| Do you think I’m going to risk my limbs with this here cove? | 
called on me the other morning and asked me to join him in a holiday | You told me he coulddrive. We've been into a fish shop once already, 
expedition towards Hampton Court, refusal was out of the question. | and now a policeman’s just taken my address for furious driving.”’ 
_ Of course I pretended that I should go only to oblige him; for| “Don’t frighten yourself,” said BLatxrns, “we'll go in front, and 
it is a golden rule of mine to acres Sree as though I were con-| you take a rein each. You can both pull, then, and I’ll see that you 
ferring a benefit. By this means I have made many valuable friend- | don’t run away.” 
ships, and have become much sought after. * All right,” says Sartor, who I firmly believe would agree to any- 
was not very pleased to hear that old Brrcu, the publican, was to thing; and on we went again. The progression of our companions 
be one of the party, though some satisfaction was afforded by the, was of a most uliar description, as first Bircn would guide the 
information, that Sartor was going to drive him. But Samoris avery horse and then Sartor would pull his tiller-rope, as he called it, till 


By Ove Sprciar SicurTseer. 
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the poor quadruped seemed quite bewildered, and fin 
still in the middle of the road, near Shepherd's Bush. 

We were by this time some distance in front; but happening to 
look back we saw DIRcH and SAILor strugeline for possession of th 
ribands. While the horse stood quietly this didn’t much matte vei 
we knew that the publican would soon cet the worst of thi battle, f # 
were rather pleased, as he had thrust himself on to the party cas 
being asked ; and BLATKINS and I devoutly hope d that SAILOR ~ ld 
toss him out and leave him behind. Buta hansom c .bman drivir . 
rapidly past soon altered the aspect of affairs, as he cut at the bela 
with his whip, and the well-known signal being obeyed with m - 
alacrity than the combatants desired, the fray was stopped a aoa 
sufficiently soon to prevent the reins falling over, On houuded the 
frightened steed, the shrieks of the terrified pair adding wings to his 
flight, and the rattle of a policeman’s boots on the pave ment as ha 
endeavoured to overtake and take the animal only made the latter 
more anxious to press on. 

BLATKINS is a man remarkable for the coolness and courage with 
which he always faces a difficulty when there are no means of avoiding 
it, and as we occupied the middle of the road up which the anike 
away was approaching, his designs were quickly made. Gazing 
anxiously behind, and keeping his horse's head under somieck 
BLaTKiNs took advantage of the very moment when a collision seemed 
inevitable, and—with a presence of mind not often witnessed in these 
degenerate days— drew his horse on one side, and allowed the frantic 
foes to pass. 

It may be urged—nay, it has been said—that there was nothing won- 
derfully clever in this manteuvre, and that my charioteer might have 
got out of the way before, but in reply to such envious and malicious 
slanders I have only to say, Let the traducers place themselves in the 
same position, and then let us see what they will do. Until then, I 
shall firmly believe that Biarxins’s operations were worthy of being 
ranked with those deeds of peaceful valour which are in some future 
age to be recognised by a grateful and discerning country. 

A friendly pond checked our companions’ gallop, and though my 
attempts were vain to convince old Brrcu that he might have received 
much worse fare than a cold duck, I was somewhat consoled by the 
information that water always threw him into a fever, unless it 
were diluted with gin, and taken inwardly. 

However astonishing the foregoing revelations may seem to the 
weakminded, they are as nothing to what is yet to come. Ata house 
near Brentford we put up, so that our discomfited fellow-voyagers 
might go to bed while their clothes were dried, and BiarKins and 
myself went into the parlour meanwhile, to comfort ourselves with a 
smoke and achat. I had noticed that two bills, issued by the Scotland 
Yard authorities, were posted in the window of this hostelry, and 
meeting the notice for the third time in the room to which we had 
adjourned, I naturally enough, began to read it. “T'was well I did so, 
No wonder the ancient landlord eyed us with suspicion and objected to 
any fare being spread before us until we had deposited the cash; and 
who can blame him for ordering me to desist when he saw I was bent 
on copying the manifesto, or for sending to the police-station when 
he found I persisted in sodoing ? But though my copy was destroyed, 
T have, thank Providence, a good memory. If the following are not 
the exact words they at least contain the spirit of the proclamation :— 

POLICE CAUTION. 
be nerene it has become known from special information received, that various 
glaries have been committed in different districts surrounding the metropolis. 

And whereas it has also become known through the same source, that the thieves 
and burglars are in the habit of committing their depredations in the following 

1. By ringing housebells and asking for old clothes, and on their demand being 
refused, by helping themselves to new ones. 

2. By disguising themselves as sweeps, dustmen, hostlers, tailors, publicans, 

k-makers, cabmen, marine-store keepers, coal-heavers, beggars, literary men, 
Wawemengers, gentlemen, or ladies. _ 
an ee eeming at street doors, wating until the said street-doors are opened, 

g in and walking off with the hall or parlour furniture, regardless 
of the occupants’ objections. 

, ay climbing up porticos, and entering by upper windows. 

6 Be oe down ditto, and entering by lower windows. eta 

e g through open windows from neighbouring houses with o 

p eounivance of their occupants. ec s 

And y getting down chimneys, or by crawling through gas, water, or Crain pipes 


r without 


- By thousands of other ways. 
ease take particular notice of the foregoing, and remember that you have been 
preperiy warned. We are not ina position to offer you any advice upon the matter, 
t think that, as you have received due notice of the manner in which these 
Predations are carried out, you will be able to protect yourseives, the duties of 
€ police being at the present time too arduous for them to think of doing any 
ordinary work. 
and g our quarters becoming extremely uncomfortable, BLatK 
‘Myself harnessed the mare and departed with all expedition, 
faving Brrcm and Sarnor to become the objects of cautious supervi- 
‘ion. How they bore their trials I cannot say, as I am auite satisfied 
1 have returned safely myself, and my satisfaction might reccive a sad 
Ow were I to further investigate the matter. For, of course, I should 
e 
In sorry to hear that any harm had happened even to old Brircu. 


ATKINS 





ally stood stock | 


| View ot Paris and its environs «as well as a war map. 


a 


which opinion BLATKINs joins. 


CHATS! ABOUT MAGS. 
OCTOBER. 
InN St. Paul's there is not a single paper that is not thoroughly 
readable and valuable. The verses styled ** John Anderson’s Answer 
would go better with another title; thev are very good, but they lack 
the simplicity of the song with which such a title couples ‘them. 
“Ralph the Heir’? grows more and more interesting, and bids fair to 
g, 
be one of the best of Mr. Trottore’s novels. 

The Overland Month/y, as usual, does not contain one skip-abl 
article: all is good from beginning to end, notably “Mr. Sheid's 
Courtship’ and “ Cicely ’ both we suspect by the Editor. 

The Gentleman's Journal continues to be full of stirring tales of 
travel and adventure, and presents its readers with a capital coloured 
But has not 
the author of “ Athletics and Training’ got into some slight confusion 
when he speaks of the “Ancient Romans "’ as holding annual games for 
their young men, and giving the victor a crown of laurel. The Roman 
laurel crown was the corona trinmphalis, given only to victorious 
generals, Can he mean the Greek Olympia —at which, by the way 
the prize was a wreath of wild olive, not laurel. 

We have received and read with pleasure the missing numbers of 
the Old Park Road, which is a really interesting story, though we fear 
Mr. Mriver is laughing at us in his sleeve in this passage :— 

The bullet rebounded and went clean through his hat, makinga furrow in his 
hair, and had it not have been a high-crowned hat, it might have grazed his skul!. 

Art sustains the character of its pictures, while its contents are 
eminently readable. 

We have also received Ze Fu//et (in spite of the siege of Taris), Te 
Carlow College Magazine, Tvetical Magazine, (which expires), 7/e 
Shipwrecked Mariner, Cook's Excursionxist, and Young Ladies’ Journal, 


AUTUMN. 


A MorninG Rerikcrtion. 


OcTonER the sober is here, 

And has stripped all the trees like a thief : 
It is past reparation, I fear, 

Till Spring has turned o’er a new leaf. 
The swallows have left for the year— 

When they migrate they always denote 
My grating in swallowing’s near ; 

For I suffer so much from sore throat. 
Why, our cistern’s been frozen an inch! 

We can feel Winter's icy-cold grip. 
When the weather's beginning to pinch, 

One may surely indulge in a “ nip.” 
The thermometer bids me still drown 

My care in Sleep’s poppy-wreathed cup : 
Why, when Mercury even goes down, 

No mortal should surely get up. 








Answers to Correspondents, 





| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom: 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.) 

THE CORRESPONDENTS (upwards of fifty in number) who sent us 
‘© For-Lorne ’’ joke are thanked, but the witticism is declined for obviou 
We venture to hope we may-cull-a-more striking and less cor 


reasons. ° 
monplace flower of fancy for the occasion. ae 
FIDDLE (Manchester).—The joke borders on impiety. 
McBosuy.—Too local a joke’ll. 
Nronpg.—** Much cry and little wool :’’—the advertisement is rig/it 


enough. 

ASTER.—Disaster, as to what we are asked to insert. 

PERIWINKLE.—If yeu send more pointless jokes, we'll be after you 
with a pin. 

Rvs.—Once more we forgive you; for ‘‘ do we not suspect your years ; 

A. H. P. (Hoxton).—It is a curious coincidence, no doubt. 

G. (Lee). —Thanks. . 

J. R. (Sussex).— Declined with thanks. The Annual is made up. 

Crips.—Just call and explain what you want. 

Declined with thanks:—J. D.; P., Peterborough ; T., Wood-street; G, 
Chenies-street; Curioso; R. E., India Office; E., Ampthill; Toodles ; 
J.D., Lincoln's Inn; D. Glasgow; P. L., Birmingham; A. W. C., 
Glasgow; H. C., Portman-square; A. 5., Shetlield; A. S., Bodmin; G. 
W., Clifton; R. K. W., Glasgow; D., Aberdeen ; b., Newland- «treet ; E., 
Wavdour-street; A Funny Fellow; M. P.: B. L.; B. M., Knightsbridge, 
F. D., Holloway; F. L. A. G.; A. I.; M., Fife; B.D. J., Liverpool; 
Butty; F. S., Leeds; Dicky Sam: Romeo, 


Pea Kingsland ; — Liverpool- 
T. ; Querist; Puff; ‘‘ Dentaturs ;’ J. J., Manchester ; ‘Ignite 
” 
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BATTLE BICYCLES. 


TO THE BDITOR OF FUN. 


Sir,—I nave been instructed by the French Government to organise 
a corps of bicyclists, for the p se of counteracting the Uhlans. You 
see of course the brilliancy of the notion. Our steeds require neither 
forage nor stabling, and my skilled velocipedestrians will keep up 
with the steeds of the marauding lancers. 

I am very anxious that our services should be duly reported and 
chronicled, and I shall therefore feel obliged if vou will depute a 
member of your staff to accompany us. He shall have one of our best 
bicycles, and the foremost place on all occasions when we come into 
conflict with the Prussian forces. All expenses guaranteed till he gets 
shot. Burial insured. Your obedient servant, 

Wueetiam WIL. 

[We have laid Mr. Wrip’s generous offer before our staff, but they 
have one and all declined. Under these circumstances we have no 
other alternative than to go ourself. We don’t much think we shall 
adopt it.—Zd. Fun.] 


Da Capias. 
The diamonds are kicking up a dust at the Cape apparently :— 


The discovery of diamonds at the Cape is gueraene a disastrous effect upon 
ehurch music. The Dean of Grahamstown writes that his organist, imported at a 
great expense from Europe, has fied to the mines, and that the cathedral is all but 
reduced toits sopranos. 

The o ist is evidently trying a fugue, and the bass-singers have 
behaved themselves “as sich!’ It’s clear that if the Dean wants 
music he will have to re-choir it. Dean'’t he wish he may get it! 


“Me. STREETER, 37 of Conduit-street, has followed the example 


of the Americans, in producing his watches by machinery, thereby | 


saving one-third of the cost.’"—Times, December 18, 1868. 
“Me. STREETER makes his 


same time he uces an accuracy of fit and proportion which can 
eae machinery.’’—Daily News, Dec, 70, 1868. 
has already succeed 


Ma. STREET. ed in producing by machinery | 


well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low | 


as that at which an ordi 
the greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Publishe! (for the Proprietor), et 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London : Oct. 29, 1870. 


Geneva watch can be obtained, with | 


of a watch in the same manner | 


by machinery, saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the | 


{OctoBeR 29, 1870. 


S. and B. 
How lucky these Californians are! Just look here :— 


Great Naturgat Sopa Mine.—The Nevada Soda Mine, owned by Mr. James 
Duffs, of Carson, proves to be a more extensive deposit, and consequently a greater 
fortune to the proprietor than was at first supposed. 

Just fancy! <A natural “soda”’ mine. They have only to discover a 
natural “ brandy’”’ spring, and they will have all the elements of hap- 
piness. 

[Sole contribution forwarded by a member of our staff who was out 
at a heavy “call supper ”’ last night, and has not put in an appearance 
this morning.— £d@. Fun. ] 


Too True, Sirs! 


Somenopy speaking the other day of the small assemblage, which 
met recently in Hyde Park to awe Government into assisting the 
French Republic, compared them to the Tailors of Tooley-street. We 
beg to doubt that tailors would be found approving of Sans Culottes. 





NOTICE.—On the 27th inst. will be published, with an inereased number of | 


Illustrations, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 
by the Dauzret Broruers, price Une Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


On the 7th November, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely Illustrated 
than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the DALziEL 
BrotHeErs, price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 








“‘ ARTICLES in 18-carat GOLD are manufactured by machinery, 
and the result isa saving of 50 per cent.”—Fun, Dec. 29, 1866. _ 

“Mr. EDWIN W. STREETER marks upon his goods the quality 
of the gold supplied by him.’’— Times, Sept. 17, 1867. 

“NOVEL in JEWELLERY—gold ornaments of the most 
sechavche and artistic taste, at a low figure.”—Court Journal, Dec. 
22, 6. 

“Mr. STREETER has contrived to stamp the ornaments out, 
instead of the tedious process of hand labour.’”’—Globe, Dec. 19, 1866. 

“ THEY are quite MODELS of ART, and the prices are surprisingly 


| low.’’—-Morning Star, Dec. 25, 1866. 
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A NEW LEAF. | 
Lirk, 80 they say, is but a tale, i. ‘ 
And one that’s very quickly told. ,: ors | < 
The incidents seem somewhat stale, Aig te mT | 


Although I’m not so very old. 
If I grow weary ’tis not age. 
That thus fatigues: but that, in hrief, 
This present is a dog’s-eared page! 
Turn over a new leaf! 


I keep a very strict account 
Of all my dealings here below: 
I enter every small amount 
In proper column, con or pro, 
But that sum, vet, I can’t enmesh, 
The totals somehow come to grief! 
Confound it all, let’s start afresh ! 
Turn over a new leaf. 


A list of all my friends arranged 
Here in my diary, you see! 
But that one’s gone—and this one’s chanzed— 
And I’ve cut one—and one’s cut me. 
The page is scored and scribbled o’er, 
More straw than grain was in the sheaf ; 
Come, I’ll make out the list once more, 
Turn over a new leaf. 


There’s scarce a page throughout the book 
That is not blotted, stained, or worn: 
Here, tears have left their traces, look! 
There was the sheet by passion torn. 
Still— whether notes it foe or friend, 
Or joy or woe—Old Time, the thief, 
Page after page, until the end, 
Turns over a new leaf. 








The Can-can v. the Cannon. 


WE hear that the females of Paris are forming them- 
selves into an Amazonian corps for the city’s defence. 
Considering this, Genera Trocuv seems to have been 
in error when he expelled the demi-monide. They might 
have done good service as Gardes Mabilles. 


] 
‘ 3. OLp GrumpLeton :—** Ah, pleasant day-dream, while it lasts!” 
The Pro-deuce of Juniper. $f. Lypia:—** Oh, what a lovely sky-blue sarsnet!”’ 
Gin is described in slang as “ white satin,” but con- &. Sri MP R. A. — Plenty of colour there, good subject.” 
sidering what—or rather whom--it plays with its wor- oo sir " a go path gg peed wasiiat™ 
. s © on ‘ ° ark © 7 4. JOLLIBOY <= a: a. I 5 Opie. 
shippers, we should be inclined to call it black Sar | 8 Cuanues Stacey, T. R. 


. r - 
verbum sat ! Firs 


| 
PLENTY AND PAUPERISM. | 


Accorpinc to the statement of a DexTer-ous speaker at a meeting of | 
tepayers, there is no petty saving—no cheese-paring economy In the | 
management of Kensington Workhouse. In three months 145 barrels | 
of beer were consumed there, the proper allowance being less than half | 
that number. In thirteen weeks ten gallons of brandy were consumed | 
above the quantity ordered by the doctor. Three thousand pounds | 
and odd of beef were provided for the dinners of 700 inmates for a 
week. Grapes growing on parochial property were given to the sick | 
oe although six pounds were bid for them. Really, the paupers of 
ensington are in clover—always provided that they get the grapes, 
the beef, the brandy, and the beer so plentifully provided for them. | 
Unfortunately the same number of the Kensington News, from which | 
We quote the above items, contains the report of an inquest held at| 
‘ensington Workhouse on the body of Exiza Cross, a pauper inmate. | 
€ verdict was that she died of neglect and cold. - 
Somehow the two accounts don’t seem to agree. What says | 
umble ? 








On the Statue of Peabody. 


To blow hot and cold in a couple of days 
Is one of the world’s greatest failings! - 
While alive he was always environed with praise, 
But now he’s surrounded with railings. 








Cooking Extraordinary. 
Ir will astonish economical housewives to learn th: 
consumption of puff-paste—to stick-up advertising posters on 
Oardings ! 
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Single-ar Views (From Windows) of a 


. Miss Crurtr :—“ Stuck-up minx!” 
. SINGLETON Sivin Sgrvice:—* Pretty little ga!, the bride! ”’ 


t Walking-Gentleman queer!’’ 





Ah, if they’d only raised my screw.’ 


sLANK :—“* Humph! seem to know their parts pretty well. 





Wedding. 


DONE TO A TURN. 


My self-contempt is very deep, 
And only lacks a proper term! 
So, humbler than Uriah Heep, 
I beg to call myself a worm. 
A martyr ever since my birth, 


With lifelong indignation burning, 
Crushed by misfertune to the earth, 


I seriously think of turning. 
The foot of Mammon, metal-clad, 


Has pressed upon me o’er and o'er ; 
Till Mammon must be simply mad 


To tread upon me any more. 
I cannot bite, and thus repay 


The debt of kicking and of spurning ; 


But in a faint and feeble way 
I seriously think of turning. 


And beauty’s high Balmoral heel— 
In which I fondly put my trust— 


Too heedless of the pang I feel, 


Has left me groaning in the dust. 


I've pardoned Beauty oft before, 


And still for beauty feel a yearning ; 


But, if she does it any more, 
I seriously think of turning. 


U and E. 
WhueEn does a surf become a serf © 


When the tide serves. 
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5 FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. Ind, 1870. 
(J? T secms possible that after all Paris may escape the worst horrors 
of asiege. There is some ground for the Parisian boast that the 
Prussians could no more strike at the fair city than they could 
hit a woman! Bismarck —the much-abused—is said to feel 
some compunction about shelling the French ‘avital; though, on the 
other hand, that stern warrior Mottxr has no scruple on the subject, 
having before his eyes only the welfare of the soldiers under his 
command. For their sakes he urges the capture of Paris, at any cost 
to—the Parisians. ‘Ihe Chancellor is desirous of taking Paris as litue 
disfigured as possible. 

And while these two great men are undecided, comes Englands 
opportunity. Backed by the great l’owers of Europe .she steps in to 
suggest a means by which, while Mo.tke saves his men and Bismarck 
preserves his Paris, the great end and aim of the war may be accom- 


plished. — 
We can only re-echo the fervent hope of all Englishmen, that ay 


interference may lead to an amicable settlement of the dispute, and Jo 
a lasting Continental Peace. 


HYSTERICAL SAMARITANS. 


As we feared—as indeed we had the boldness to say at a time when 
the “ Sick and Wounded "’ mania was at its highest (and we believe we 
were the first to say so)—the sentiment, which has sent a quarter of a 
million of money to defray the actual war expenses of Franee and 
Germany, has left our own destitute poor without aid or relief. A 
very unsentimental and unromantic ‘‘ Red Cross’’ mission has long 
existed in the unpicturesque neighbourhood of Cow Cross; it has aided 
and saved, Heaven—we say it reverently—only knows, how many of 
our own “sick and wounded.’” Winter is coming, and, owing to the 
state of thelabour market, its need is greater thanever. But its funds 
ave exhausted, We say this on the authority of a handbill put forth 
by Mr, Catir, whose efforts in the cause are well-known, and whose 
name guarantees the truth of the statement. 

In plain truth this means that morbid sentimentality, and a desire of 
notoriety, have led to the misappropriation of a quarter of a million of 
money, which has gone practically to enable the two contending 
armies to prolong the horrors of war, instead of being expended to tide 
our own distressed population over the horrors of winter. 

We have no wish to be too hard on those hysterical people who hav 
gone into paroxysms at the sight of a brassard. We have nothing but 

raise for the more Christian mission organised by the Dai/y News in 

half of the starving peasantry of Sedan. But we take upon our- 
selves to assert that when a certain good Samaritan was relieving a 
men he found on the road between Jerusalem and Jericho, his mind 
was wholly undisturbed by the thought that he had previously over- 
looked the necessities of his own people. 








No Of-finch ! 
We learn from Cassell's Book of Birds that— 


In order to ensure a good singing canary, it is necessary to procure such as have 
parents gificd in that respect; and during the course of instruction, the bird 
should not be allowed to hear the song of finches, larks, and nightingales, as the 


. . ’ 
notes which it would thus acquire would be unnatural, and therefore soon 
forgotten. 


Eh! Stop! It must not be allowed to hear the song of “ finches.” 
What is the good of its having “ parents gifted in” singing—since 
canaries being “finches "’, it must not hear its parents. And, by the 
way. is it absolutely necessary that the birds’ parents should both be 
good singers ? because we were under the impression that hens that 
sing are of little use as parents! 


Shell Out. 
Tue natives of Colchester seemed to wish to be “ gobbled up.” 
Sir Henry Storks has, it is stated, accepted the invitation to offer himself as a 
Liberal candidate for Colchester. 
Have the Colchester natives no recollection of the fate that befell the 
frogs?’ They had better ask Mr. Frank Bockianp whether Storks 
don't eat oysters as well as frogs! 





Mess-erable ! 


Why should we pity Marsuat Bazaine? Because he got him- 
self and his army into a Metz, (French pronunciation 8. V. P.) and 
had to surrender to get out. 


In Nubibus. 

Ar least one popular weekly ne per is turning the ballooning 
experiences of the Parisians to account. Jioya’s, we observe, 
estimates it(s) sail(e)s above half-a-million. 

WHEN a man is crusty, is it right to describe his temper as tart? 
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vy NNABELINA, | 
/ the fair, 
W orea hatonthe 
top of her hair; 
A neat little nau- | 
tical hat, | 
And a long soft 
whiteveil upon | 
that, 
Which—the fact | 
has to me been 
avowed-— 
Is_ styled an | 
American | 
Cloud! 


ANNABBELINA, the 
sweet, 
Was uncom- | 
monly spry on | 
her feet ; | 
Her tootsies in 
little French 
boots 
Were so swft they defied all pursuits— 
And behind danced, as if ’twere endowed 
With life, the American Cloud! 


ANNABELINA, She had 

A habit—I fear it was bad— 

Of swinging her “ brolly ”’ around, 

As swiftly she stepped o’er the ground, 
Looking so pleased, and so proud 

Of her jaunty American Cloud. 





ANNABELINA, one day, 

While swinging her “ brolly”’ that way, 
Caught with it the string of a kite, 
Which she tangled, unconsciously quite, 
(It was awkward, it must be allowed) 
With her flying American Cloud. 


ANNABELINA 1248 Cross, 


When the boy, crying out at his loss, | 


Shouted “stop thief! ’’—which wasn’t polite— 
‘* Here's a gal run away with my kite!”’ 

Till at last he quite gathered a crowd— | 
And she wished she could hide in her Cloud. 


Mort. 


ANNABELINA, my love, 

Don’t let your thoughts wander above 
This earth, and its mundane affairs : 

For a downfall is sure to be theirs 

Who their fancies in vapourings shroud— 
‘They have to descend from their Cloud! 





Picked up ‘‘ Promiscuously.”’ 


Tue industrious chronicler of “ Passing Events’ for the Szidav 
Times falls into a grave error. He complains that English people will 
not “ mix :””— 

This is partly dne, no doubt, to the insular exclusiveness of the English people : 
they will not “ mix.” 

Only place a bottle of potheen, jug of hot water, lemon, and sugar- 
basin, before prince or peasant—and—you shall see what you shall see. 


The Law’s a Lottery! 
Pror.e had better be shy of Lambeth Police-court? Why? Just, 
read this :— 


Mr. Chance, the newly-appointed magistrate for Lambeth, took his seat for the 
first time on Monvcay. 


It is evident that all cases henceforth will be decided by Cuance! 


Not Garonne-teed. 
Tue Parisians seem to look for deliverance from the South of 
France. Let us hope they do not place too much reliance on 
Gascon-aid! 


Dignus Vendice Nod-us. 


Doxs an after-dinner nap cease to be entitled to the name of forty 
winks because you get a nod’un in. 
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| MY OLD SCHOOLFELLOW 


A SENSATIONAL NARRATIVE. 


en 





You never knew Jack Dynam, did you? Carry Dywam, as we used 
tocall him, partly from an innate desire to do irreverence to the hated | 
| Latin language, and partly because he had a habit of smacking 





with a sound that was held to be characteristic of the { 
at the head of the family of Cyprinide, when it takes 


called Murrin Crumpet, because we thought him a < 


epoken of as likely to be the next Lord Chancellor. 


haps both. 


oons he was, and had knocked down a policeman. 


you know. 








Friendship. 


touching not to say idiotic remark :— 


all his enemies by converting them into friends. 


treatise on friends, the title of which was ““D Amuitia 





Schwered Off! 


—watrump! J ust look here :— 


his lips | 


ish which stands 


"our bait. 


Jack Dynam was a fat, jolly, hearty boy, the head of all conspiracies 
against order and our natural enemy, the master. We all of us wor- 
shipped him—all of us, that is, except Tow Crvap, who used to be 


luffer. He was 


99 © 


a daffer too! Never played at cricket or football: never gotin arow; 
never did any mischief. We used to feel sure he would come toa bad 
end; as I suppose he will, though at present he is BAkon Cxump, and 

What larks we used to have when Jack Dyna was cock of the 
school, and what a life we used to lead the ushers. I can remember 
Jack’s having a regular stand-up fight with the mathematical usher. 
We never liked mathematics, and consequently despised the man who 
could stoop to teach them! ‘The row began about Jack's not knowing 
the fifth proposition of the first book of Evcuip, and the tutor’s saying | 
something about the pons asinorum, whereupon Jack said if he couldn't | 
manage that bridge he could hit another bridge, meaning the tutor's, 
which was a decided hook that had earned him the nick-name of 
Beaky. Well, of course, we all grinned like mad, and Beaky and Jack 
went on from words to blows—and Jack did land on the bridge as he 
promised. He was expelled for that; but we all knew Jack would 
distinguish himself some day. We were certain he would be a second 
Doxe or WELLINGTON at least, if not another Lorp Ne son, or per- 








It's strange! Very strange, but somchow we have never heard 
anything more of DyHam—at least not our Dynam, I'm sure. 
was some years my senior, and I am now forty-seven, it’s time he 
began being a Duxe or WexuincTon, or Viscount NELS8N, or what- 
ever he is going to be. For, of course, we boys were right, and— 
although we were a bit out about old Murrin Cavmeet—we could 
have made no mistake in our estimate of Jack Dyuam, so he must 
distinguish himself sooner or later. It will have to be later, I think, 
now, because he hasn't done it sooner. Very odd, though, that his 
name has never cropped up—/’s name, I mean, of course. A similar 
name—Joun DyHam—I did sce in the paper the other day—a fellow 
who was tried before Lory Cremp—a private in the somethingth 


As he 


I shall have to leave the rest of the narrative until I hear again of 
the real Jack Dynam—we shall come to the “sensational” business 
then of course, in the history of a second Dukr or WELLINGTON, 


A very worthy and well-meaning somebody has penned this 


Revenge isa momentary triumph which is almost immediatly succeeded by 
remorse ; while forgiveness, which is the noblest of all revenges, entails a perpetual 
pleasure. It was well suid by a Roman Emperor, that he wirhed to put an end to 


It was a remarkably lucky thing for that emperor that he was disap- 


inted of his wish. Enemies are bad enough anyhow, but he would 
ve been worse off with “friends.” Did not his countryman write a 


Tue Duke or Meck ensure Scuwertn—we are particular about the 
hwerin—or he may be accused of Schwerin off like Rip Van W inkle 


The Vintage has hezun in Champagne, and, by order of the Grand Duke of 


klenburg, is placed un ler the special protection of the military autho-ities. 


The Grand Duke by thus protecting the fizz is ensuring his own 


pop-ularity. Here’s his very good health in Roederer! 





How are You off for Soap P 
Tue following paragraph is a little puzzling :— 


A destructive fire took place on Thursda 
; . Clarke and Son, tobacconists, Cork. 
Was immen:e. 


sdav in the large soap and candle manufactory 
The amount of property consumed 


In England we should hardly describe manufacturers of soap and 
urs do so call 


as tobacconists; but it seems our Irish neighbo 





A Popular Sentiment Re-written. 


THE man who séri/es a woman—stands a fair chance of becoming 


_—, 


husband. Especially if she happens to be worth a plum. 





FUN. 








A TALE OF AN UMBRELLA. 


Tue weather very often can 
Our joy in life upset ; 

Thus I'm a miserable man 
Whenever it is wet! 


No rheumatism racks a bone ; 
Neuralgics I'm without ; 

Pulmonic pains I've never known, 
Sciatiea, nor gout. 


My reasons are not physical, 
They are a great deal worse! 
For though they are not personal ; 
They're reasons of the purse. 


I am the hard-worked out-deor clerk 
Of Mrssrs. SmiItH AND Browy ; 
And all day long, from ten till dark, 

Perambulate the town. 


I have a room in Islington, 
(For lodgings there are low), 

And home, whene’er my work is done, 
By omnibus I go. 


Tor boots and shoes will soon wear out, 
I often o'er them grieve : 

And as all day I walk about, 
[ *’bus it’ morn and eve. 


To find new boots soon wear in holes 
May make one rather mad ; 

But it is not the care of soles 
That makes my soul go sad ! 


’Tis true that upon boots and shoes 
Some ends of man depend ; 

3ut what hae given me the blues 
Protects another end. 


’Tis my umbrella, that, alas! 
O’ershades my life with grief, 

And nothing that can come to puss 
Will give my heart relief! 

T bought it—silk—its colour brown— 
In 1862, 

I had to pay a guinea down— 
Its worth when it was new. 


I had it covered—fresh and fine— 
In 1864. 

It seemed —it cost me 128. 9d.— 
As good as "twas before. 


Next year I broke the stick—and sticks 
Cost money to replace! 
The one [ chose was 8s, 6d. 

I’d, too, a ls. cage. 

Seon after I'd an accident, 
In getting off the ’bus ; 
Some frames were broke, and some were ben 

Five shillings vanished thus! 


I find with these expenses, and 
With its repairs since then, 
That my umbrella now will stand 

Me at, just £4 10s, 


I can’t afford to carry such 
A costly thing about! 

(My salary’s not very much) 
Yet I can't go without ! 


{ might have had a dozen—or 
Say, half-a-dozen new, 

(I thus apostrophise it) for 
What [ have spent on you! 
And this is why, whene’er I add 
Up all this funded debt 
On my umbrella, I am sad 

Whenever it is wet! 


* * = * 


A glance of joy! my grief is done! 
I'll put my * silk”’ away ; 

And buy a cheap alpaca one, 
For using every day! 
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No. 1. 


Land in Water. 


An article in our 
contemporary Land 
and Water, praising 
an admirable work 
by Mr. Rotrsg, is 
headed, ‘*Tue 
LaNpsEER AMONG 
Fisugs.’’ Mr. Bucx- 
LAND & ntly has 
got hold of oatahes 
“queer fish.”” We 
have heard of a 
horse marine and a 
mermaid; but how 
in the name of all 
that’s ubiquitous 
(including Sir 
Borie Rocuer’s fa- 
mous bird) can a 
land-seer be a pro- 
phet among fishes ? 





Tit for Tat. 


Lapizs who be- 
guile the tedium of 
a railway journey 
by tatting should 
travel on loop lines. 





Morro FOR THE 


SrirRiTUALiIsTs.— 
“ What's the odds 
so long as you're 
rappy!”’ 


ae 





NOTES IN NATURAL HISTORY. 
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No. 2. Tur Srac.—“ The only differences between the Canadian deer and the European 
are—longer horns, prongs more pointed, and tail shorter.”,—Bvrron. 
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Tue Bearn.—“ The bears of the new world seem to have a great similarity to those of the old world.”—Bvurron. 








Look at Home. 


REFERENCE has 
been made by 4 
journalist (see Times, 
Oct. 20th) to “ the 
French system of 
living on flats.” 
Sharp’s the word, 
no doubt, nowadays, 
but might not a 
similar assertion be 
made of Essex, or 
indeed of any place 
where betting men 
resort ? 





Contradictory. 


SMALLBORE as- 
sures us that he al- 
ways makes the 
best score when his 
shooting is not 
above the mark. 





Tue fire - arms 
used fora feu de pie 
ought, of course, to 
have laughing- 
stocks. 

Wy is the future 
like a develkin’s 
tail? Because it’s 
imp-ending. 

A  BLacksMItTH’s 
Vice.—Anvil-lany. 
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INTERVENTION. | 

Moltive :-—« MY HEART BLEEDS FOR MY MEN. BOMBARD!” | Bismarci: :-—* MINE FOR THE DOOMED CITY. STAVE?" ) 
Britannia :-—“ CANNOT I HELP YOU OUT OF THE DIFFICULTY, GENTLEMEN :” 





— a naan: Ti cane tag = a rooms 
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THE SACRIFICED SCAVENGER. 


A Sap anp Srnourar Srory. 
Ke 


To have seen him wielding his broom round the massive bases of the 
lampposts in Cheapside, driving the dust before him with a vigour 
unususl in the hireling, and a skill impossible in the unintellectual 
would have gladdened the heart of all lovers of that true aristocracy 
which is, alas! but too fast passing from amongst us. wre 

Yes. He the unknown and nameless scourer of the streets was 
evidently a noble youth, and even his lowborn companions could | 
tinguish the marks of patrician lineage in his handsome, fishlike eve, 
his fullmoon face, and aristocratic mouth, which latter feature though 
it curled not haughtily, but stretched far away under his rosetippod 
nose, which—and who shall wonder ?—had turned upwards in diseust 
of the arduous ordeal through which it had daily to puss, a 

Many a time and oft, when the heavy waggon had deposited its | 
load, and the sons of toil had retired to the wayside inn, would our | 
hero unbend, and with dignified courtesy join in the manly sport of 
Scotch pony, oddman out, or pitch at the mot for the refreshing | 
beverage which is in the metropolitan districts known as pongelo, and | 
though his companions were at first extremely deferential in passing | 
him the pot, he soon showed them that no dirty pride prevented him 
drinking in their company. Nay, he even went so far as to cause a 
captious coal-heaver to declare—the bad base man—that H. ve B. (so 
was his linen “jumper’’ marked in indelible ink) must have been 
weaned on gatter, with a gallon-can for a papspoon. 

Thus does true nobility ever show itself, even when clad in the 
coarsest fustian. But by what means had this scion of a noble house 
fallen from his high estate ? 

Methinks this deserves a chapter to itself. 

II. 


Hownroy pE Bumpreroot was the eldest and only son of a haughty 
and impoverished earl, who had unfortunately invested the savings of 
a lifetime in a bankrupt building society. But like the pelican of old 
he had still his blood, blue as the ink with which my chronicle is 
recorded, and on this and credit the family existed for several 
generations. 

At last, however, the day came when Honroy was requested by his 
father to seat himself at a banquet comprised of cold collections, fore- 
most among which was half a breast of mutton (better known as 
ladders) left from the yesterday's midday meal. A stern and stoical 
yet cynical smile played on the mas-ive features of Honroy, who 
replied with characteristic grace and true poetry, “ Never, never, 
shall it be said that the inside of a BumniEroor was desecrated by cold 
scran. Give me my late lamented mother's portion, amounting to the 
insignificant sum of half-a-million sterling, and I will yet carve out a 
repast for myself.”’ ; : 

he noble father was struck speechless by this bold determina- 
tion, and for some hours was speechless and aghast. He recovered 
himself at last, however, and taking a million-pound note from his 
scantily-filled purse, tore it in halves and gave one to his son, who at 
once departed, little recking that he should see the castellated mansion 


no more, 


dis- 


Il. 
Honroy settled in the princely halls 
of Houndsditch, but the lavish temptations there held out and 
the blandishments of some Hebrew sirens, caused him to expend all his 
capital in second-hand clothes, at as he thought a remunerative price. 
But the gods persecuted him, the fashions suddenly changed, and he 
was left penniless to begin the world, his stock-in-trade consisting of 
six overcoats, three frock ditto, five crimson plush waistcoats, two cor- 
duroy ditto, eight pairs of seated trowsers, four half-soled bluchers 
(mi eous), one kid oxonian, and one patent leather springside. 

With the rapidity of thought, which always betokens a great mind, 
Honroy bethought himself of a truly liberal government, with whom 
he contracted for the supply of the navy, and having got rid of his 


of 
stock he invested in a bottle 


of Bass and a ditto broom, emptied the 
first and with the second eniered the service in which we found him. 
IV 


“Prisoner at the bar,” said the Lord Mayor, ti crisp and tdiomatie 
English, “ what have you to say why sentence should not be passed on 
you. You have been convicted of staring at a noble young lady , the 
penalty for which is death, according to the sumptuary laws. — 

“TI also am of noble birth,’’ said Honroy DE BuMBLEFOOT 1m- 
periously, “and represent a race of which you are not even a THoRO- 


GOooD Type.” h o 
* What ho! my merry mace man, despatch the knave. Bes! ey - , 
hew him down. Give him no quarter-staff, policeman. Take oe 
the lowest dungeon below the Mansion House moat, and let the Roya 
Bergal tiger, recently purchased by me in the Arcade, lap his warm 
blood and feast on his fiddlestrings. Away,Ihavesaidit.’ = 
What more he would have said I know not, but one of his galley 


With his mother’s portion, 





vaults once known as the |] 


183 


Slaves here produce IC sino abtnts 
ak ks < I eh ; d the composing-stick the Mayor loved so well, 
4§ quickly soothed to sweet repose. 
. v. 
way > C i ‘ ; 
is ty, through gloomy corridors, and down steep stone staircases, 
ar under the moat, until the executioners and their victim stood in the 
Will; ; Bank of England. Here they paused. 
: ulingly would I draw a veil over what passed ; yet my story must 
¢ concluded. But two explosions of that terribly catapultic machine, 
- mangonel-wurzel, and all that was mortal of the fascinating 
N r ‘ ‘Try roc TY ; = 
ONROY DB BumnLevoot was being piled on a wheelbarrow for the 


| delectation of the tiger. 


Co ; j er 
See then, gentle peruser, the awful results of a dislike to cold meat, 


| and a fondness for beer and low company. 


When the half-digested bones of Honroy were discovered his ran}: 
was at once apparent, and the sumptuary laws were immediately place t 
In abeyance. But the moral still remains. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I9I. 


Hatt, noble land, that evermore hast been 
Herald of Peace and Liberty to all! 

Our hearts are proud to see thee step between 
The foes, and bid them let their weapons fall. 

Heaven's blessing rest upon thy mission grand, 

And white-robed Concord knit-up land with land. 


1. Oh, stately tree, 
That oft I see 
In English hedgerows green, 
Thy lofty crown 
Shall win renown 
In Briton’s lays I ween. 
2. He groaned, and he moaned, and he sighed, 
kor tooth-ache racked him sore. 
But when he this remedy tried, 
He never complained any more 
3. Oh, when I was a little lad 
What tastes republican I had ; 
lor often did I eat, I ween, 
Both gilded king and gilded queen ! 
4. Knights of th» quill, who free from chains and fetters, 
Rule the Republic, as ‘tis styled, of Letters ; 
Each is to each the dearest friend and brother. 
(But how each privately dislikes the other !) 
5. Sir Francis Drake 
Did havoc make 
Of all the fleets of Spain. 
Should foes invade, 
We're not afraid— 
We'd do the same again ! 
6. Said Mus. Gamp to Betsy Paic, 
‘“‘ Suppose of gin you have a swig! 
Said Betsy Pric to Sarrgsy Gamp, 
‘*T will—but don’t my sperrit damp!” 
7- When that young standard-bearing ass 
Dared glacier—avalanche—crevasse, 
In that absurd and headstrong manner, 
He carried this upon his banner. 
So.ivTion or Acrostic No. 189. — Annwal Season: Acrostics, Nar- 
rative, Neta (Bene), Umpires, Allegro, Limn. 
SOLUTIONS OF Acrostic No. 139, reckivep Oct, 26th.—None correct. 











Pumps! 

Wuat ever are “petroleum pumps’’? Just see this :— 

The organizers of the barricades in Paris, amongst other means of defence, 
have prepared petroleum pumps. 
Are they pumps to dance in? The dance would clearly be a Danee of 
Death. If they are simply engines for throwing petroleum they 
would prove as destructive to the pumper as the pumped-on! Surely 
this Kilkenny Catapult cannot be seriously contemplated. 








Quite Out of Place. 
Ar an entertainment given at the West-end, in aidof the Fund for 
'the Sick and Wounded, we remarked that the piano, kindly lent for 
| the occasion, had a patent “ check action.” 





_ it’s a come-part !-meant. 


tt 


Whur is a dunning letter like a part of a railway carriage? Because 
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AT A PINCH. 


THE WAR IN CHINA. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Srrn,—Last week I visited a celebrated medium, with a view to 
discovering something about the war. By which of course I mean the 
Franco-Prussian ditto. I should mention that I am in the tea line, ; 
and that our two and fourpenny mixture is considered a triumph. I merely whistle to express 3 

A doubt how trustworthy the tale is ;? 


Wuewn I from Paris papers learn 

The lady who was good enough to undertake my mediumistic y 
| In fact I take it, I confess, 
| 


Such victories France will soon be gaining, 
No single Prussian will return 
To tell the tale of the campaigning ; 


enlightenment takes six cups of our 2s. 4d, regularly every evening. ; 
I went to see her as per agreement; and when the tables began Cam grano salis. 

reeling about in a manner in which had it not been our own two and Not that I wish to cast a slur 

fourpenny I should have said was at least inebriated; I put the Upon the press, for that were treason : 

question, as to how “the war in which I felt so deep an interest was But things are cooked up, I aver, 

With too much “ season.” 


progressing.” 
At once there was a loud rapping, which somehow seemed to remind For with Count Bismarck for a cook 
me of the tin-foil in which our best teas are enveloped. Then came Paris has condiment exalted ; 


How can you blame me if I look 


sloe music, which immediately recalled our two and fourpenny. 
On it as-saulted ! 


Next a spirit—supposed to have been that of Commissioner Lin— 
rapped-out a message—* How's your mother? and how’s your High- 
son ?’’ Our highest son I may remark is a girl—only child and only | 
two feet two in her perambulator. But no matter: I was next seized A Warning to the Tender-Hearted. 
with a peculiar trembling in my right hand, which I found straying | [yy merciful man is merciful to his beast; but we cannot see that 
= Sey etn ce ee oe | he ‘is under any necessity to extend the consideration to his train :— 
of my right hand becoming stronger, I Paid it on the table, and found | ,,, oe See pene: at Hampton railway station, after hurry- 
- 7 =e be a bole on a This should be a warning to the benevolent. The saving of trains 
Europeans and Celestials, reports of which will probably reach you in | £Fo™ heart-disease is a laudable object so long asa man doesn’t run 
some weeks’ time: for of course while Scottish Divines pretend to | - Siac ek, icc sae ‘ Soo go tks phe 
peopheny, 1 eee no zenton way 5 onl = net deal in arene events. | that when he gets to the station he may “catch it.’””, The Americans 

Yours, &c., T. DEELER. / are far more sensible in these matters. So far from trying to save 
trains from heart-disease, they positively express their satisfaction at 
| observing that those on the Pacific Railway exhibit Pullman*-ary 
| symptoms. . 
A Surprise ror Seamen.—The Start Light. 
Tue Tga-KeTTLe Sincs.—When may you expect your morning 





Face to Face! 


Man is but clay,—’tis plain to hastiest viewers, 
Who simply look into my mug—or ewers! 





Troubled Waters. modicum of coffee to do likewise? When it’s going to biggin. 
Gzoncs Francis TRAIN is 8 ing to save the Republic, d “ preserve | * For the enlightenm nt of the uninitiated we ht to explain that the Pur IMLAN 
- =, . > ’” , . . . en. a oug "LI MANe 
the sinking ship of state.’’ It’s not to be done by throwing “Oi | cars are a sort of Spiers and Pond, Smith and Sons, and the Charing Cross Hote! 


on the waters. | (the last, with the addition of civility and comfort) rolled into one. 
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OUR POST-ALL CARD. eens 





Not from a third-floor 





OLS 


Fenran “ Ambulance Corps” have fallen out. 
window, we regret to say.=George Francis Train lande ille 
‘‘save the Republic.’”? Ought to begin at Seedals “kale - 
self.—Siege of Metz at an end. Germans the boys to stick to their 
Bazaine-ness.—England, on behalf of other powers, trying to arran e for z 
peace. Almost time, for not only are the Prussians before Paris, but : 
worse !—Trair is at Marseilles = More baby-farming in Camberwell Ate 
)| tempt to impose on a husband-man. ~Blue-bottle found in our office, - Pre- 
)| tended it was a hornet; but as it only smeared instead of stinging, it was 

| gent about its buzziness.— Postmaster General says it’s a libel to say letter- 
carriers are dissatisfied. Think we heard something of the sort about the 
niggers ‘‘down south” before the Emancipation of the Blacks.=More 
Government balloons from Paris. No want of ‘* gas” in that ‘Govern- 
ment !—Original perpetrator of the ‘ For-Lorne”’ joke committed suicide 
Vacancy on Figaro staff. There is generally a good deal of it there. — 
Count Bismarck explains that he accused Dr. Russell of telling fibs in a 
Pickwickian sense only, Very satisfactory !—Mr. Baxter Langley stands 
for Colchester; urging that he “sacrificed himself” by withdrawing at 
Greenwich in favour of Gladstone. Wants the golden eggs after killing the 
gouse.—Indignant Virtue quite delighted at the stop put on the naughtiness 
at the Alhambra. How did Virtue know it was naughty? Must have been 
to see !=Labour Representation League Meeting. “ Bickerings, unruly in- 
terruptions, personalities, suspicions, ill-temper.” Representation in that 
| League evidently involves some labour. 
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PRESERVING AND PICKLING. 


| 
{ 
| 
Tuts world’s all ups and downs— 
Best face its troubles boldly ; 

For Fortune smiles and frowns, 
Bows hotly and blows coldly ; 
Now friend she brings—now foe— 

With variation fickle. 
Keep count of all you owe— 

And put a rod in pickle. 


When people treat you ill— 

| It’s wise to grin and bear it; 

If luck forsakes you, still 
Protest that you can spare it. 

Liugh loudly—ne’er look glum, 
Or let the tears down-trickle , 

Your turn some day may come, 
So keep a rod in pickle. 


ee 


Your work small profit yields ; 
To simplify my meaning, 

Not yours to reap the fields— 
You only get the gleaning! 

Tuve patience—to your gripe 

Some day may come the sickle— 

So, when that harvest’s ripe, 
You'll have a rod in pickle. 


You've had your share of blows, 
Of buffets, and of tumbles! 
’Tis thus the battle goes, 
The wise man never grumbles! 
But when his turn comes round, 
Who'll blame him if he stickle 
To have a reckoning sound ? 
| So keep a rod in pickle. 
' 
} 


To wish to see all those 
Who've harmed you in a pond duckt, 
Of course, as one well knows, 
Ts most unchristian conduct: 
| I'd like to see the man 
That doesn't want to tickle 
His foes backs, when he can— 


} So keep a rod in pickle! 
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Equitable ! 


We don’t call lawyers names! We have too much respect for them 


but, look here :— 


To EQUITY BARRISTERS.—A young member of the Bar, who has been in good 
in good practice, during the lone 


chambers, would be glad to devil tor 4 mani 
Vacation.— Chancery-line. 


_.We mean the nom d 
Own”’ ! 





| 
| OTE FUTURE IN rus.’”’—Bricks and Mortar, we fear. 
i 
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FUN. 
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When parties talk in such a way, surely it is justifying the ni k no, 
guerre given to a certain rifle corps, “ The Devil's 


| Cuss; B. F. W., Kingsland: W. W.: Janus: 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


_Arvencle and Other (so the author modestly calls them) Poems 
(Lonoans AND Co, Paternoster Row) is a neatly turned-out volume 
of inferior verse. The lady who writes them has a facility for writing 
| glib nonsense. The first page on which we open shows us as rhyme— 
Lest the watcher chance to hear; 
From a dim sick chamber here. 
Which is of the Rose Matilda school of poetry. But the next verse 
a = a wonderful bit of incomprehensible and ungrammatical 
ruodvish— 


To wait while the pitiless world takes leave 
To o’erlook or e’en refuse 
Her meed to the muse; who would fain believe 
And hope, till hor trust she rues, 
Insmiles that, capricious, so oft deceive, 
’T were better ne’er win, than lose. 
We overlook the non-rhyme of the first and third lines, to ask what 
the whole means? How can “the pitiless world o’erlook her meed to 
the muse‘’’ And what is the Enzlish of the last line ? where “ win” 
and “lose ’’ being necessarily the intransitive verbs, and “ ne'er win "’ 
consequently being the same as “to lose” we are told it is “ better to 
lose than lose.”’ 

Satisfied with this first page, we have done little more than glanc» 
at the rest. There is a good deal of piety, amiability, and a certain 
sort of facility in the book, but no poetry that we can discover. 

Best of Everythinz, hiving run its appointed career as a monthly, is 
now published in a single volume, neatly bound; and a most handy 
book of reference on all imaginable subjects it will prove. Among 
other things it gives us the derivation of the long-mysterious 
“‘Ozokerit ’—from ozo to smell, and ‘eros, wax, so that the proper 
pronunciation would seem to be ‘ Oz keerit.”’ 

Bones (Cuane, Paternoster Row) is a collection of anecdotes and 
jokes, of varying merit, derived from all kinds of sources new and 
old. 

The Shakespeare Almavack doos not seem quite so carefully compiled 
as its predecessors. We long hunted it through in vain for an 
explanation of the sm ll figures in parentheses after some of the events ; 
when we found it it was unsatisfactory. There is astrange error abo! 
the dates of 25rd May and 29th of November, too. Some of the 
quotations, however, are very apt. 





Epigram. 
Poets, who praise North-Easters above all, 
Will winter ‘* Honest Winter ’’ doubtless call! 
Honest indeed! Why winter's no such thing, 
Does it not often steal a March from Spring. 


Guswers to Correspondents. 





| We cannot return unucerpted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom: 
panied by a stamped and airected envelope, and we do not hald ourselves 
responsible for oss.) 

ApoTHECARY'S Boy.—If you had had a better opportunity of learnine 
Latin than from the drawers and bottles in your master’s shop, you woul! 
know that nt/ admiruri doves not mean “nothing to admire,”’ but “to | 
astonished at nothinz.’’ ‘he best English for it in the Epistle is the slan- 
‘‘don‘t be death on anything.”’ 

More *ForLoRNE”’ PuNnsters!—L°ok here! Master Augustus 
Tompkins, the intelligent lad, who opens and sorts our editorial correspon- 


- 


dence is threatened with softening of the brain (medical certificates to ! 
al 


his epidce 


seen on application) in consequence of the severity with which thi ( 
mic has set in. If he’s laid up, one of you will have to come and do his 
work for him. You'll be safe—yeu've nothing to soften. 

A Cuss.—But our office is not a receipt of Cuss-tom. . 

QuERIST.—To judge from the hand you write, we should say your wrist 
must be queer. Your question must remain unanswered, it “ comes in 
such a questionable shape "’ that we've had to give it up. _ 

AN ADMIRER.—“ The Bab Ballads’’ are published at one shil'ing, by 
Messrs. Routledge, Broadway, Ludgate Hill. 

LOMBARD-STREET.—The handwriting of ‘ The 
Drought”’ is strangely familiar! Whose is it ¢ 

X1iT.—We thought you had made a fina! X-it, it’s so long since we heard 
from you. But they won't do! so you don’t get your entrance 

PiGTROUGH.—You' ve put your foot init. But that’s your way. 

Lex —Done already—and shall we say better : 

Declined with thanis:—W. T.; M. H.B,, Shiply; Invenis, Edinburgh ; 
W. T. G., Old Ként-road; H.S,L. B.; W. P., Kilburn; KR. A., Liver- 
pool; Y., Cheltenham, L., Almorah-road ; C. E., Pirnlic »; D S., Leeds ; 
B. D.; G., Ely Place; A Country Scribe; The Lady of the Period; W., 
Fenchurch-street ; F., Uttoxeter; C. Exeter Coll:; J.N., Manchester ; 
P., Clevedon; Toodles; A Chip in Porridge; M. 8., Durham; W., Lime- 
rick; H. F., Bromptun-road : r; E.J. O.; Pussie; 1 
Theodore; C., Islington ; 
A Clerk: G. P. O.; Number Nip; Chiflin, D.R., Dalston; B., Liverpoul ; 
R. T. M.; S. Leeds. 
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WORDS TO THAT EFFECT. | 
Old Gentleman :—“ VERY PLEASANT TRAVELLING ON THE GREAT WESTERN LINE.” | 
Old Lady :—“ Yes; so lururient, AND THESE CARRIAGES DON’T ossify LIKE them OTHERS.” | 
Let the worst come, keep your face to the foe ¥ 
AN OLD MAXIM. | Mount like an Indian Brave on the pyre: | 
Fortune's a jade, who, her time to beguile, So at the worst you will prove you can go 
Buffets and bangs us poor mortals about. | “Out of the frying-pan into the fire. | 
Take my advice, which is—bear it and smile, | ccitailalsiciamition |! 
Useless, my friend, ‘neath the cudgel to shout. ° . | t 
Patiently suffer the bitterest blow, | A Straight Tip. i 
All your complaints will but heighten her ire, Txe latest news from Springmed-le-beau—nonsense! we mean é 
You'd be worse off if you happened to go | Shrewsbury—is that f 
“ Out of the frying-pan into the fire!”’ A petition was filed on Monday against the return of Mr. Douglas Straight for ( 
rying-p 













Trae, it is hard to exist in a land 
Where the supply of demand’s in excess. 
Where, while brain’s ready, and willing is hand, 
Work seems, alas, growing every day less. 
Still is it better, I'm anxious to know, 
Over the sea to go seeking for hire P 
What if you chance, among strangers, to go 
“ Out of the frying-pan into the fire.”’ 


Keep up your courage—whatever your lot ! 
Fight till the last—never think of the odds. 
Just stick to, er—be never forgot 
~Esor's old tale of the bundle of rods. 


ou = ————————— 


Tue Sraxparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s | 
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! 
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the borough of Shrewsbury. The petition alleges bribery. 
That is as much as to say that those who brought forward SrraicHT 
have not been straight-forward. 





NOTICE.—Now Reavy, with an inereased number of Illustra- 
tions, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 
by the DatzreL Brotuers, price One Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


| On the 7th November, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely Illustrated 


than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the DatzteL 
Brotuers, price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 
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MornNInG ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870 :—“It has claims on all | 


Catalogue, says :—‘ The practical information furnished is very in- | persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- | 

teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this | tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 

useful little work.” additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price | 
Covurr Journal, 19th March, 1870:—* Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- | beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
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smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 

catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.”’ 
Unrrep Service Gazetre, 9th April, 1870 :—*“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
sat predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines | 

fserature with handy-work, and publishes books 

specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 











ing his precious | cellence of the printing, pape 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: November 5, 1870, 


ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ”’ 
Pvsiic Opinion, 16th April, 1870 :—“ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
r, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 
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IN THE PAPERS. 


} 
Tus Psalmist, who being a king, by the way, | 
Must have known in what matters a Court errs, | 
Said ‘all men are °—what, I may venture to say, 
Is plain English for “‘ fancy reporters.” 
So—however absurd are the things that you do— 
Never urge in excuse for your capers, 
“They do itabroad! Oh, I know that it’s true, 
For I saw it myself in the papers.” 


The Emperor's clearly in league with Bazarr, 
And Kine WIM is with them conspiring : 
And the hope to restore an Imperial reign 
Keeps Von Motrke his mortars from firing : 
That’s why no balloons are sent up to pursue 
GamBgTra and other escapers, 
“Of course it’s a fact, and I know that it’s true, 
For I read it myself in the papers!” | 


And Paris! it ne’er by assault can be ta’en, 
By siege, or bombardment, or famine ; 
It’s perfectly safe and secure, as is plain, 
If you only the matter examine! | 
It’s victualled enough for the whole winter through, | 
Though the mouths that are useless turn gapers : | 
“You doubt it ? Come, come! Why I know that it’s true, 
For I saw it myself in the papers.”’ 


Alas, that from truth men should wilfully stray 
_ Through the quicksands of fable and fietion : 
_ Alas, that its writers, oh fie, are au fait 
In inventive deseriptions of diction. 
Alas, that all journals must seem to our view, 
Jack-o'-lanterns instead of wax-tapers, 
That make one admit, ‘‘ Well, it cannot be true, 
For I read it myself in the papers.” 


_ Sotake my advice! Don’t believe what you see 

| _ In the columns of any diurnals ; 

| For, as Davin said, “all men are’’—fitted to be 

| _ “Qur own specials’’ for various journals. 

| Of libels, and scandals, and shams not a few, | 
| _ So many are scavenging scrapers, 
| 

| 


That in ; i ; on ‘ 
order to know that a thing is not true, Crossing-Sweeper :-—‘* My nweye, Part! Torar’s Gor 
AIN'T ’E?”’ 


You should see it yourself in the papers! 








NO JOKE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
| 
| 


Sir,— Sane people believe that the greater contains the less: not so | 
the Directors of the North Kent Railway. Fora third-class return | 
ticket to Greenhithe, twenty miles distant from London, I am mulcted | 

| IMthe sum of 2s. 6d. The return fare by the same train to Graves- | 
end, four miles farther distant, would be 1s. 6d. I beg to suggest that | 
for all railway purposes the former station should be known as Cha- | 
Grin-hithe, and remain, sir, yours, on a line, | 
A Poor Man. | 





Poetry for Hiiffer! 


| Some idiot sends us this :— 
os Dr. Franz Hiiffer is writing a series of critical articles on living English peets, 
in the Erganzungsblatter, a quarterly review of large circulation in Germany. 


And then he wants to know whether the Doctor’s papers won't be 
| 
| 


Hiiffer-luting! If that idiot will only call on us, we'll present him 
with a qualification for free admission to Guy's Hospital ! 





——— 
Another Old Saw Re-set. | 
Rv Ovr GOURMAND. | 


Ir is said that “ good wine needs no bush.’” Beg your pardon! Try | 


| 
j 


an olive, neatly enfolded in a filet of anchovy with a dash of cayenne, | on 


and you won’t say your wine is in no need of a bonne bouche. 





The Same Only Different. . | 
Ovr friend Speller the other day saw the inscription “ United we | 
‘onquer.” He was so struck with the want of orthography, that he 
| altered it himself. ‘Of course,” he said, “it means ‘united, we concur, 
| that's it!” 
: Cock-Sure. 
| Wuence does a cock learn the time to sound “his shrill clarion ”’ 
_ #rom his crow-nometer. 
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FROM THE SEAT OF WAR. 


IT ’OT THIS TIMB 


MAKING LIGHT OF IT. 


Tue world’s a dreary place enough— 
So sage and poet both declare, 
Ah, well! The road perchance is rough, 
Thick soles, friend, are ‘“‘ your only wear 
Trudge on, and keep a merry heart, 
Whatever care or strife betide, 
You'll find it still the wisest part, 
To look upon the sunny side. 


Perchance it rains—well, let it pour! 
Look on ahead! The sky is clear 
To windward ; and for evermore 
It can’t keep raining over here. 
Umbrellas may be good, but still 
Much better far are courage tried, 
And patience, and a stedfast will 
To look upon the sunny side! 


A Hard Case. 

Poor Snvuppin has got into difficulties with the Inland Revenue. 
They have threatened him with proceedings for not taking out a dog- 
license. He declares he doesn’t keep adog. They say his nose is a 
g. We don’t know what will turn up next! 


Dog and Catacomb. 

Mrs. Praramop, who is rather fond of fine phrases, told her servant 
the other day to give the dog his bones in the Catacombs. Ona 
friend's enquiring her meaning, she said *“* Why, the skullery, of course, 
—same thing, ain’tit?” | 7 

A Classical Question. 

Wuart is the meaning of “in quod?” Is it to be derived from 

(QJuw-er Street ? 
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signs the treaty of peace in the Tuileries. 


Whatever difference of opinion may exist on the German side as to 
the mode of making Paris open its doors, there is but one opinion as 


to the fact that the doors must open; and if diplomacy finds it useless 
to ply the knocker and pull the bell, Von Morrke’s mortars will 
doubtless hammer at the panels until the gate is forced. 


———  ————_——— 
CRUEL KINDNESS. 


Tur Prixce or Wares, we are glad to see, is a constant patron of 
the Drama—as his Royal mother was before him—and a frequent 
visitor at the theatres. But his Royal Highness has reason to thank 
his Royal stars that he is not a dramatic critic, and that consequently 
he is at liberty to say to the principal performers at the theatres which 
he visits the kindly and pleasant words which his good-nature rather 

| than his judgment suggests. What a ‘pity it is that the proverbial 
! vanity of the profession prevents actors and actresses from seeing this 
obvious fact! To utilise such mere conventional compliments into 
advertising puffs is to be guilty not only of bad taste, but of idiocy. 
When “ the British public” read that the Prince or Waters “ per- 
sonally expressed,” &c., pee | learn to respect his Royal Highness’s 
easy good nature ; but they decline to accept its utterance as conclu- 
sive evidence that mouthing, ranting, and attitudinising constitute 
good acting. 





Fur from it! 
Don’t let this annouficement go further :— 
As one means of defying the cold, sixty-thousand furs have been ordered to be 
collected for the Paris army. 
Poor Paris! See the results of a fur-rin’ invasion! And yet the 
a gaid all along that they would make the Prussians look 
& eepis . 


A Hedge School. 
Time: Passing of Land Tenure Act. 
Dominiz :—“ Faith, thin, Mike Macvuire, give us that line in 
Varoir—and do it in varse, me boy!” 
Mike :—* O fortunatos 

Growers of ‘tatoes, 
Sua si bona norint 
That they've not to pay more rint.”’ 


Women and Swimmin’. 
Aw American paper says :— 
A traitorous woman avows the belief that if all the men were in one country, and 
| all the women in another, with a big river between them, lots of poor women would 
be drowned. 
A brute of a bachelor adds that the men would be more likely to “ get 
over ’’ that calamity than the river. 





A Feast. 


Tux gentleman who commenced the repast by eating his own words, 
followed it up by partaking of humble pie, swallowed an insult 
immediately after, and got his desert at the end. 


No Laughing Matter. 
We hear from New Zealand that the Hau Haus have risen. We 


are not surprised, as their very mame would seem to denote that they 
are risible people. 


Gorgeous Scenery. 
ALDERMAN PHATGREEN says it’s all very well to talk about the 


beautiful valleys you see in Switzerland; but he’s met with so 
splendid gorges in the City. sua 





Odd! 
A CONTEMPORARY advertises “important letters par ballon monté.” 
How many could advertise contributions per t@te montée! But somehow 
they don't. 





Little and Big. 


= is a curious fact that Big-otry is too often the sign of a Little 
mind. 


HERE is not the least mistake on one point—the Prussians mean 
T to go into Paris before they go back to Berlin; and the deter- 
é: . mination is a wise one. People who with an army at their gates 

still talk about Paris being unassailable, would never believe 
otherwise than that Prussia retired defeated, unless Kino WILLIAM 










THE GREAT PANJANDRUM. 


there was, 
fife, and drum ; 
vigour: becos 


mighty Panjandrum, 


bones and lutes 


heels of his boots. 


by reels ; 

in the Lancers : 

than for heels, 

prince of the prancers, 
coronet’s grant owe 


Coranto. 


and sole, 
together ; 
mark on the whole 
repairing with leather ; 
7 

And heeling con-soling costs many an obo/um. 
So the people were taxed in the usual way, 

And murmured, and grumbled, and wrote to the papers, 
And vowed they ought not to be called on to pay 

(Though they do as a rule) for his Majesty's capeis ; 


Yet what for rebellion could make people riper, 
Than paying the cobbler as well as the piper? 
At last all the nation rose up in a crowd, 
Besieging the palace, determined to work a 
Reform in the government, crying aloud 


** Down—down with quadrilles!”’ and “ @ bas la Mazurka!” 


So the Ministers vowed, when they saw these plebeian ones, 
T'was time to take steps—but not Terpsichorean ones ! 


They hurried at once in alarm to the king, 

(Who, ignorant quite of the popular rising, 
Was deeply engaged in a new Highland fling) 

And acquainted him straight with their tidings surprising, 
‘My people rebelling! You cowards, pray, hang go ! 
They'll be quiet on seeing me dance a fandango!”’ 


He tried the fandango, but learnt pretty soon 
His figures but little were suited to please ’em. 
They showed no respect for the gay rigadoon, 
And even a saraband failed to appease ’em ! 
“Well, indeed!” said the monarch, with growinz displeasur: 
“Tf dancing won't suit ’em we'll try a hard measure !”’ 


But, alas, all the Court were a muddle-brained lot, 
On them his dependence proved utterly false was ! 
The Premier knew nothing beyond the gavotte ; 
The Commander-in-Chief only good at a valse was, 
And the great Lord High Admiral only a hero 
At dancing a hornpipe, or jig, or bolero! 


So the King lost his throne—and I’ve heard that he said 
He deserved what he got (the confession was humble), 
For letting his feet run too much in his head, 
Which he felt was a sure way of getting a tumble. 
So this moral the reader expected to feel is, 
“There much difference 'twixt the ideal and reel is !”’ 


Proverbial Philosophy. 


penepeaneiabieinmmmes, 
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And though Turrrrs archaic 


There is nought can compare for 


N times long ago, once a monarch 
Who loved organ, clarinet, fiddle, 
And danced to them always with 
You see that this king was th 
Who would caper to music of trom- 


Till the gunpowder ran from the 


His Prime Ministers rose into offic 
His Generals all won their spurs 
His Court was less noted for heads 
And his Master of Horse was the 
While each of his peers did his 


To being well-skilled in the graceful 


But dancing will wear out both body 
If strictly pursued for a long time 


re- 


Still when shoes are worn-out folks 
for nothing won't cobble ’um, 


Sort words butter no parsnips: and hard words won't hoe 
turnips. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tur Adelphi and the Opera Comique have between them done whit 
failing eyesight, decadent grinders, and a bald head failed to a. 
They have convinced us that we are growing old—but with the 
unsatisfactory addendum that other people are not. Yet we cannot 
find it in our heart to complain that Time, whose scythe has go cropped 
our hyacinthine locks, his had the good taste to hold aloof hoe 
DesazeT and a CeLestE. The ever-Green Bushes is not quite as wood 
a drama as we believed it to be when we saw it in the year ie 

| doesn’t like to say what: and though Messrs. Witmor and Rover 

| do their best, they are not Beprorp and Wauicur. Still we are 
leased to note that the public comes “in its thousands” to see the 
old piece and support an old favourite. Mrs. Metron plays Meg 
charmingly—quite in her first style: but we do wish Mr. Asutey 
would not roll his eyes about so much, and that Mr. Butuincron’s 
expression of grief were not 8o like stomachache. 

(he Opera Comique is, we are inclined to think, an infraction of 
neutrality, against which France might fairly protest; for we are 
decidedly profiting by the siege of Paris, when we have so admirable 
a company and Mapame Desazgr; indeed, the hope of retaining them 
almost prompts a wish that the negotiations for an armistice may full 
through ! 

Those two successful pieces, The Great City and Peep 0’ Day, have for 
some weeks been attracting numbers to the Princess’s Theatre, and 
theatre-goers who like sensation, and plenty of it, could hardly require 
amore tempting bill of fare. In both dramas the characters are ex- 
tremely well played, and where all is good it is hard to single out any 
individual for particular praise ; yet we should be ill satisfied were we 
to pass over the part of Mary Grace in Peep o’ Day, which is very 
artistically rendered by Miss Lennox Grey. : 

The Holborn Amphitheatre deserves all the encouragement it gets 
and more. It isa treat for the youngsters, which the oldsters enjoy 
thoroughly, while they pretend to go in the interests of the children. 
As for the elephant—it’s clever enough to edit the Quarterly Review. 


Need we say more ? 



































Beats All! 


WE can’t quite accept this: — 

A Waterford paper narrates a singular escape frem death on the part of atlittle 
boy aged 7 years. The child’s mother was about to whip him for some fault. He 
rushed to the window, two storeys high, and jumped out, and a passing constabie 


caught the chi'd in his arms. Sco 
We should say the passing constable must have been a surpassing 
constable, and we doubt whether the child would not have preferred 
the chance of catching it in the room to the chance of some one 


catching him in the streets. 


‘¢ Brieuc! Brieuc! Brieuc!”? 
WE learn that— 


M. Charles La Maout, apothecary at St. Brieuc, in France, has published some in- 
teresting observations on the influence of artillery-firing upon the fall of rain and 
the force of the wind. During the siege of Sebastopol, soon after the firing com- 
menced, the sky became ubscured with clouds, and a fine rain began to fall. 

All right! We shall be delighted if this is true, and we are enabled 
to secure showers when we want them; only after reading Lamn’s 
story about roast pork, we can’t help hoping that, just as if 1s un- 
necessary to burn a house down to secure roast sucking pig, it will not 
be considered indispensable to bombard a city to ensure soft water. 
It’s odd though that the artillery firing in this war has put an end to 
one reign—the Imperial—but M. La Maovt can perhaps explain the 


apparent contradiction. 





A Remonstrance. 
“¢ Wuo makes a pun,” 80 JoHNSON spoke, 
“© Would pockets pick.” Oh, sage too glib, 
Because a fellow cracks a joke, 
It follows not he'll crack a crib. 
Of airy diction why so chary, 
Thou author of a dictionary ° 





Gulls and Gullets. | 

_ We see from a local paper that Shrewsbury boasts of a conservative 

| Institution entitled ‘The Gullet Club.” It consists, we presume, of 
such inhabitants as possess swallows capacious enough to accommodate 
the wonderful statements of the Tory members at the Club dinner: 





Literary Note. 


Mr. Disrari1 has prefaced a new edition of his novels with a? 
Apologia, describing the origin, aims, and meanings of these novels. 


It bids fair to be his most’popular fiction. 


te 





| A Worp axp A Brow.—Answering in a crack! 











applying to Mr. —— 16, 
date will be prosecuted. 


thought it fairer to reward the person who gave the information. 


cute the dog for being found in any one’s possession ? 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 192. 


Two notables in different ages born 

The English capital this month adorn. 

One in the House of Parliament found place ; 
The other doth a Civic Mansion grace. 

The force of Satire could no further go 

Than granting each of them an annual show. 


1. In spite of Bumbledom's cheese-paring scrapers, 
Less fit for paupers ‘tis, say I, than papers, 
For even folks of unfastidious taste 
May fairly stick, when they are offered paste. 
2.“ I’m undone!”’ cried a traveller, whom brigands had seized, 
And pluadered, and tied to a tree. 
His comp inion in trouble cried out, “I'm so pleased : 
Pray, confer the same favour on me!” 


3. Days of this kind (a bard instils 
The maxim true and wise) 
Illume the route of imbeciles 
To flocculent demise. 
4. Bye, bye, oh, sheep ! 
Pray go to sleep, 
To shelter now you're guided. 
In this you've a pull, 
That with natural wool 
Matresses you're provided ! 

4. Take, rifleman, your powder, and likewise take your ball, 
And take besides, [ beg of you, percussion caps and all; 
And when you've taken all of these, and at the range begin, 
There’s one thing more that you must take if you intend to win. 

6. The rival of a duchess ; off the track 
You'll not go far, if you try often-back. 
7. The cipher, written on a postal card, 
If you have this, to render is not hard. 
8. To think that we should spend but half our pennies on 
The theme which long ago inspired a Tennyson, 


9. A limb of the law, 
Who's regarded with awe, 
Like the giant who scared folks with Fe, fum, and faw! 


SoLution oF Acrostic No. 190.—Balloon, Carrier: Bishopric 


Aurora, Lawyer, Liver, Orefici, Olive, Nestor. 


Correct SoLuTiIons oF Acrostic No. 190.—Timothy and Co.;: BD. E. H.; Two 


Cross Sticks; Ocelot; Ruby’s Ghost; Tootletumps; P.M. H.; Nemys Bay ; Juno; 
Pentonville Chump ; Harrington-street : Chillingowullabadorie. 


Dog English. 
We have heard of dog-Latin. The English of the following 


advertisement seems to be of a canine nature :— 
(FSEYHOUND Dog (fawn) Stolen, 26th inst., from 8 





. Answersto “ Jock.” 


Any information regarding the guilty party will be rewarded on 


Broken tail. ' ; 
Street. If found in possession of any person after this 





Information, like virtue, will be its own reward; we should have 
But 


Mr. —— seems to have wild ideas of justice, or why should he prose- 
We should 


have thought he would punish the person in unlawful possession of 
the dog! 
T’other Side. 
THERE are always two sides to a question. 
stance anyhow :— 
Some genius posted a letter tothe Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, on the Ist of April, 
in which the only words were “ April Fool.” Mr. Beeeher retorts, ‘I have heard 


of men who wrote letters and forgot to sign their name, but never before met a 
case in which a man signed his name and forgot to write the letter.” 


Come, come, Mr. Bercuer, we think the case is stranger still! 
Wasn’t it a letter that was addressed inside instead of out, and yet 
reached its destination ? 


There are in this in- 


Mouchard ! 


A recent police case has revealed the fact that 
other people’s liquor uninvited are “‘ mouchards.”’ 
Mr. Tennyson intends to assert that Cupid is a “ mouchard.” 
doesn’t why does he say in Locksley Hall that— 

Love took up the glass of Time 
And turned it in his glowing hands. 


Of course after applying it to his rosy mouth! 


or who drink 
Ve pre sume that 
If he 
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| directly I told him that the season was done. 
| in them but they’re very pretty. 


Will he hold more than a car-boy 
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bookmak 
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SPORTING NOTES AND AN TICIPATIONS. 


My Dear Sir,—Allow me to inform you that the r 
1870 is un fait accompli, which translated into 
| means that steeplechasing has begun. 


acing season of 
tae o i English 
at my sudden avowal of classic lore, I will tell oo hea Stee 
acquainted with foreign tongues, an acquaintance of which I in 
proud, and for which I am justly celebrated among my own personal 
private, sporting and general friends. About the time of my Rea 
desire to become a scholar of fame, a tobacconist opened his shins next 
door to my lodgings, and tried to court favour by placing a tot of 
| gasin the doorway with the inscription round it “ Pro Bono Pimlico - 
I was not long in discovering that this was French for “ please take a 
light,” and using this sentence as a nucleus, I in time arrived at my 
present eminence. That I have not wasted any opportunities you oa 
see by my opening sentence. About this time of year you will in the 
sporting papers meet with numerous statements to the effect that the 
curtain has fallen. I have in answer to this but to say that I 
travelled to “ head quarters” in the Cambridgeshire week on purpose 
to see the operation, but the only curtain I saw was the ouiade of 
night, which mingling with the aurora borealis presented a sight to 
the bookmaker standing nearest me which caused him to say “ Two 
ponies to one it ain't fireworks.” And at this price his book was soon 
I used to know a boy once—at least I know him now only he’s 
grown to be a man—who had a very high forehead, and a great deal 
was expected of him in the way of learning. Somehow or other he 
didn’t at all come up to the ex)cctations of his friends, who grumbled 
at the schoolmaster very much indeed. Well, while engaged in 
writing the foregoing paragraph I just had a message to say that it 
wasn't # high forehead at all, but water on the brain, which has been 
cut out, and itis all right now. But this boy—or man as he is now— 
writes beautiful verses, only he always will write on subjects he don’t 
understand. Here’s a lot he did in bed under the doctor's hands 
. ‘ baer ys ae point 
ou see, if he’d said all I told him 
it wouldn’t have come in the lines. 


The season for racing, so I have been told, 
Has its limits, though backers would like 

To continue their punting ; yet oft they'd be sold 
By the wet and the weather, which strike 


Right home to the feelings of those who most stand 
On the horse of their choice — not the field, 

If the Club which reigns over the book-making band 
Did to fatuous iatalists yield. 

For the small betting man is an object quite sad, 
E’en when summer’s bright glances obtain— 

His coat is so napless, his hat is so bad, 
That winter'd but double his pain. 


Far better it is that at work he should stay 
Till sweet smiling spring comes again, 

When attending the lists he'll once more “play or pay’ 
Oh, the latter’s to me ‘gainst the grain. 

Say, Bruce, the humane, can’t you lend us your aid 
To put down these oddlaying sinners ? 

Come, HenpExrson, raise a detective brigade 
With souls above cooks and cold dinners : 

And, perhaps, we shall presently all be quite good, 
For betting’s the root of all badness ; 

And the grass will grow green where the pencillers stood 
And gave vent to their sorrow or gladness. 


T'wo or three to whom I have shown the above say my friend had 
better go under another operation, but that’s only envy. He backed 





| 





One of my tips for half-a-crown once and has been very full against | 


: ers ever since. However, there are the lines, and if you like 
to give a bit more for them than you generally spring for poetry 
y’re yours. You need not reply, insertion will tell me if my 


Proposition is accepted, and, in the meantime, I am yours obediently, 


AUGBSPUR. 
P.S.—I had forgotten my “anticipations.”” Should everything go 


Well and prosper with the turf, I anticipate that racing will again be 
heard of next year. 








A Worm Will Turn. 
Tavez: and when it happens to be the worm of « corkscrew it’s apt 


to turn a great deal too often. 


That’s the P’int! 
A Lonpon drayman is said to be able to carry a good deal of liquor. 


There is always, b th in politics and Literature, the Tace of the Dennises, 
‘ : wr _" y + . hoe 72% if - , 
| Oldmixens, a’ d the Cur.s, who flatter themselves taat, Db apree $08 y ib 
| eome f t t + taey have a chanc? OG descending 
some emirent personuge Of thar tite baey have a | di ad 
posterity; but, so far as I a concerned, they have always been d sappoiat 
7 . . : - i 4 - 
So they have always been disappointed of descending to posterity 
© . a mm .4 % bean mraA anes . 
| connection with Mr. Disrarii! That is strange to », espectally 
' j , 0° , asterity 
Mr. Diskaew! himself has not yet descended to posterity - 
Froth ! 
z ’ 
Hexe's a great fuss about nothing! 
tle with such skill that the cor 


ROUGE GAGN 
Miss Josepurse Minpicent Junia May 
When approaching (she said) twenty-six, 
Discovered her hair showing symptoms of gray— 
For it was not the colour of bricks. 
“O, how shall I manage! and what shall I do!"’ 
She exclaimed in her horror and dread: 
“T cannot dye early !—and yet it is too 
Provoking !—I wish it was red! 
“Tf it were not so dark it would never have turned 
Quite so gray as ’tis getting to be! 
The reddest of ‘ carrots’ I would not have spurned ; 
They'd have lasted till seventy-three!” 
She got the advertisement sheet of the 7tmes, 
To look out for hair washes and dyes ; 
Restorative lotions, and extract of limes ; 
And the oil of Spain’s stimulant flies. 
She fixed on a “ neat” preparation, profest 
To be harmless, and certain, and quick : 
Applied it at night—and next morning when drest, 
Her hair turned out black as—Old Nick! 
She often this wonderful stuff would apply, 
And rejoiced in its marvelious might. 
From sunshine and light she no longer need fly— 
No more shun the wax ¢ indles of night! 
Her life seem'd a new lease of youth to afford, 
But ‘twas all a delusion and snure! 
For Death hung above her like Dsmocurs’ sword, 
And depended, lixe it, on 
There was ead in the lotion - analysis said— 
She became paralytic at last ! 
And doctors assured her she soon would be dead, 
If persisting in dyeing so fast! 

Of course she was frighten'd, and quite in despair, 
And threw all of the lotion away: 
She recovered her health—and she covered her hair, 

For it now more than ever was gray! 


} ov f 
4 OAT. 


She grew melancholy, and pallid, and thin: 
And she never went out until dark : 

Wore a very thick * fall,”’ tied under 
And she hid in a brougham in the 

Some months slowly pss ] -whenon 
The address of a person whu sold 

A fluid for hair, with a high sounding name, 
An elixir which turned it to gold! 


her chin ; 
park. 

101 1ornin 
SO 


She instantly went through the process; and now 
Isa blonde of the cen dr é-est shade! 

And twines her bright tresses above her bright brow, 
With new life twisted into each braid ! 

But now take this warning, young ladies ; beware, 
Lest a sharp and experienced eye 

Sees hidden in masses of aureous hair 
What were gray was it not for the dye! 








A Little Mixed. 


x there came 


193 





° } r 13441la a, , / heer oe 
Mr. DiskakE.i in order to show how little he cares for the critics, 


refers to them in his apology in mn 
Lothair. In any ordinary person t 
indicate irritation, but then Mx. Diswacir 1s not 
Indeed he is an extraordinary person — witness tals statement : — 


An artist in Fincastle painted a copy of a beer bot 
flew out just as he was finishing lt. 
Of course when he had finished drawing t 
What else could you expect? 
nothing like as artistic as the way! 


badger. 


the 


‘+h the same style as he did in 
his recurrence to the subject w 
not an ordinary person. 


, 7 
i 


a4 


- 


anaes 


is 


he bottle, he drew the cork. 
There’s nothing very artistic in that: 
n which our dog Tough draws 
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VARIETY IS CHARMING. 


Landlord (to Tenant Farmer) :—“ WHat WINE ARE YOU TAKING, Mr. CHAWBAKIN 
Mr. C. :—“ WELL, THANKYE, SIR, I’M HAVIN’ A LITTLE OF ALL AS COMES ROUND!” 
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ATRA CURA. 


| Dark CARE behind the horseman sits, 

} And drags along beside the walker— 

Huzzars and huntsmen— clowns and “ cits ”— 
The silent sage —the brilliant talker! 

From youth to age the mortal span 





Weights and Measures. 


We wish our Legislature would copy the Americans in the matter 
of false weights and adulteration :— 
In Mississippi adulteration is punishable by an imprisonment from one year to 
five years. 
London is notorious for selling adulterated goods—and even those at 
Which bridges over Life’s swift river, short weight. Oh, for a good severe Act of Parliament on the 
Bears weighty cares to every man, question: But then that’s a measure for which we shall have to 


Of which Old Time has been the giver. wait! 
Proverbial wisdom tells us, that 


A cat has many lives; and, also, 
That even then “ Care killed a cat"! 


For the Almanack de Gotha. Important. 


_ As a slight recognition of the scrupulous care evinced by the Lorp 
Tt eomat he thie makes them miaw) eo! CHAMBERLAIN in the licensing of stage plays, we believe he will shortly 
It is not, therefore, strange that men receive the title of “‘ Monarch of Y-veto-t. 
More natural should find it, or fit, Be 
That care should kill them now and then, That be Blowed ! 


i : ; 

Who only have ene life to forfeit. Footirr, who ranks A. I. as an amateur pedestrian, finds that 
Our proper rule, no doubt, will be, tradesmen decline to give him credit—they all fear he is long- 
| If care has made the Past unpleasant, winded. 


To struggle forward manfully 
And not to let it dim the Present. 
Look forword to a Future pee rn Ir a man has carroty hair and a turnup nose with a radhis 


And try to make it glad and sunny ; complexion, must he necessarily have vegetable marrows in his 
And keep dark care quite out of sight, bones ? 
By Love, Contentment, Mirth, and—Money ! 


Instead of dark and hea’ cares, 
Surround ourselves with fair and bright ones! A party, who is always boring his acquaintance with stale jokes 
And we shall find that Time then spares should be put down as “a trite-’un among them-’e-knows.”’ 
Us only happy ones and light ones ! a ee, 


And then, when Life's fast-closing day Cut and Come Again! 


At Death's love-circled gate shall find us, . 
' Our only grief to go away Tue seat of repentance for a remorseful drunkard is of course the 


Will be the care we leave behind us! | cut-ty stool. 


Physiolegical Query. 





Proverbial Philosophy. 
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SUCCESS. 
By Ovr Srraitevxep CONTRIBUTOR. 


From earliest childhood I’ve ever been prone 

| To ponder the fortunes of people I've known 

How some seem to rise as if simply they must 

While others as constantly roll in the dust. 

And from studying each individual fate 

Of the friends that get on, the good fellows that wait 
I feel myself gently impelled to confess = 
That I lean, on the whole, to the side of success. 


I’ve been frequently told that the beauty of life 

Is the splendid arena it opens for strife, 

And the chances it gives—with the commonest luck— 
Of airing our fortitude, courage, and pluck. 

That base is the slave whom disaster can daunt— 
And noble the struggle with coldness and want— 
Are facts I’m aware of ; yet, nevertheless, 

I can’t quite acquire a contempt for success. 


They may talk of the stimulus poverty brings 

To the joyous young bard in his garret that sings, 
And of all the allurements to minstrelsy which 
That songster would miss if unluckily rich. 

But granting that hunger is better than food, 
And thirst in the abstract exceedingly good, 

And admitting the numberless charms of distress, 
I think I'd as soon have a little success. 


It seems to me rather an excellent thing 

When you think of events that the morrow may bring, 
With your hopes and your longings and fears to combine 
The absolute certainty that you will dine. 

To be equally sure that your innocent head 

Will be pillowed at night in a regular bed ; 

And to have a strong hope on the subject of dress — 

Are points that I can't overlook in success. 


And here somewhat deeper I'd plunge in the stream 
Of the moral reflections that flow from my theme: 
But fear lest I lay a presumptuous hand 

On things which I really don’t quite understand. 
Observing, however, what volumes we fill 

On matters with which our acquaintance is xi/— 
And as no human being has ever known less— 

I’m precisely the party to sing of success. 








The Right Word in the Right Place. 


A carp in the window of a public house nearer Bow-street than 
Bayswater stated that the friendly lead for a pal who had been in 
trouble was postponed—it should have read—pro-rogue'd. 





Tally-ho ! 

ProvincraL papers often report that County Court Judges condemn 
the practice, too common with the improvident poor, of buying goods 
on credit at exorbitant prices. Their remarks should be i-tally- 
cized. 





For this Occasion Only. 

THE course of true love must run smooth, The fortunate suitor for 
the hand of the Princess Lovise having been found on this side of 
the German Ocean, it can never be said of him that he’s “ crossed 
in love. 





Much the Same. 


Mr. Disraztt explains that in writing SyJi/ he was m 
He doesn’t mean Buncombe, does he 
does, it doesn’t much matter. 


uch indebted 
Because if he 


One’s Meat, Another’s Poison. 
AN illiterate man is derided for that which in the man of education 
applause— making his mark. 








Sure to Go Off. 


An eminent artillery officer is said to be engaged on a history of the 
war. It is not stated in how many volley-ums it will appear. 





Riddle for the Darkies. ee 
Wuart fruit now in season reminds you of a great writer: De 
uince—eh ? 


nh 






















OUR POST-ALL CARD. (ay) 


= i" 


“SOMEBODY Committed to prison for collecting for “Sick and Wounded” 
and bestowing the contributions on himself. Guess he’s “sick”? enough to 
qualify properly by this time.—Peuce declared. Peace not declared. 
| Can’t say which at time of going to press. One or t’other.=Ass’s flesh in 
| large demand in Paris. French correspondent of Figaro mislaid some- 
| how.=Three lion-cubs at Wombwell's. Have been “ christened ” (wide |) 
,| Papers) as “ Princess Louise,’”’ “* Marquis of Lorne,” and ‘‘ Duke of Argyll.” 
’ Unfortunately, the ancestors of the Seotch ducal family are known as 
:| *‘four-bears.” Ask Darwin about it. Man died at Dethnal—mno, Bethnal 
»)| Green. Parish doctor teo buey to att-nd to him. Another argument ia 
favour of foreign “ Sick and Wounded ”’ -Owing to siege of Paris, publica- 
tion of Follet delayed. Too bad of Parisians to monopolise folly; there 
are sO many fools about.—Armistice for twenty-five days, to allow the 
French to quarrel among themselves.— More bankrupt peers. More noble- |, 
men in the Court of Bankruptcy than the Court of St. James’s almost! 

New paper, the Armourer. Wants to prove the world is a flat. Succeeds 
| in proving that its editor is —T. Hughes, M.P., for Westminster School 
| Board. More Tom Brown’s School Days !=French Freemasons cite King 
) William of Prussia to appear before them ‘in the name of outraged 
| 


fo | 


humanity.” He will probably decline in the name of outraged common !} 
senge. ) 


a - Pt a a —, 


SLEEP.—A SONNET. 


Wuen our first father in his Eden bowers 
Felt a delicious languor o'er him creep, 
Wherein was born Death’s elder brother, Sleep, 
And Sleep’s wild children, Dreams ; and where his powers 
Renew’'d their life in the fresh daydawn hours, 
He wondered! And he felt strange pulses leap, 
To see beside him Eve in slumber deep — 
And fancied her a dream amid the flowers! 


Sleep fell on Anam, and it gave him Eve; 
A wife his joys and sorrows to partake! 

No greater blessing man can e’er receive, 
But fallen now, alas! can never make 

Sleep bless him so! no wife can he achieve 
Unless he’s pretty sharp and wide awake! 





Austoers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 


SpeRQ.—Thou hasta ready wit, but the point is ancient. , 

“ Jones’’—(evidently an assumed name)—thanks for the “ hint,’’ no 
doubt you have tried 1t. 

WE wish that a correspondent with ‘a brain, whose natural wealth places 
it above plagiarism,’’ would not be above giving us a legible signature. 

ANoN.—We may want such contributions —anon, but not yet. 

Novite.—Yet must a polite ‘‘no’’ vitiate your claims on our space. 

LEoNARD.—Clever boy ! 

K. (Whetstone Pastures).—Excellent grazing ground for sharpening 
wits, we should say. 

PECKHAM TROTTER.—Not quite « parallel case, we submit. 

HoratTivs.—Declined with thanks, too Flaccid. : 

H. S. (Keusington).—The joke would be faultless, but for one slight 
drawback, the pronunciation jof General Ubrich’s name is not in the least 
like ‘ you wretch.’’ ; For 

H. (Cheapside).—But you see, seeing things double is multiplying not 
magnifying. You want a reflecting glass. 

Bon.—Yes!—’tis-he! But he won't pass. 

More “ For-LoRNE”’ PUNSTERS !—Look here, if some of you will only 
call at our office, there is likely to be a private and confidential execution 
at Newgate, for about the most justifiable h ymicide that was ever com- 
mitted. Always provided that killing dunkeys és homicide. 

Bap Taste.—And yet there’s so much of you about! 

Oxon, B. A.—Of course Oxon know their crib—but we never heard of 
vour favourite publication before. _ 

L. (Chichester).—Your recollection of jokes in our back-numbers is 
tlattering. 

Damon.— Many nenee ee 

L. (Leatherhead).—Much oblige 

Declined with thanks:—G. F., Edinburgh; KR. W.C.; J. Wis We Bas 
Pimlico; — Dover; H., Stroud; A.; B., H. M. 8.,— Portsmouth ; _ 
Newton Abbot: F., Uttoxeter; Vaja; Jerry Sneak; I. E.A, Reading ; T., 
Liverpool; J. H., Southport; G. D., Brizhton : B., Throgmorton-street ; 
C. W. D.; Todd; C., Liverpool; A. X., Charing Cross; A. J. M., Bexley 
Heath; B. B.; H., Glasgow; Phillip; Bonnet Rouge; J. Bhs Lin ola s 
Inn; Macphun; D. T., Kingsland; R. J. W.; M, Liverpool ; Toodles ; 
A Cuss; 8. R.; B. F., Manchester; Yuan‘; other Bide ; A a 
Reader; T. D. R.; The O’Pompons; Never Say Die; B. J., Dalston, Bi 
S:umps; Kerry; Fun-attic; Nem. Con. ; S., Islington; M. 
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THE GRECIAN BEND. 


Pewo-Opener :—“ TrounLE You TO STEP OUT, SIR, TO LET THIS HERE POOR DEFORMED YOUNG LADY Pass IN!”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
NOVEMBER. 

Ir the illustrations in Tinsley’s were but better, there would be little 
fault to find with it. A paper on “The Chelsea Bowers’’ is a well- 
timed and deserved bit of severity. The novels sustain their interest 
well, and the short stories are better than the general run of 
“padding.” The translation of “ Arion” from Zhe Fasti is not a 
successful attempt at rendering Elegiacs into English: but who has 
ever succeeded in that way ? 

In the Cornhill “ Harry Richmond ’’ grows more intense in interest, 
and not less quaint and original. But what is meant by a man with a 
“rubicund laugh ?”’ “Lord Kilgobbin”’ this month seems to betray 
its author—we see traces of the skilful pen that gave us “ That Boy 
of Norcott’s.”. The other contents are readable, but the “ Canoe Log ”’ 
is not worthy of the magazine. 

London Society is varied and pleasant, in literature and art, though 
the illustration to “ Marriage Bells’’ is scarcely up to the mark. 
“Paris from a Balloon”’ is gossipy and agreeable. 


sentence “ There’s none like a mother, though never s0 poor.” 
don’t sec the slip 
statement “as if it meant to say nobody liked their mothers!” 
© The Food Journal is good as usual. 
analysis of certain samples of the herb, those who rob a 


poor man with his tea. 

Tue Examiner, 26th March, 1870:—* Catalogues, as a rule, are 
about the least interesting combinations of tybography published, 
except, of course, those having some special object in view Mr. 
Srrezrer, of Conduit-street, whose specialité is the manufacture of 


| jewellery by machinery, has, however, produced a little book, artisti- | 
cally printed, illustrated, and beund, containing some useful informa- | 


tion on such topics as the quality of the gold and the workmanship of 
articles of jewellery, the manufacture of watches by machinery, &c. 
The engravings are admirably executed, and the designs show great 
taste and originality.” 


In “ Morals of | 


the Music Halls” the writer talks about a slip in grammar in the | 
We | 


there, but we fancy we detect one in his own | 


If we may judge from the | 
r man of | 


his beer don’t deserve condemnation so much as those who supply a | 


In Belgravia we have the beginning of a new novel by Miss 
Brappon, and two papers by Mr. Sata. The other papers are not of 
much account; except perhaps “ Hylas,’’ though its author and its 
illustrator have done better. As a sample of the “sloppy”’ writing 
too often to be found in this magazine, we may quote a passage from 
an account of Napo.gon’s Boulogne jiaseo:— 

‘* At length the firing ceised (from no motive of humanity but v0 prevent the 
fugitives regaining the shelter of their vessel); boats put off,” etc. 


What does it mean ? 


A Riddle. 


Why is a grouse-shooting fellow 
Like the consort of OTHELLO? 

You will guess the answer, sure! 
Because he deats upon the Moor. 


NOTICE.—Now Reavy, with an increased number of Iilustra- 
tions, drawn by the first Artists, and engraved in the best style 
by the Datzret Broruers, price One Shilling. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Now Rrapy, sixteen pages, toned paper, more Profusely Illustrated 
than ever, by the best Artists of the day, the engraving by the Dauzi1EL 
BRoTuFrrse, price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC. Edited by Tom Hood. 


Tue Court Ciacutar, 19th March, 1870, says :—‘*‘ Mr. Streeter, 
of Conduit-street, has just published a neat catalogue, with very elabo- 
rate and artistic designs of diamond ornaments, jewellery, and watches 
and clocks, made by machinery. By this process the most costly 
articles of this class may be obtained at a much cheaper rate. The 
book is a very useful one, and handsomely got up.”’ 

Tue Broap Arrow, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Srreerer (every body 
knows Mr. Srreersr), has sent us a very pretty little book, quite a 
‘machine-made jewel’ of a book; in fact, the type, illustrations, 
binding, and tout ensemble of which are perfectly unique.” 


ee 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t, Andrew’s Hill, D ctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: November 12, 1870, 
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It improves in quality (fine old crusted) as you go on. 
stitution in his beloved Leiceste 
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While some enjoy the clearness of Hampstead, business men meet their 1 
creeping up the Tottenham Court Road. Mossoo “does” the National In 
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, generally resulting in collision, discomforture, and non-vehicular accommodation. 
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The pleasures of night may be enjoyed in divers ways 
Le Follet. 


Art Note.* | 
We learn from the City Press that the committee, organised for | ee ; oe a a 
arranging the ecsiation’ of a testimonial to the ex-Lord Mayor ott mae 2 0 Seas of See 7 baat memoteang io the way of 

: : . ne é nec e ode. AC emporary says :— 

have commissioned Mr. Enoar Wituiams, of St. Edmund 8 Place, ' ; i pee 

Regent’s Park, to paint Mr. Besiey’s portrait. Of course Mr Besvey, . fone sven, Serene ewe. and myrtl é 
the founder of so many types, will afford a characteristic model for the os" » SEL WO per gat Z sues Lo ChGcr tae Care | a 
painter's skill; but there can be no doubt that the present Lord Mayor we onppeee—for tee J rench eoome to pore ens one mesy in its 
would enable him to make a more Dakin’ likeness. a oon voyage at the Graphtec means y sang ae wss¢, ** PrusSsiaA 
———$—$—$$$__—_—_—_—_—_— blood.”” If so the Dictators of French Fashions would seem to be 
using a magnifying g/asse instead of the well-known (GLassz, who 


t this to the printing office ats 
at the Mansion House an : : . 
— said ‘‘ first cateh your hare.”’ 


> green, are the colours most im 
Nove nber days. 


* N.B.—Mr. Editor, Sir. The party who brough 


On last Wednesday night said he met you at the di 


you said it was all right.—Masrea PINTER. 
ee 
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= FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Nov. 16th, 1870. 


\¥ Y MONG the various rumours that have arisen in the course of 
¥ the war there has been none more improbable than that which 
> declares the existence of a wide spread conspiracy to restore 
; the ex-Emperor to the throne. It is not impossible that a few 
of his creatures and some of his relatives may plot for such a purpose, 
but with about as much effect on the political situation as the famous 
Tooley-street tailors excercised. No! The marshals and generals did 
their utmost to bolster up his incapacity, and to show off their dummy 
as a second edition of the great Narorron, but the failure was 
hopeless and irretrievable. And when we think how many gallant 
‘cllows have gone to death or marched into exile in support of this 
Napoleonic Idea, we cannot regret the fact that the ex-Emperor is in 
the position of the Historical Humpty Dumpty. 


DON’T ALL SPEAK AT ONCE! 


As we read over the following advertisement our sympathy for 
‘‘ puritanical people, monotonists, and hungry poor 
respectabilities '’ brings tears to our eyes—not altogether unconnected 
with a pain in the side, and a sort of spasm in the diaphragm :— 
AN ELDERLY PERSON, fond of every pleasure life can afford or money 
+A procure, desires to be received into or to make an enjoyable HOME. Party 


possesses and lives up to an ample fortune, has common sense perception, and | 
therefore hopes boarding house keepers and such like as puritanical people, mono- | 
tonists, and hungry poor struggling respectabilities will feel it useless to write. | 


Offers must be very explicit on ali points, and will be confideniial, therefore no 
general or anonymous letters will be noticed.— - Street, Westminster Abbcy. 
An elderly person! possibly the Old Gentleman himself, for his 
propinquity to the church is proverbially no proof to the contrary. 
Anyhow we won't stickle about that. If he'll only “make an enjoyable 
home,” and go in for every pleasure life can afford, or money procure, 
we'll come and live with him gladly. Salary no object, but we'll take 
half of every whatyoumaycallit that thingumbob can afford, or 
what'shisname procure. That old party had better stop advertising 
at once! He'd save the expense by asking the first fellow he meets to 
come and share an “enjoyable home ’’—but he'd better take us. We 
are explicit enough on all points. In the words of the poet, give us 
all, old man, and we will take up the balance in dreams. 

N.B.— He may keep all his common sense a. We shouldn’t 
like to deprive him of any of that~he’s only got as much as he can 
live up to. 





ee 


Forty, Fie! 


Here's & person—we mean, a parson, who seems to have relaxed 
the grip of his “ Conscience Claws : ’’— 

A “Country Parson” has sent to the Chancellor of the Exchequer the sum of 
£40, as *‘ conscience money,” for arrears of income-tax. 
H'm! Did he feel Living impossible, with this duty Incumbent upon 
him? We guess not. The fact is he took for gospel an old joke 
repeated to him by somebody about a “ nincom-tax.”’ 


Testimonial of Affection. 


A sovunxeyMAN baker in the neighbourhood of King’s Cross was 

—— by his wife the other day with—three fine healthy children. 

bable acknowledgment of testimonial by baker in question :— 

“Here's a nice batch!’’ Contributions for this “sick and wounded ”’ 

parent solicited. Any contributions sent to this office will be appro- 

ee to the use of our local “sick’’ instead of the notorious 
-ums, 





Not Amazin’ News. 


were of a “certain age: '’— 

The office which had been opened in Paris for the enrolment of Amazons has 
been seized by the police, and all cocuments relacive to the «nro ments c nfiscated. 
Of course the Parisian government would not let the old women 
behave like men! It would have provoked uncomfortable comparisons 
with a ministry, in which the men are behaving like old women. 


We expected this, when we heard that all the Amazons enrolled 
| 


That’s the Tacket! 


Ix these days when the height of Civilisation (not to say Christianity) | 
seems to be to blow your brother's brains out, this news is gratify- 
ing :— 

A Belgian « fficcr, Captain Tackets, is reported to have invented a new gon, to 
be loaded by one movement only, and capable of being discharged thirty-two 
times a minute. 

Of course, this new instrument for the propagation of civilisation will | 
be christened— yes, under the circumstances we will say so—a new 
development of Mili itary Tacket-ics. 


Racy Lancvace.—*“ Twenty to one, bar one!” 


| 
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struggling | 
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wee”. ESTIVE month of 
. civic feed— 
Magog hob and- 


B nob with Gog: 
.' But given very much 
bl indeed 

To fog! 


Ministers who dine 
i with May’rs, 
| Reading out the 
State-ship’s log, 
Deal—in talking of 
affairs— 


In fog! 


At the feast some 
greedy cits 
Emulate the gorg- 
ing hog, 
}| Till they wrap up all 
their wits 
In fog! 


Bah, I hate such 
nasty ways— 
All such people I 
would flog : 


England loves not nowadays 
Such fog! 


© >> 


““ Why,” you ask, “‘am I severe? 
To the feast I may not jog 
Uninvited !—se stay here 
In fog! ° 


Nil nisi Bonn-um. 
WE read in a contemporary that :— 


The Bonn Gazette announces that Professor Tyndall bas sent to a friend in Bonn 
£50 for the wounded. 
We feel sure—sympathising tindally with the Professor—that he 
never meant the gift to be thus publicly announced, for we know what 
a rooted objection he has to the kicking up of a “dust’’ about any- 
thing. 


A Bad Shot. 
Tuis is no more than we expected :— 


The report that the King of Prussia narrowly escaped being shot on leaving 
Versailles is without foundation. 
The weapon with which his life was attempted was merely the long 
bow, and that even in the hands of an experienced French journalist 
is not to be relied upon. 


‘¢ Pitch and Toss.”’ 


_ Tue extravagance of our Government Departments was never better 
instanced than in this case :— 
Men are now working night and day in the Royal gun factory at Woolwich, and 


are throwing out two bronze 9-pounder field guns daily, on Colonel Maxwell’s 
Indian pattern. 


First they cast them—and then they “throw them out,’’—that’s the 
way in which they play pitch and toss with the public money. 


Cantua-ford it ? 


We have received a report stating that at the “Sidney Cooper 
Banquet ” at Canterbury, the local press received from Mr. Fit, the 
Town Clerk, an invitation “for one reporter to attend after dinner to 
report the speeches.’””’ We trust there were no reports in the local 

ress at all, for the reporter is at least worthy of his dinner. We 
on't think skinning flints would be more lucrative in that neighbour- 
hood than elsewhere. 


Neglected Education. 


Tue necessity for a spread of education was never more clearly seen 
than it was by the light uf a conflagration which took place a short 
time since at a piano manufactory in the Walworth Road. The 
premises were partly insured, or the loss would have been total, for 
when the engines arrived at the piano-manufactory it was evident 
that not one member of the fire brigade knew how to play on the 
instrument ? 
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YOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 193. 


You freed your country—risked your life 
To set all free from Alp to sea; 

Since then, too prone to useless strife, 
You crumble down your high renown. 


‘th 














Dr. CuMMING propheesing again. Sipgularly correct in rropheerine Vhile Italy her Rome secures, 
( things that heve alreidy hay pened. =General Bourba! iresigns. No won ier You mix in quarrels none of yours! 
)| when he sees bow gencriais are generally abused by French Governm: nt — . ; , 
Mr. Cook, CXCUFSIONISe, vrey properly excurses -ham brassard-wears rs he i. In our tub pla ; with care most extreme ue 
mects =French Government declines overtures for peace. Of course! Thei ) baghx y alee ‘ty Riagambabeee ’ 
| only chance of existence is discord.=Importers advert sing anew “brand” _ OF, nurse, in us aking therefrom you'll us 
of French and German wines, Both nations at present infringing the So mix that you ll fancy I'm Remus, 
| patent of the ac Cain = \ contemporary contains a letter on “cure And that Remus is I,’ remarked Romutes. 
(| of paralysis of the brain.’ "hat contemporary ?_ DYN eae Bee rene ’ os : : ' ‘ 
| Caneibotars to Muara oratis ~ nthe ti ae to in =a Ae . —— | i soe whi nh, as my readers will note, 1f was } l i1t) 
. Gael SB UGLS, 1 Visite Lit ne nior nutior ‘ cr © « ry ne , ed . Bg ’ ; 5 
0} pers: nally useless to tiem.)=Boerd of Education. Crush at canines | He had read certain “* Carols yclept or ** { k yn 
S| Issuing adcresses, teat co strongly to prove how many of them des rvet 7 nN atrs 7° ome. so lodei -PpeNne rs cav 
| #(!| be sent to—school!—Great French victory. Or else Prussian vistas = 2. When strangers come, so ] iging-k pers say, 
| Lord Mayor be-fogzed. On the 9th, we mean.=Orleans taken by the It would be wicked them to send away. 
Fret ch- no, by the Prussians, . Wrong again, by the French. or else br *Tis hard to tell which is the vreater sin, 
| the Prussians. So on, ad tr = Magistrat s who cut ballet short at To drive off strangers or to take them in. 
Alhambra seem Only to have eut its skirts shorter elsewhere.—Great row 
about Spanish crown. No! wor han English six pence.= Garibaldi report: d 3.’ T'was once retreat, I trow ; 
to have surr¢ ndere d. Pr bably hasn't done anything so sensible. —Another put language's improvement 
me circular from Jules Favre, ‘Please, sir, ’twasn’t us, ’twere them other Alwavs calls it 10OW 
| |2| fellows.”—More deaths by starvation. More contributions to Sick and : ee ne 
| Wounded Fund =Par.sian Freemascns announce that “ Brother William ” A great strategic movement. 
is out of the pale. Oh, buckets! Freemasons are invited to assault hi "rs - 
3 : : ave . € sd 4 ‘ ‘ assauit him, y IY ’ . > an ’ >.> ‘weT ava , ’ . } 
and capitally punish him. Oh, universal brotherhood! t. Tw xt ( meee and ( riya pe fea havi there not been 
ciate Oe tare are | Such missions as this kind of scheming must man ? 
i | 5, Doctor MvuTeEr once nipt in the bud 
_ ee + ots 
HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE, | Reports about eatable mud, 
iri ans , hate : Of alloys, just as bad, a confuter 
Tue spirited managers of the Opéra Comique scem to be determined | On ads tad Manel mates oh. Morn! 
sur i . a. ° ’ e : ¢ y) } J 4 4 ee 
to give us the opportunity of seeing MaprMmoiseLte Dryazer in all her i 
principal characters; for last week they changed the performance. 6, Tis neither here nor there—it lies 
Le Marquis de Lauzun isa bright sparkling two act comedy (what a Where Echo s always dying Fa 
blessing it is by the way that the curtain does not fall between the | Who says he’s been where Echo dies, 
acts) which gives Mapemotseite Drsazer an opening for appearing | Is like this place for lying. 
In several different characters, as the marquis, as a pedant, as a hunter, 7. My points are disappoints—they’re nought ; but who'd 
as a greenhorn ; - it is diflicult to say which is the most ciever | Make much of one, who has no magnitude ? 
impersonation. Of the little songs interspersed through the | 
. ; . 5 "ie “haat. ee 8. Down, duster, down! And, broom, forbear to sweep 
plece, she gave best the infantile ditty, but the hunting chorus he eee ee eimane thane : ” 
was excellent too. It is needless to say the other actors sus- | or here 1 é y pap I 
9. He called me names. <And that which bade me kick 


tained their parts well, M. Liucrenay being especially admirable. — 
But the bright particular star (which by the way was shining when Was something that he felt—and felt it quick. 
The Allies occupied Paris) eclipses all others. How graceful | 
aris SES ¢ ) aceful, how , . ( iad ates Fe orvi 

. . . C ; So.tutTion or Acrostic No. 191.—Fxgland Mediate: Elm, Nervin 
piquant she is! Howshe sings! How thoroughly she enters into Gi sense oe Sones Awmada. Neat i ’ 
= spirit of each character! It makes one long to act on Juliet’s ; UIPSCPOFEAOGs Manes eed NE ; ; h—C 
Idea, and cut her up into little stars ; lake » face of nm | CorREcT So.utTions oF Acrostic No. 191, Reckivep Nov. 9th.- n, Con 

. t ,? » little stars and make the face of our own Subscriber, Chronhoton, &c.; Tiddlewink and Co; Chummie ; Je Pen-ero, . 


dramatic heaven shine. It is impossible to criticise— Squinteyed C. ; Blackrock ; Pearl ; P.M. H.; Jemima; Emerson 5.3 Antaxers & 
[Quite right. So we have teken the liberty to substitute for the | Corneriddlety; ns oo <* a ae " <n pt ea Pcs Dept Tod 
fan tha fllawi ines whic oe Miecaniae ~ , B. Button; Intercolumn, ope; Peckh>m T.; Broomie aw, Success; lod, | 
rest of the notice, the fullowing lines which we found written on the N.S.: Ajaxsharp; Julius; Knockshigowna; E. Essex; J. P. T. 1. C.; Sim 
} Med; Beara Den; Chilling o, @c ; 


back of a sheet of the copy. £d. Fun. ] | Moth; The H. Gander; H. 8. G.; Stod ; ids, Be a 
7 ’ : Rutland; C. H. G.; Etonian; Ruby’s G.; G’s G. Giants; . M.; Terjim | 
Why does o'd time, who—welladay _ = sl: Barbarian's Lesiocat Ghinay P  Uppe W. : Peace Friends; J. H. H 
With silver lines my locks besprinkles, Chumbkin; Pentonville C.; Skate T.; Inez; Pio W.; Dickey; Rasping P. , ' 
Accord still youth to Dfsazer, Dycque F.; 3. Pameres | a _ ; .* m and T. Le at B’s; Dee - D.; 

T eS. ae . hie gh pik a. S Baltic Bqs; Gyp; D. E. H.; Flonat B.; Inconstant , Ardmore, Suction; beat 
Untouched by een the ghosts of wrinkles : C.: ceases ; Dalziel Cott; T. Pinch ; Ted and F. Pipekop , Tower m3: 5.6. P. ) ; 
Why does he spare to DrsazET— N.B.—We are compelled to leave over some hames till next week. i 
' 








But, ’pshaw, the question’s far from clever! 
Mere men and women may grow grey: HORRIBLE THEATRICAL CANNIBALISM. 
Genius is young for ever! ee ae aa 
The East-enders cannot complain of want of attracticn at their | - ee Aiea a : 
theatrical headquarters, the Standard. Two of the most opposite; [My Dear Srr,— Having sent the following letter to all the daily anil 
elements of dramatic situation are pressed into the service, and the weekly papers, without being able to secure an insertion, | am induced 
result looks as promising forthe treasury of Mr. DovGLass as it proves as a last resource to beg your acceptance of if. ronal ly, if I inform 
satisfactory to the audience. First we have Oxiver Goipsmiru, not you that I do not require remuneration you wn OS Gee : 7 
however, repr sented by cither of his famous comedies, but in the Yours, «c., H. Oxes. | 
person of the “ Vicar of Wakefield,” improved and adapted for the 
stage. The pet story of our boyhood, the novel which f rms one of 


oblige, 
Srr,—I have for years been a read r of the ’ origin il correspon- 
dence” in the Era, and much instruction principally as to the 
e . , - 4 . . ; fe » e : ® ‘ ‘ "o> ok . ( + e a? dy 

the representative books of English literature, is sadly cut about and’ orthography of minor artistes names, h ive I derived from th study. 
the plot is much altered, Moses being a mere lay figure, and Olivia But, sir, all that is now f rgotten, for in the paper I now hold in or 
securing all the effects. ‘The young lady to whom the part is| hand is a letter from “A Victim to the wiles of a vampirish 
S « os ‘ vi. . ° ‘ ° nate ( a 9° nin< aty ities + 4 . »*, ° 

entrusted is extremely stagey, without being at all effective, but theatrical manager. After detailing many minor atrocities, the write: 


Messrs. Emery and M’Inryke deserve much praise. Then comes says :— 

the grand ballet, which driven from its home in the west seems likely He also left his landlady in great distress, on whom he had lived ever since be had 
to find a lasting residence on the other side of the metr: polis. To all | been in the town. | I trust that u : wilt 0S» arning sas y yn © ul awer ¢ ar , 
who wish to see as much as possible of the female form, to revel in| of Mr. M7 tee eras in ac‘ors? and actresses’ bra [: {s a great sia 


the witching music of many feet and legs, and to gaze On some that such a Villain should escape justice. 
And this has attracted no attention 


startling rieties of costume—there is just the s1i: htest possible pre- 
° 1 a? . le dae > ° - . 
text for the title—we say, go by all means to the Standard. By th Sir. when in the same letter we are informed that “two or three 
eee , , . stews hava wir, Wi ao a ; i. 1 
way, should not the Queen of all th: ‘ tars ha ’ ladies gs were eng: ged {or the same line of hHusine a5 m\ blood ( urdle .. 
guishing name t 1an ss Stella f my very velns tree ze, and ] Tt main, AN INDIGNAN r IEENGLISHMAN. 
_ P.S.—I may as well inform you that I am “in the profession, 
py . ’ ee oe to 
. r . 56 i ee f scent out of an engagement. But pantomimes wul be on 
Sotp.— When an auctioneer dwells on a sensational lot you may one : Mn th op vis a] with the crowd.” 
. . ° , . . ) ° ‘ é . ‘” e t ry . 
attribute it to his mor(e) bid feelings. shortly, an n 5 
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from the Ilome Secretary! Oh, 


) « Ore “dieti 
had @ more distin- 
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A HINT OF COMING CHRISTMAS. 


“ Hor Copp.iinecs.”’ 


ae ee 


| A FEW LEGAL QUERIES. 


( Favoured by the Edstor of a Weekly Paper.) 

Sir,—My landlord lately distrained for rent and took all my 
goods; the collectors for the water-rate and Queen's taxes came 
shortly afterwards and obtained forcible possession of the remainder ; 
the Improvements Committee wanting the ground have taken off my 
| roof and seized my windows; and the pullers-down are coming in the 
|; morning. What I want to know is, can I not legally retain possession 
| for a certain time! An early answer will oblige?—Yes: you can 
| stay as long as you like. 
| G. G.—Jon Drerrvi, aged 7, who lives next door, threwa big stone 

through my airy window and hit Mary Kate, who was at the mangle, 
| in the nose which bled frightful. Can't I make him pay for both 
| panes ?—Yes. 


Lion Comiqus.—I have not felt well lately. Can you tell me what 


is the matter‘—From the symptoms described, we should think you | 


are indisposed. 

Aponis.—"I am 21, 6 feet 2 in height, good looking, highly 
educated, of a pleasing disposition, and possessed of two thousand a 
year in the funds. Should be happy to accept your recommendation 
te a young lady with matrimonial inclinations.”—You had better 
call at the office. 


Pyat Matter. 


Tue godfathers and godmothers of M. Prat were not happy in 
calling him Fe.rx, if we may judge from this :— 
Rochefort declared, in unmistakable terms, his contempt for Pyat as a mean 


| coward of the most sneaking class, who took part in Victor Noir’s fuveral by 
hiding behind a Venetian blind, and who afterwards hid himscif for eight davs 


from the police in a coal barge. 

| He is evidently a Gallic cock that won't fight, or at any rate a bird of 
“prey, don’t hurt me.’ As our French just now is confined to the 

| words, “ Vive la Paix!’’ we can't be said to speak the language “ like 
a native;” so will somebody tell us if there is such a talkative bird 


in French Natural History as a Mag-Pyrar? 
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WALTER WENN. 


A CLEABANCE CLERK'S CAROL. 


Young Wattgr WENN he drove a pen 
And sat upon a stool, 

Mildest of men was WALTER WENN, 
Yet by no means a fool. 


At Clearing-House, mute as a mouse, 
Six hours a day or more 

My hero worked, his toil ne’er shirked 
(His time was ten till four). 


His truthful way went WALTER, gay, 

He never told a lie, 
Until one day he answered “ Nay ’’— 
He should have answered “ Ay.” 

By conscience blame he felt the shame 
Of the evil deed he’d done ; 

He said, “My name will lose its fame.”’ 
Just then the clock struck one. 

This is the time (it suits my rhyme) 
At which our lunch is done. 

Quick to the chime came viands prime— 
WENN merely had a bun. 

But lined with fruit, the bun would suit 
The tenor of his thought ; 

For, beirg cute, he could compute 
And not be much distraught ; 

And well he knew the bun’s just due 
For clearing up the mind. 

Pleasant to view when nice and new, 
And free from bile unkind. 

These little cakes oft heal mistakes 
Arising through such ills 

As stomach-aches from heavy steaks— 
They're better far than pills. 

Wenn sat and chewed his modest food, 
The while his spirits rose, 

He ceased to brood,—in pleasant mood 
He said, “‘ Why should I prose ?”’ 


And from that day, whenever “ Nay”’ 
Won't with his prospects run, 

He’ll calmly say, ay, yes, or yea, 
Through the lesson from the bun. 
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[Next Our Heart! 
We clip this touching notice from our clever local contemporary, 


the Kensington News :— 

R Sale, a Black Pig. Warranted gentle and affectionate. 
an object as a comfortable home. Apply to Mrs. 
We do not give the advertiser's address for obvious reasons. We have 
written to say that the gentle and affectionate creature shall have 
a comfortable home with us: in fact, we have promised it a place near 
our heart. (For anatomical relation of heart and stomach, vide Encyc. 


Brit.) 


Money not so much 





Naval Intelligence. 
We learn from the Broad Arrow (no connection with the Long 
Bow) that :— 


The Thistle has again hoisted the pendant, and will make the final trial of her 
engines on the measured mile on Wednesday next, previous to leaving for the East 


Indies. 
We trust the verdict of the authorities will be “ This’lido!’’ Should 
she ever come into collision with an enemy, we have no doubt the 


result will be the other way—“ Thist/e, don't !”’ 


To a Bee. 
You pretty little playful thing— 
How merrily you din it; 
But let your next caressing sting, 
Dear, have some honey in it! 


A-string-ent. 

A TrustwortTny contemporary draws attention to the state of affairs 
in Affghanistan, where a mere Ameer is being allowed to invade 
(rhuzni, the capital of which he invested, but failed to realise, ashis | 
offers were Kandahar-dly declined. In short our contemporary thinks 
we are giving too much rope in Cadul.* 

| 


* Old Indians, please explain! 
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HARD HITS, 


Ir you play at Life’s bowls, you must e’en be cont i 
With hard rubs now and then in the course of the gamo 
If you put on the gloves with the world, you consent. 
To take such smart blows as are lucky in aim. 
Let this hint, then, before you begin be conveyed — 
You'll the worst knocks receive (pray believe an expert 
From the friends you have always endeavoured to aid. 
And the foes you have never attempted to hurt! 


Since the times of the Jews all the children of men 
Have been very much given to stoning each other! 
It’s fun shying stones at a fellow; and then 
It’s the best fun of all if the fellow’s your brother. 
And this as a rule down at once may be laid, 
You'll get most of your pelting with pebbles and dirt, 
From the fricnds you have always endeavoured to aid, 
And the foes you have never attempted to hurt ! 


So keep up your courage, and don’t be cast down, 
Or expect Nature’s rules to be altered for you. 
And the toughest of armour’s a smile—not a frown— 
Since through that they can't wound you whatever they do! 
For my part, my cheerful philosophy’s made 
Me always my powers of forgiveness exert 
For the friends one has always endeavoured to aid, 
And the foes one has never attempted to hurt! 








Shoo Fly ? 
Tue boys of Paris are evidently “fly,” if we may trust the “per 
, . - r « . * > . 

balloon”’ missives of a contemporary, which is certainly never deficient 
in the matter of gas. (We mean “gas” in the American sense, and 
do not allude to a contemporary that owes all its brilliancy to its 
* . * ™~ ¥ 
initial G. A. 8S.) :— 

The grandest and mest imprcs:ive spectacle to be seen in Paris is the “ foot 
cavalry,” of boys between the ages of thirtecm ond seventeen, estimated at sixty 
thousand strong. ‘They fly throuzh the st:ecets as fast as horses, and act as 
couriers and scouts for the various egimc nts. 
the ramparts of the city with older men of natural genius when the army marches 
out. 





ACT ON THE SQUARE-NOT THE CROSS. 


Mr. Joun M. Cox Kk, of the Excursiop isf, seems to have had pra ti nal 


| 


They «re also ‘n training to mount | 


Ah! Natural genius! Well, the natural genius of Frenchmen of all | 
ages seems of late to be much «kin to that of the boys: in fact | 


“flying ’’ rather faster than horses sccms to have been the fashion. 





Don’t save his Bacon. 


Amonea those able brief leaders which form one of the many good 
points of the Sunday Times we find this :— 


Oft get into a muddle. 


Five tons of bacon, seized in the shop of Honoro Lynch, a provisicn dealer, in 


Whitechapel, were on Saturday !a-t condimmed as being utterly unfit for huma: 
food. The punishment of the dealer cught to have been severe indced. He ought 
to have been scorched, smoked, and sultcd—well cured, in fact. 

In our opinion, it being a case of “kill or cure,” we should have 
preferred to see this Lynch handed over to the tender mercies of a 
famous namesake who adorned the American Bench, and whose law 
Is still respected on the other side of the Atlantic. To such an ill-doer 
if we gave an “ Yncu ” we should like to take an “ L”’ with it. 








Don’t Jav—a Poor Fellow! 


Tus is cruel :— 

A Javagrandce is coming to this country with his eighty-one children, and he 
Wants to secure board in some quict family. 
Of course what is meant is that he wants to sccure a quiet family to 
be bored with his eighty-one children. 





Across the Waters. 


Tue baby-farming revelations have led to the formation of an 


“Infant Life Protection Socicty,” of which Mr. Cuar.ey, M.P., is the 
Honorary Secretary. As the Lambeth side of the river is unhappily 
too notorious for infantile agriculture, we shall, in spite of our loyalty 
to the reigning family, feel glad to learn that ** CuarLey is over the 


water,” 
am 
Shan’t have the Palm! 

THE Scientific Review, with the impracticability obs rvable on all 
matters of ordinary life in scientific people, actually praises the 
inventor of a new glove for ladies, which contains a purse in the palm. 

gracious! Don’t these scientific writers know that women 
never can keep money in hand! Are they not aware that money 
when placed in their itching palms is played old scratch with? Don't 


ey* 
eee — —EEEE — = oa 


* M.S. incomplete. Supposed our coatributor’s wife cemein as he was writing 
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experience of the continental form ot the “sick and wounded 
swindle :— 


_ When leaving Saarbruckeua on Mond: y, October ‘4th, for Bingerbruck, 
Englishmen got into the tame « 7 partm nt; treir luggage was labelled w 
printed labels of the Nati nal Society ; but as soon as they sat down they : 
by their ccnversation that they were newspaper correspondents, and «ne acersed 
the otber of having sent an incorrect report to one of our chief datly papers. W1 
the conductor came to examine tickets. they presented the ‘ree passes granted by 
the Railway Ci mpanies to al wearing the Geneva Cross. I dare rot allow myselt 
to eXpress on paper my contempt and indignation for these fellows, who were t 
net eniy abusing the privileges cf the German Railway ec mpany, but who were 
doubtiess receiving high p y and large amounts for travelling expenses from the 

1 de tre matter the more 


i, 
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proprietors of the papers they represented. What n 
disgusting was, the fact that in the same compartment, and next to one of them, 
sat a wourded officer who had been travelling a long cistance, and although the 
gentlemen in question had their flasks slung over their shculders, they did not s 
much as address a single word to the poor te llow. 

In the interests of journalism we hope these fellows had no more claim 
to be newspaper correspondents than they had to be Geneva Cross- 
bearers ; but their conduct goes to prove that the sickly sentimental 
“sick and wounded”’ scheme is not more absurd in theory than it 1s 


abused in practice. 


** Made to Sell.” 
A CONTEMPORARY, Which is an authority on nautical matters, is not 
at sca in this case :— 


esses 


As we pointed out last weck tl.at the vessels, now at Plymouth, of the A’ us 
class were absolutely unfit to go to sea, we ure glad to find that our word of cauton 
has not been unheeded by the Admiralty. At the secent trial of one of these vess 
great fear was felt both by officers and men for the :esut. It is a fact, we beleve, 


that she heeled over 17° withcuta stitch of canvas on her, ut her las 


The vessels have been detained by ordir of the Admiralty. 1 
keep them in port, than make three-water grog with the spirits of the 
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to the Admiralty that without a stitch of canvas she should behave so, 
are worse than the rozors 


| crews. <A ship that heeled like that must be a cure! It is a disgrace 


for it proves that the ships they turn out 
nentioned in Peter Pinpan’s ballud,— for they are not even made t 
sail ! 


A Hint to Satirists. 


Take heed how filth you stoop to pluck 
From out your native puddle, 
For those who mean to run a-mvuch 


Answers to Correspondenis 


‘ 
they are a 


| We cannot return unacecpted MSS. or Sketches, uniess 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourseccves 
responsible for loss.J 

Feiix (Holloway).— You want to know whether the edge of a pavement 
is spelt “ Kerb” or Curb” or “Cerb.”” In Greek, it is spelt quite an 
other way, and even in Latin there is some variation. The French dont 
spell it as we do, nor do the Germans, we believe. You might find the 
word in a Dictionary— especially an English one. We have lent ours toa 
friend, who is trying to tind the word ‘reliable’ in it. Dut in the mean- 
time if you are at all in doubt you might spell it  Kirb.” 

Xit.—Isit so? But we once had another, wi h similar wri'ing. 

S.—We fear the sketch has been mislaid during the painting and paper- 
ing of our room. We retain the address in case it turns-up. 

JINKsS.—Decidedly the paragraph you enclose from Figaro bears out 
| your statement that some writ) ron that paper has given youan introduction 
| tous. But as we have never been in jail, the Bankruptey Court, Bedlam, 
the Asylum for Idiots, the Refuge for the Destitute, or the Work house, 
we don't know where we can have become acquainted with the perscen , and 
of course an introduction from a stranger is worse than none. . 

FoGcGy.—tThanks for the elaborate abuse. It pleases us and it doesnt 
hurt you—much. In fac‘, we are in treaty with the General Poet, in order 
that abusive cards addressed to us may not be des'royed, as they atiord us 
about as much epidermic titillation as a hair-shirt does to a rhinuceros. 

LrEo.—Twenty sides of foolscap wasted. Only think how many tauow- 
plasters they would have made for the Sick and Wounded! | 

Declined with thanks:— Mrs. J., Lancaster-gate; E. B., Livery ol; 
M. J. P.; Subscriber, Dover; F. C.; W. K. S., Plymouth ; Toodles; B. 
P. T.; F., Leeds ; Oroveso; W. W., Kingsland: Canny Scot; Jack Ketch; 
R. T., Old Eailey ; C., High Holborn; A Cuss; P. T.; Plausible Bob; The 
Dejected one; Penny-wise; B. D. : Lord Mayor's Fool: H. H.; A. a mse 
Godfrey ; Blessum; Anon; D. F. R., Kentish ‘lown: S., Plymouth ; Hard 
Tack; J. J.; C. I. N. : Devoniensis; Clericus; W., Newton, O'M, Dublin: 
Regency-square; Duck o’ Diamonds; Nervous Party; Marga'e, J. QO. dy 
Londonderry ; Button-hole; Perplexed One ; L., Peckham; F. J. C.; C. 
; W. R, Brixton; Walker; F. 
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Long-acre; P., Cheapside; D. D.; Tasso; 
| G. W., Bromptom; J.C. R., Morpeth; Wack; Mrs. P, Surrey;  * 
Shipley; W. F.G, Strand; Mugby Junciion; E. B., Upper Clapton ; 


A. V. W.; The Duchess ; Aborigene; P. E. B.; H. ©. Z., "Maida Hill; 


‘| F, A. H.; B., Epsom; B., Birkenhead ; F., Uttoxe'er; T. B., Bury. 


~ Ed. Fun. 
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A be pons!”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
NOVEMBER, 


In the Argesy (the art of which is improved of late) we miss 
“Johnny Ludlow,” and find a new writer “H. W.,’’ who shows 
promise. In “ Mark Akenside’s Love’’ we meet (for the first time in 
our life) with a lady with amber eyes. We fancied that colour was 
peculiar to the eyes of black cats. 

Temple Bar is welcome this month, if only for the article on De 
Musser, though the French quotations want “‘ reading”’ sadly. We 
conclude that the Eden letters conclude—a happy despatch! The 
other papers are good. 

The St. James's containsa chapter of a “ Life’s Assize,’’ which novel 
by the way its author ought in fairness to its readers to get on with, 
even in preference to writing the whole Christmas number, as 
promised. The Bohemian paper is readable. 

The Old Park Road grows in interest. 

In the Atlantic Monthly the best thing is a discriminative criticism 
of Fecurer’s Hamlet: though there is in ita funny bit of feminine 
logic, where in answer to an objection to the actor's accent, the lady 
urges that Hamlet was a foreigner, and does not admit the answer 
‘“ Yes, but it’s an English play.’’ Of course her argument would be 
an admirable reason for Hamlet's speaking Danish! The “four 





about the least interesting combinations of typography published, 
except, of course, those having some special object in view Mr. 
Srreerer, of Conduit-street, whose specialité is the manufacture of 
jewellery by machinery, has, however, produced a little book, artisti- 
cally printed, illustrated, and bound, containing some useful informa- 
tion on such topics as the quality of the gold and the workmanship of 
articles of jewellery, the manufacture of watches by machinery, &c. 
The engravings are admirably executed, and the designs show great 


taste and originality.” 
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BRAIN-WORK. 


(Fitsstypel is putting the finishing touches to a bit of realistic work, which he has been painting at the rate of “a leaf and a half a day.’’) 
Yokel :—“I s'pose IT MUN WAANT ZUM BRAINS TO DO YON ZORT 0’ WORK, FOR IT WAANTS A LOT 0’ BRAINS TO MAKE ’UN OUT WHEN 


months with Charles Dickens”’ is a most offensive paper; whether | Unswoktu) is Swat we want to know! 


Tue Examiner, 26th March, 1870:—“ Catalogues, as a rule, are | 


[NovemMBER 19, 1870. 
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through ignorance or stupidity we know not. It outrages taste in 
every paragraph. 

We have been favoured by Messrs. Wepcwoop with a specimen of 
their latest novelty—a neat little case for the conveyance of the new 
postal cards. An ingenious arrangement renders the happy possessor 
of one of these cases entirely independent of pens or ink, and the new 
cards can therefore be used anywhere, and under any circumstances. 
As the principle is capable of application to all descriptions of pocket- 
books it is likely to receive an extensive patronage. 


A Complex Akhoond. 


By which we mean, an account that is complex. Possibly, it being 
our business to pun we may be excused this atrocious attempt to make 
a double meaning out of a paragraph, the single meaning of which is 
not obvious :— 

A correspondent states that the Akhoond of Swat has requi.ed all his people by 


proclamation to supply him with a dagger for each house. The Akhoond is just 
now said to be on very bad terms with the Wahabee Moulvis of Sittana, and will 


probably declare a religious jehad against them. 

We have heard of “Scots wha hae’’—can they these Waha-be ? 
No! we think not. And what—oh, what—is a “religious jehad ?”’ 
That (with all deference to the Akhvond, and the unlamented 





Tue Court Cracutar, 19th March, 1870, says:—‘‘ Mr. Streeter, 
of Conduit-street, has just published a neat catalogue, with very elabo- 
rate and artistic designs of diamond ornaments, jewellery, and watches 
and clocks, made by machinery. By this process the most costly 
articles of this class may be obtained at a much cheaperrate. . . The 
book is a very useful one, and handsomely got up.” 

Tue Broap Arrow, 9th April, 1870 :—“* Mr. STREETER (everybody 
knows Mr. Srreersr), has sent us a very pretty little book, quite a 
‘machine-made jewel’ of a book; in fact, the type, illustrations, 
binding, and tout ensemble of which are perfectly unique.” 
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THE BRITISH DRAMA AND THE FRENCH DRAMA. 


1. Our French friends in Wych-strect. 


2. The transpontine drama in all its blood and purity. 


3. The crowds attending a Shakespearian performance (left out, not 


being Visible). 4. The stalls at the Opera Comique. 5. The pit at the Victoria. 6. The Great Reformer, who is to g.ve wonders, and his admirers, 7. The new leader. 








Going to the Cats. 


A CORRESPONDENT forwards us this as if it were a good joke :— 
._ A citizen of Columbus, Obio, has devised iis entire estate in trust for a cat 
infirmary, which is to be fitted with every conceivable luxury, including a regular 
supply of rats. 
Why should he not? The cat, we doubt not, never returned his 
friendship by telling untruths about him behind his back. It was 
Possibly grateful, probably affectionate. It is very likely that the cat 
was as faithful to him in adversity as in prosperity :—well, if the 
citizen of Cotumnus had discovered something more wonderful than 
erica—a two-legged friend possessed of these good qualities we 
feel sure he would have left the estate to him. But he didn’t soit 


went to the cat. 
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In Coorse! 
Ovr friend, the O' DupHeEeN, was boasting about the love of the 


| Irish for their native land. We showed him this :— 


There are said to be more Irish-born citizens in New York, according to the 


census, that in Dublin. 
“Sure, and don’t ve sec.” he said. “that New York being euch a 
moighty sight bigger than Dublin it stands to rayson there must be 
more Irish born there than at home.’’ We had not thought of that 


before. 


With Our Compliments to Mr. Cardwell. 
Srupy the soldier's comfort—pay him well, and feed him better — 
that’s a sure way to swell the ranks. 


ce 
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of all the Russias. 


We are glad to sce that Lonn GranviL_r does not hesitate to speak 
both plainiy and strongly to the Czar. There are cases in which 
England, loath as she may be to rush into war, cannot hold back with 
honour—in whi-h not even Mr. Gianstone's “strip of silver sea’’ can 


wash away our responsibility, or cleanse us of the disgrace if w 
neglect our duty. 


The attitude of England, backed by the other European powers, is 
firm enough It is to be hoped that Russié will see its meaning, and 
not compel us again to feed the bear with the provant which so upset 


its constitution in the Crimea. 


Every one must regret the breaking-off of the peace negotiations 
between Frat and Trussia: the latter of which countries seems 
certainly most to blame, since it could well afford to give liberal 


terms to ils almost prostrate foe. 8 - 


jut Count Bismarck is not the man to give up an advantage; and 
he is besides enabled to hold out the more sternly because he is the 
Sp nlow of S' itesmanship. “He is only'a vassal. It is the King 
wh, commands.” And so when Paris secks some little amelioration 
the conditions he rubs his hands and ‘says, “I will not say what 


consideration I might give to that point myself, if I were unfettered. 


Mr. Joxkins is immoveable! Mr. Jowkins has his opinions on these 


subjects, and I am bound to respect Mu. Joxkins’s opinions!” 





CRISP. 


Tuere’s a fashion in phrases as well as in dress ; 
And you might as well don your great grandfather's smalls, 
As endeavour in these days your thoughts to express 
In terms which no fashion with honour installs ; 
And just now there's a word, which came lately in vogu 
In its meaning as vague as a W)ll-o'-the-wisp, 
But it’s used by all folk, by lord, lout, swell, and rogue : 
So, whatever you do, mind your language is “ crisp!"’ 
Yes! whatever you do—let your language be “ crisp! ’ 


If a writer of books, please to rivet your gaze 
On that term, as the model of all that’s correct. 
Dut if you review them, remember the phrase 
Is one, that best authors alone may expect. 
And impress on your children, from biggest to least— 
On the baby, suppose it’s beginning to lisp! 
How much onc’s position and wealth are increased 
By the use, quite exclusive, of language that’s * crisp !”’ 
Yes! whatever you do let your language be “ crisp! "’ 








Imperial Cant. 


Tr we may trust the statement of the Yankee reporter who 
“interviewed "’ the ex-Emperor lately at Wilhelmshohe, His Imperial 
Highness’s views on the matter of stage decorum would delight the 
M.idlesex magistrates, and give the Lord Chamberlain fresh heart :— 


The Emperror—Are not your theatres in New York and Boston alloweé to per- 
form such plays as they deem fit ! 

Correspondent - Ce:tainly they are. 

The EL uperor—Suppose they should piace impure and offensive preformances 
before the puSlic, what would be the con-equenee ! Nobody would go to see them. 
But in France it is th: other way, the gceater the geparture from morality and 
decorum, the greater will be the crowd flocking to delight in it. 


Need we add, under the patronage of H. I. H. the Emperor! This | 


was a touch worthy of Tartuffe, and reminds us of a personage to 
whom we need not allude more directly than by calling him the Old 
Gentleman rebuking sin. 


Small Bores. 


A nanp of volunteers, calling themselves “The Wild Boars of the 
Ardennes,’ caused a German train to run off the line near Launois. 


The natural consequence is that the German authorities in the 
conquered provinces of France, taking a hint from Smiru’s suggestion | 
about bishops and railways, compel the principal inhabitants of 
conquered cities to travel by trains as a sort of guarantee. The result 
is that these volunteers are invariably described as “ Wild Bores” by 
their compatriots. 





Clay-More. 
Certain Correspondence in the Broad Arrow is headed “ Highlanders 


and Pipeclay.” Does it refer to bagpipeclay, or to pipeclay more + 
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yawns and growls, Russia encouraged by the war between 
France and Germany has begun to stir once more. We are 
scarcely taken by surprise for, for some time past, the papers 
have drawn attention to premonitory grum)bles on the part of the Bear 


‘A S.a bear, roused by the smell of blood, stretches his limbs, and 
























































[ID eer you at the Poly- 

technic see 

.\ drop of water mag- 
nified, to show 

What curious animal- 

culie there be 

Within its globe? 
You then perhaps 
may know 

By what strange crea- 

tures haunted aye 
is he, 

The man ‘remote, 
unfriended,” but 
not “slow,” 

Who is by spirits con- 

stantly possessed— 

That is, by ardent 

spirits, as you've 

gui SSC d. 

This clings about his 
legs to make him 
trip, 

This hangs upon his 
neck, and loads his 
back, 

‘This tweaks the nose 
and twists the 
tremulous lip, 

This makes his hand 
its aim at keyhole 
lack, 

This, like the skipper of some old Dutch ship, 

Calls to the crew to make the vessel tack— 

A vessel of a nature sadly porous 

(Its mug’s in the initial here before us). 





His low-crowned, wide-biimmed hat, beyond all pitley, 
Declares him modelled on the worst of types— 

He calls himself a tip-top Champagne Charlie, | 
But knows far less about Champagne than swipes, 

Or the more fiery stuff that’s made of barley. 
Meanwhile of bad cigars and last night's pipcs 

He reeks aloud: for perfume thus proceeds 

Not only from fair blossoms but ill weeds! 


Hail then, fair Temperance! By which I mean 

Not Total Abstinence or any stuil: 
But that discretion which steps in between 

The plus quam satis and the gieantum suff: 
Because this man from drink you cannot wean, 

Shall we get none, who know when we've enough ? 
No! you and [ need not furswear our wine, 
Because ex-S results in making swine. 





A Barbarous Custom. 

Tr scems that certain learned justices of the peace in the West ot 
England have given out that they mean to put all drunkards, who 
can't pay when they are fined, into the parish stocks. We have no 
desire to encourage intoxication; but we likewise have no sympathy 
with the Great Unpaid, who certainly ought to be able to put enemies 
without end into their mouths with peifect immunity from the result 
Cassio mentions. As the Act of Parliament empowering tho use of 
the barbarous instrument has long since been repealed, it is likely the 
first J.P. who tries to put a drunkard’s ankle into the stocks, muy put 
a donkey's foot in it. 


| 
| 
ee ahaa 
| Fair and False. 
| Weare glad to hear this :— 

The rumour that the siege of La Fére hus been raised is false. 

| We should be torry to believe that the gallant militaires of the 
German army had ceased to besiege the fair. 

| Can’t be True. 

We beg to disbelieve the t/en@um's statement that Mr. Ropirt 
| Bucuanan is engaged on a book called, Tie Hebrides und the Land of 
| Lorne, and has procured the Princess Lovise's acceptance of the 
| dedication. We don't like to think of poets engaged in book-making, 

and hungering for Royal patronage. Mr. Bucnanan has a better title 
| than Tie Land of Lorne to public recognition. 
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SPORTING a nee. 

As the racing serson is now over it would perhaps he as well if | 
attem pte d to en ighten my read rs on the vy: irlous ath r top < wet 
at present ocenpy the sporting breast, chief : 
evade fur the rovernment of all athletie clubs whose members \ 
he not ouly amatenrs but gentlemen. The formatio 
has cost considerable time and trouble, but these will } Lye 
expended should the new liws have the oo effect of markine th 
distinction between the “gentleman atilete’ and his - 
shopxeeping rival. [ have “not here room to. publish coll 
decisions tne cor nmittee have arrived at, but b ‘lieve the following 
restrictions are under consideration :— . 

So that for the. future there shall he no difficulty in decid ne th. 
quilifications of a ge ntleman amateur, it is hereby enacted that any 
one convicted of perpetrating any or ull of the following offences w ]] 
be es ately black-b alle d upon nomination or instantun 
exp he should he at the time of such committal he member of a 
recognised G. A. C, 

1. Eating pen‘orths of fried fish and bread in a public thorouchfare 
or theatre. 

2. Buying saveloys. fargots, pease-pudding or polonies, no matter 
whether the purchase be made in a basin for home mption, or 
the edibles be taken down a dark street and devoured fr 
native paper. 

3. Wearing paper collars wrong side outwards. [This only refers 
to the practice of turning the collar after the right side oa become 
dirty. | 

4. Partaking of a musical luncheon, and pron 
afterwards for the purpose of picking up toppers. 

5. Dossime.* 

6. Vending newspapers peripatetioally. 

7. Cleantzg boots without belonging to a duly organised 

8. Being 2 policeman’s nose. 

9. Having mvolunterdy resided in the 
of Her Majesty's prisons, excep) those for debtors. 

10. Dealing in old clothes. © Unis does not refer to pure 
for own nee and benefit. | ) 

ll. Writing the English language correctly. 

12. Being a teetotaller. 

In addition to the foregoing, it is imperatively necessary that every 
G. A. must at seme time or other have spoken to # lord or M.P. 
Shonld any m:mber have done so often, or should he be connected 
slighthy or otherwise with any such distinguished personage the | 
ahave rules will not be put In force exce pt by general vi 

Given by us, the Gentlemanly Athletic Committe: 
means, this !9th day of Nov ember, 

‘Signed) AUGSPUR, 
—No connection with the my over the way. 
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A conTEMPonARy sceoms to sneer at this as impro}alle:— 

The Gaulois says that after the attempted reve lutionin Pari onthe ots* ult. 9 Tetter 
Was fonnd on the tab e where Flour ns and his assoe ates had been sito ng, ape tly 
ud-ressed to the director of the Aagne at Veulon, and in these termes s—""' ‘zen, 
we must at any prie have William’s mead. Senaa hundred resolute convicts. uke 
haste; time p-esses.”? The signature was il.ezible. 

Really, it seems ‘ea first gleam of sense that any one in P aris has dis- 
played. “ Must have William's head ’’— or eny other mitn’s, Shat’s | 
Nobody in Paris secms to have head. “A 


what they do want. ; 
hundred convicts ’—good! The y want to r : eonvic- 
tions in Paris— among others the conviction that their game is pretty 
well played out. Dut we see nothing bloodthirst Vv in the letter as re: ad 


by ‘this light. 


arrive at seve 





We Gas Not! 


Wirut the last week there have bern two s 
poisoning by gas, cuused by escape from the main pipes in 
houses. We should like to know whether the gas-com 
are allowed by Act of Parliament to destroy us by the slow ] oison of 
the unpurified was they supply us, have received any extension of 
their powers to enable them to kill us off rapidly: Because if not we 


should say a Coroner's Jury ought to return a ve rdict of * needs 
against them. 


z 


o dwelling 
which 


mnies, 


Or perhaps u little Lynch law would do; t 
the cry of @ Ja lanterne reminds us that there might be a di ae eo 
finding the lamp- post by the light of the gas w herewith it 1s playtully 


said to be illuminated. 
oo 


The Twins. 
a. ae ‘A fe es 
Amy Rohsart draws at Drury Lane. Another R B's art ‘as : 
‘ + 
cuit baker) has long drawn in another Lane, St. Murtin’s. 


, eae } hou ir correspon Li nt issures S 
* We were rather doubtiul adoa i MG. 


this word, but ou : 
that it is taken from the vocabulary of a very distinguished amateur—tie fF. 4 
casual.—KFp. 
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ORIGINAL POEM. 


leafy by 
Ing, singing, raving, 


? 3 ’ 
ild if FO ee rilet, 


» ° 
Bexeatia shady sv ‘amora, 
\ Veesle lx vonuth of nov\ 


' said he. 


whos: mishs Sete -wavine. 
) tv pe wis ah yrait 


“if I'd but thou: pnt | 7 \ love w 


ld have sh ved Im head, been cupped and bled, and bat li Water 
grucl i 
* For pity ever has its home within the female buzzim, 
\ . ° . 
And eng | lose akin to # ve. tom! fever ee oT 
Vhns if my dear had seen me leer, with face pale, sud, toad. 
Shy . ), + , , . 
ne Hi‘? l noe* spurned, with ! ve h id Our | tl mo hy 
} Gay ste ] 
vu Ue 
\ chomist’s shop this youth went in to purchase some pure sin ples, 
I . ’ : e.4 2 ‘ i ; i 
Mis health wis of the rudest kind —his face wes out in mirnirples 
He asked the man to vive u plan to make the visiee nillid, 
' ar v) yw - ce ° vr _ ." ' ’ 
an at ents ar id th dr lye ist said, - I'ry i / chre Ssin for sal ! 


A cab was loaded with the stuff, and home the love-lorn swiin 
educate his tastes with every nerve a-strain went 

With soup or fish, with every dish, down went the salad dres 
iil the Inst flask from eut the cask was met with quit 


haunted him half lit lone. 
een a wil na: 


Bile was the srnillest of the ills which 
when in time he left his couch his flame had : 
But notarap he eares, mxyhap, for by the soft sea breezes 

He sadly swears, eel il cares are far worse than diseases. 


A PROSPECT OF PEACE. 


Tie cause of Woman's Rights is advancing in both He mispheres, 
Inside Paris the ludies have had a monster meeting, at whi n they 
declared that the dearest and only cbject of their umbition wis 
“trousers '’—the Zonave pattern for preference. From Washingt 
we have the news, leat through the cable-telegrwph, that “dri: 
- inp Hower has addressed « large meeting uj on the propos:d Worlu s 


ace Congress of Women, and that, as a result, resolutions wer: 
lopted appointing a committee, with Junia Wan» Howe as Chair- 
man, and inviting European co- -operation, ” We don't quite see how: 


Junta can be a chairman, but that is a matter of detail. Moreover 
unless, a8 1s very probable, the men from whom we huve the report 
libelled the sex, the Paris meeting led ‘to what, in contradistinetion to 
“neace,” we must call a shindy. But it is a familiar fact to men, 
when a few women get toe ‘ther to discuss any mutter peace is the 
distinguishing characteristic of the gathering. and it is ressonuble to 
suppose that this will become more marked in proportion as the 
‘for its manifestation becomes greater. We therefor 
hope and pleasure to the sitting of the Werki's Pew: 
for which Junta 


look 


| forward with 
Congress of Women, and trust that the co-operation 
asks will be unhesitatingly a-Ward-ed. 


SYMPATHY. 


Enyland sre a great body. oe surprises 

| horror, the word 
outh moske nm 

I on} 


Drepluinmy a 





Tur magistrates of 
' them, and very often when the court is convulsed wi 
of wit and wisdom which rap from the magis™ riul 
things smo th, and raise that happy “ laughter’ whi-i: is know 
in p lice courts, and which is commandable only hy t 
“worthy” spirit. Symp:thy, too, is a quelity often 
their worships, though it 1s not often turned in the tollowiog direc‘ion 
Inder the head of * Old Port, Sparkling Hock, and t! OU an 
are informed that a respectable-luoking f-male was placed betore Mi 
{nnoL_p charged with being drunk and incapable, when the follow 


niet 
| 


poss sera} ri 








ing rather interesting and certainly instructive Cconvers:tion « 
curred :— 

Mr. Arnold: What have you to say to this’—Defendant: Well, sir, T wa 
strict teetota'ler, I can assure you.—Mr Arnold: And thisis ¢ revul Det 
dant: I met with some friends, and it’s deaily very unfo tuna Mr. Arne 
fr. quently is after merting wth frends.--Detendant: | was over 
Aro d: soit seems Detendunt: It was not the quantity 1 was overt nw 

had half a bottle of old port, it en they gave me sparki.nz hock, a tid 
aw ee With me Mr. Arnod: | iid think not, It’s @ bad miXtul 
Who can rerd the foregoing without a feeling of rever:: for th 
master-spirit who so epizrammatically points the moral of meetir 
one’s friends, and adorns the tale of mixing one’s liquors? Not w 
thengh a shade of sorrow passes over us a8 we think of the man 
headac ‘thes which must have been encountered in the pur-uit « f su 
extensive knowledge of *‘ Old Port, Sparkling Hock, and their result 

Toothsome. . 

A surogon dentist announces that he treats, sciemt' fully, * Th 

Teeth and their Ditticulties.” His services would be invaluch! ist 


: . ,,) o* 3,4 le. . . ’ 
now in Paris, where, we suspect, considerable ** difficulty "’ must 


found in keeping the teeth going. 
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SPENLOW AND JORKINS, GERMAN TRANSLATION. 


B*s*m*rck-Spenlow :—“ I WILL NOT SAY WHAT CONSIDERATION I MIGHT GIVE TO THAT POINT MYSELF, IF I WERE 
UNFETTERED. MR. JORKINS IS IMMOVEABLE!” 
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BEARLY CIVIL. 


—«“COME, IF YOU'RE SO VERY RAVENOUS—TRY THIS!’ 


John Bull: 
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. + ’ oe - _ . . . . . . . 
printed! He also, by the way, by so doing, is satisfied with “in- 


OUR POS T-A LI CAR D s directly promoting the cause of education,” instead of going in heart 
shu Jd ‘ : and soul to *‘ agsis* in carrying out the most important measures ever 
rR acted.’ ; F 

mS ~~ enacted. 


7 Which is clearly wrong! 








; ; It = like ste pping out of the vit ited atmosphere of 1. vestrv-room 
— nt ' ace . , ° ? 
| Patriots at Marseillcs “covered” G. F oh - Into the open air to turn from these turgid or twaddling tirades, to the 
ial Bah thee tasce ae Raat Le tdonp with th ir rifles. Why plain straightforward language of Mx. Septimus HANsanv—which is 
| ; , ae yiti ‘1r spades ? weelid Wie a : r ; . ; - an 
| 80 good for the soosehi ‘ties ! — Train wrapt hin s finthe would have been English. When we have said that, we need not deal in ridiculous 1 
29} ' ’ nt tha here i > Sees 45 LEk ‘Ameri ¢ rong als : z “4° © 69 ° “a. i 
<7 he’d 7 Wout Chie OFans of the tirst man who touche a it a a . qe ifi ations such as * idiom ithe and * crisp 
lat man, Decale he couldn’t retavate Bo WOT eNes tr. on , : 
| hal Basene saya his fecling city ere ret it Be fired firet, — Mar. We do most sincerely hope that not Hackney only but every 
DE ee Wis bene he bee, weet Feapest. to Gambetta is “ simn o eon. metropolit: istrict will take pains ‘lect. aman, who knows what | 
| tempt.” We hope he hasn’: patented that feelin; imp e con } an district will take pains to ¢ t aman, who knows what | | 
en "ee : See ‘ Ine, aS awe ad > one - Y nats oo a fs ee ae ° . 
; | would lik a little Kish of idiots to Diamond Fie'd: No ie ys pn CO ition is. It is as absurd to appoint a main to superinte nd 
in England. Idiots, O} course, not diamonds. Mo. B, eal ae : . bootmaking, chairmending, or furri¢ ry who dor s not know an uppr r | 
| Makers 0 Dictionaries, 1.}:ase note—“ To adop:. » } rmng. |’) | leather feome acwelt a * » froma can ‘ ; : | ‘ 
the back garden.’”’ Rus-ia going to 1 onbtee? to burs ina hol scather Irom a welt, a rush from: cane, or a hors:-shoe from a ten- 
for Russ or for us. can’t say wn na oe Potongomuch the worse penny nail; as it wou'd be to appoint these solecists to superintend | 
. Pes Mie pave) Fares “giand, Vurkev. Austria ¢} . . . - ' 
and Ita ye to sax ** You mustn’t” ‘to the Czar i will thew de the most el: mentary education. { 
» Y ~ Pe? ? . + d + - Sere B “ ‘ O ] 17 ; 
. " . an et m : CG. "Dud of Loire v. Von der T n Vor’t he dare If the Act compelled each candidate to pir an ordinary sentence, 
! tr em resentiv mant luff talks ne $y ‘ : ’ , sal a — . ° : ° : on ¢ 
| Duffer! Me Misi? calc i a es Hah den ea Elgin. Comparative, ind to write three lines of Enelish in order to qu ilify, there would 
se ariel ad ape 6 60 disestablish Engli-h Chur I hel] hn a Gere sisted aneamshhite see?it ' ’ 
draw it Miall d. -= Chines meditate poisoning all the tea Vore ood a e sine very Si nder com pt ition, we ll bet! os ; 
_* ver di e it. = Great fuss about coming eclipse of the cw Sue lhese are only a few of the faults to be found in 9 superficial glance | 
\ rded atslivbht of B sh) Governmoen : EMMA RR: SrnP at ann P . s : ' 
off.1 ded u oe 9 I ts) Government that he says he won": doit. IV ‘Cone, out of many batches of such addrvss:s. 
— & mine, —_— al iS it ’ it f dine &, oe ts after Franec With a ste — ny ( i 
dispassionate, and UNpartiai—on one side!’ << Milil, ; 
iow : I 
LS AE 


EDUCATIGNAL LY BORED. Anounp the city, day by day, 


Draws in the foeman’s stern array : 


. A Is rathor odd after all, that we should And burghers ask—as wel. they may — 
A save to apologise to the public for ‘6 How will the strugele end 

, diverting their attention for a whil Will slow starvation sap the wall, | : 

rom a for: ign war to so unimp rtant a Or will the foe upon us fall | 

qn Stion as the National Education of With fire and steel, with shell and ball; ' 

this country. National Education only What do the fates portend * ' | 

ritppens to be the basis Om which and 


1. O’er the blue waves of Naples Bay 
Our little vessel skims away, 
And spreads her wings just like a swallow 


They'll need all speed who us wou! 1 fullow 


on which alone -— such an army 2s the 
Prussian army could be founded. But 
that’s neither here nor there:—xt pre- 

nt the question is how the powers 


riven by the new Education Act shall be 2. This is the helmet my ancestor wor : 
pplied. We have received many ad- Anno Domini, fifteen something and four 
tresses of candidates for election to the Those bars between 
Boord, but as the set nearest complete Full often, T ween, : 
AED mes to us from Hackney, we select that Has the neck of a flag on of Khentsh been ' ; 
N ‘t for our examination. We shall be ®° A nice white cake, 
N v the very nature ot the subject com Oh, bak r, make 
NN »lled to approach a topic which in a For me, and in your oven bake. 
iH ' eak moment— extending over a year Or Your crumpt tand scoris 
i—we were once wont to handle with a Away I have thrown, | 
iow to making it better understanded of For this is the kiad that I care fur alone! 
ee 9 que gia SF te pene & te 1. Of the many Madonnas that Rar rt painted, : 
‘uglish language?’ If the gentlemen oe Fc ge be caesar gene pin aa ; 
nt to the ‘* Metropolitan School Board” SICA TEE, LORES C7 OG, BNE SHOES 5 
: a. as ; [his as one of the best I claim, . 
-o not themselves know English, how on Which takes from the window behind its nam ; 


ith can they tell whether the children 
are taught that which is the first neces- 5. If you etch upon copper, 
sity of their education ? To draw it’s proper 

We begin with the address of Mr. Your sketch with needle light in 
AppiscoTT, because it is poetry — or And the aqua fortis, 
nonsense (the same thing)--when it talks of “an undercurrent " W hich next your pour, tis 
which “stands in the way’ of something. We presume there That will your picture bite in. 


- 





1s an undercurrent of meaning—there is none of grammar— where 6. Givsy Jenny has long black hair, 

1t says, “Sif read as many would wish, KC,, /0u introduce a dogma ; But as for getting a comb through '—there, 
whereas the real intention of the candidate is that you “introduc: Out by the roots the whole youd tear, 

a dogma”’ if something (not you) is read. But this candidate Before you could comb it smooth and fair! 


99 66 ara?” pan b expocted , ’ . » @ : ] 
awe et : SotuTion or Acrostic No. 192.—Guy Fawkes, Lord Mayor: Gru, 


from the way in which he drifts from “I 
Undo. Yester, Fold, Aim, Wanda, Key, Echo, Solicitor. 


to keep the former long on anything. ; 
Enter Mu. Green: who is “neither insensible to the confidence, 





a aie a : tees GES *hle neither to this TORR SonvTion op Acrostic No. 192, aecrivep Nov, 16th —Sarey P. ; 
hor to the responsibility clearly meaning * insensibl« ms iher to thi tH ee oa J.0. P.; John Samur! F. ; Mutual Roach ; Syrn and An; Dreeque F ; 
nor to that’’—but subse quently much less clearly meaning anything TO. R. E. - (uuarter ; Old Toodley ; Tom ant Jim; Catford bridg hitn; W. 
when he says --practically--“‘I, supplying the truest, purest, amd yp p 5 suction; Haroun Alrasenid; Wow. T Jun, os ‘ham Trotter | 

i ose , he a D: r' KC ; at * Eton ‘air Wheel; Ruby's Ghost; . unior; ckham irotter ; 
noblest motives for action, can never be a party,” Kc. Not that he E onian ; ee es | rot on laced, he.< 1 Mane: Charles o04 TA; 
Intends to arrogate such a source of splendid supply to hims 1f—onl} Biddy an) Po cting Belves Brouber: Clilf: Tiddlewiaks and Co. | 
he Says it, if he is talking English. But he doesn't seem to be too _ 
strict on that point, for he talks also of “ much good or much evil a ; 
resulting from the “wise or unwise” use of something, which Private and Confidential. 


reduces the “wise” and “unwise” use to about the same ! vel of Ix the interests of a contemporary, whose name—J/iysaro—we 


4 “ie fa ° . . ‘ > tow - 38 ° : e ‘ } saact ‘ mr . 
toss-up.”” Still it is gratifying to learn that Mx. GREEN 1s suppress from obvious motives of deicacy and Comslucration, we 
° ; ‘ = "> 8.2 éahenlnte”’ ots} ° << * at tf: 
Opinion that * ( ompulsory Education ” is not “absolute. rr rcfuse to publish a paragraph which states that: — 


‘ m zs : 5 = roes ag 6s ‘lass book a , 
V re Crossan, in old faced ty pe; suggests gt ng iE l "But 4ss’s fle-h is now in the Paris market, and selis at the very moderate rate of a. 
lume which no one who reverences it would like to see so us: 1 ag, per pound. 
have don : f pay might be too strong 


Mu. Clements surpasses him with “lads, several of which” 
Something. His entire approval the rejection of one thing and non- 
interference with another jas earned. Mk. Smrrures follows, who is 
* taken by surprise’ and “dares not take any steps, nor incur ivy 
expense ’— beyond, of course, writing an address and getting 1 


nn  e-nninsennmnecnetannmnstantenttmtnitt 


The temptations of such a large increase « pe) ; 
for the staff of a journal to which we only distantly allude, wh: nwe | 
say that it has recently conferred aninestimable boon on Is suyscrlbers 
by considerably reducing its size. 
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A SAD DISAPPOINTMENT. 


lst Workman :—“I say, Birt, THEY AIN'T A-GOIN TO BOMBARD Paris 


ARTER ALL.”’ 
2nd Ditto :—“ WHat ARE THEY UP TO, THEN?” 
lst Ditto:—*“ BLowep ir I KNOW WHAT THEY'RE UP TO. 


| USE MAKIN’ UP ONB’S MIND TO NOTHINK IN THI8 WORLD.”’ 
{ 








CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
NOVEMBER. 

The Life Boat contains that sadly interesting record, “ ‘The Wreck 
Chart of the British Isles."" We regret to see that the annual number 
of wrecks is on the increase; and can only hope and trust that the 
subscription to the noble Institute will increase in like ratio. 

Our _ xe Fviks is light and amusing as ever; but we do not think 


“Our Young Contributors” at all a good feature, and doubt if not | 


the genuineness at any rate the originality of the papers. The 


magazine has seldom contained such very feeble verse as ‘‘ Fairy 


Feline.”” The “ Visit to Pompeii" is interesting. 

The Gentlema»’s Journal maintains its excellence, and as usual gives 
an astonishing quantity for the money, including a couple ot 
interesting war-mays. The weak point of the number is a paper 
called “My Dog Jerry,’’the author of which, “G. F. P.,”’ suys, “1 
don't exactly know what breed he boasts, whether mastiff, Newfound- 


land or spaniel — perhaps a little of each... .look at his portrait.” We 


do—and it is an unmistakable bloodhound, drawn by Lanps:Egr. 


FUN. 





| 
Ir AIN’T NO 


The Overiand Monthly is enriched by one of Mr. Bret Haxts's | 
wonderful “ Diggin’s"’ stories; and contains besides an interesting | 


account of ‘‘ Princess Salm-Salm.”" The rest of the papers will be | 
| & meeting at the reptile house to see a venomous serpent “‘ vaccijnate”’ 


found readable and excellent as ever. 

The Sunday Magazine is full of admirable pictures. The “City 
Man” continues his chronicle, and there are some good bits of verse in 
the number. 

Good Words has a curious paper on violins—‘Straduarius of 
Cremona,”’ and some lines by the author of * John Halifax,’ which, 
with illustrations of the usual excellence, go to make the number a 


strong one. 
Good Words fer the Young comes out with a new and effective 


wrapper. There is great variety in the contents, and the editor | 
begins a new story about ‘a princess and a goblin” —what can the | 
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A SIMPLE BALLAD, 


For Mvsic. 


Sue stood beside her cottage door, 
The sun was sinking low: 

Said I, ‘The wide, wide ocean o’er, 
To-morrow I must go.” 

She pressed my hand. She heaved a sigh. 
She turned her head away. 

She murmured, ‘“* Leave me now, for I 
Feel all I cannot say.”’ 


I went across the ocean wide, 
I toifed in foreign climes, 

Mv thoughts across the heaving tide, 
They flew how many times! 


At leneth, when twenty years had sped, 
Across the weary foam 

I passed once more, and quickly fied 
To seek the dear old home. 


But she had wedded uncle Jor, 
That kept the Black Bull Inn. 
I dropt in there ‘xcognite, 
And had a three of gin. 


I did not weep, or cry alack, 
Or anything that way ; 

For a widow rich, some two years back, 
I'd married at Bombay. 


Politeness. 

Ir is stated that a woman is invariably found on in- 
vestigation to be the source of every evil and every 
mishap. We don't believe anything of the sort, of 
course ; but wicked people will have it so. Among the 
wicked people we must include the present French 
Government and the ex-Emperor. The former attribute 
much of the mishap which has befallen France to female 
influences d 21 MaxGuerireE BELLANGER. The latter, in 
a letter quoted in the Dorset County Chrovicle, informs 
Cartain Damer that * Ann-Archy is making still worse 
havoc than the needle-gun"’ with his poor country. 
And yet they call the French a polite people! 


Mave ny Macuinery.—When are newspapers like 
turnips’ When they are Hoe’d. 


little folk want more? The pictures seem better than ever—commend 
us especially to the cockatoo of Mr. ZwEcker. 

In S¢. lauds “Ralph the Heir” grows in interest fast. Lorp 
CAMPBELL gets a roasting for his ‘‘ Lives’? of Lynpuursr and 
BrovGuam. A néw novel by Mr. Macponatp commences. <A good 
number altogether. 

Le Follet contrives to lead the fashion still in spite of the siege of 
Paris. 

We have received the Young Ladies’ Journal, The Gardener's Magazine, 
Tie Westminster Papers, Carlow College Magazine. 





A Free Translation. 


** Alient appetens”’ 

The wealth he sought was other men’s. 
But, Sariust adds, “ Sui profusus.” 
His own weulth freely he d produce us. 


The Puff Oblique. 
Tue chief of the Anti-Vaccination body has been advertising to call 


a rabbit. We are not a little amused to see that the particular snake 
he selects for his purpose is—the puff adder. 





A Grain of Comfort. 
Beer in Paris, if limited in quantity, must be of most excellent 
quality. A correspondent informs us, yer ballon monte, that it eats 
** suort '’— very. 


Tue Toapy’s Deticacy.—A sponge cake. 
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A FEW NEW IDEAS. 


‘ 


A CONTEMPORARY who quo! 
meanness to withhold th: 

The Diamond Ficids.—A Now Id 
new suggestion calculatcd to ma 


une following adv rti-ement has thy 
and address of the advertiser: 
& Wanted.— A likeral bonus wi] ] 
money amongst the diamond diege: 
Under the circumstances all we ec: : ie 
uaer S ATC Svall¢ » til vv ¢ can do 18 to flin Our P ar] 
| es. . Pa ; ss 4 < sa 
diamonds—no! ideas—betfore the world, and trust to th. 
: aT) 10 wt hh +1] } +. 
honour for the bonus if he finds anything to suit him. 


We me an 


rentlemian’s 
Pet 4=% . a8 aa sii 

1. W Ses till the GlamMona-uiggers go to sleep and then searchin« 
their pockets. ng 

2. ‘Laking out instructive and serious works. wherewith to establis3 
a tree library, with a view Stablish 
diggers, and then (sec No. 1) 

8. Establishing oe Grane Anitcrmational Diamond Exhibition at th: 
diggings, appointing yours: ir jury, and keeping the stoces till you can 
quite make up your mind which is the best. ’ 

Vinal meaty ae. 1. Ba ait , : 2 

4. Collecting agiamonds ior outward application to the Sick and 
W ounded, and stickin: to them. (This 7s new!) 

Oe Supply ng the digg: rs gratuitously with muatrasscs stuff d with 
nitro-glycerine and picrate of —you know. 

Vo les . 4 a . c oe “c ‘ 

6. sang out a lot of bits of glass and strewing them about, and 
then while the 0 ig ers are picking them up collaring the real diamonds 
yourself, 

If we may indicate the remuncration we should like for these new 
ideas, we will say half of whit the gentleman gets. Only, if he ets 
caught, he may keep all he gets besides. . C 


to encouraging somnolency ameng th 
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LANGUAGE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, 


—_—_ 


SPHERICAL 


ated ee ee ke wed 


Sis, — I read in the Giole of a recent date, an account 
headed “ Seventy Days in Metz ''—an interesting account, no doubt; 
but one in the latter purt of which there are a few points, which your 
superior intelligence may be «ble to explain. It is stated that :— 

At twenty minuies past one o’clock, the first Prussian foct feil within the city of 
Mota-la-Puceile ; possession Was quietly taken of the Pluce Moze'le, which wis 
rapidy disencu:nbered of partiyu-raien baggage waggons, that the few la-t horses 
of the military train had half devoured. 

Poor animals! What mus: have been their agonies before (and 
atter), setting to work to eat their baggage waggons! No wonder 
there were only ‘a few lust horses.’”’ But why were the waggon 
ouly half eaten ? 
them that, while half a Joaf is better than no bread, half a baggave 
waggon is better, and more digestible than a whole one? It would be 
interesting to hippophagis‘s (by necessity or otherwise) to compar 
the flavour of hoses fed om half-baggage waggon (fancy hali-rations, 
even of baggage waggons!) with that of horses fed on a less or’ginil 
diet. We go on to read :—- 

Thus was performed the last zct of this sad tragedy. Even in this sad trazedy 
did the inhabitants still hope that the Germans would obrerve serupulous!s the 
terms of the capitulation, and occupy but the forts and the Porte Mozeile. This, 
like so many other of our hopes in Metz, was but shortlived; for at four «clock In 
the afternoon they”? (who? our shortlived hopes or the inhabitants - Or the 
Germans) ‘‘marchked through tie streets with closely-closed shutters, playing in 
the sad and silent city joyous and viciorious German tunes. 

+ - . » . 4 - Og 99 ‘ on 
@This is a difficult passage. That “our short-lived hopes,” having 
been so completely shut up, should go about with closely-closed 
shutters I can understand, but then why, and how, should they, the said 
hopes, sing joyous tunes ?—victorious tunes, too, whatever they may 
be—I don't think I have quite caught the meaning. Pray turn, this 
over in your mind, and sce if you can make anything of it, und if so, 
what. Yours truly, 


November, 1870. “‘ TGNORAMUS. 








Loire, you don’t say so: 
Ir is quite gratifying to see how learned our contemporaries are 1n 
warlike matters :— 
Five soldiers of the army 


Military excutions are becoming frequent in France. Ts Of tne a 
of the Lo.re were shot on the 2nd for offences which in other umes — ae ae 
regarded as venial. In one case the offence was that of stealing fowls. Int ie 
Others the men had either struck or threatened their officers; but one Was aiso 
Charged with deserting when in presence of the enemy. 


Five soldiers shot for offences that in other times would be held 


Venial. Oh! stealing fowls may be veniul, but how about “cihiog 
L 4AS 2OT | 


or threatenin: icers’’? When is that offence venial. 
ing officers f course is not pos- 


“ deserting in the presence of the enemy,” that - oe ae 
sible in those “other times’’ which are a periphrasis sed er " 
peace, But what a lot our papers do know about militury matters. 
Ee 
The Nose have it: i 
“Sampo,” said-a coloured gentleman to a brother-mlg io IS 
ery persuasion, “ What am dis-set?"" “Oo, satu the other, ** a: 
&M de-myrrh !”’ 


hh 


Was it that the sagacity of those noble animals told | 


| 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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| 
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| 











A FEW POETIC ASIDES. 


"Mf moonlight sleeps upon 


, ’ A 
the lak ° 
[t slumbers on the billow 
/ y ’ 
LA 1 Co.a j iroly lrat t 
4 - 
: ta 
444,,, Ir m i lack ] Ww ate r- 
Z pi'low 
Zi oka 
¥en 
‘ “a 43 : . . : 4} 
1 meecy Ciouds upon Lone 
Ys row 
W/ Qt yonder mount repose. 
fy : 1 } 
Yi m such a rocky shake- 
(dg n, how 
Ke m™ " ’ 
Vp, ! ’ if roolness 
i knows .) 
4s 
Sha “ ; 
yy, pon ®the grass, beg>mmed 
4 - alas 
J with dew, 
Phe long black shadows lie 
4 Chev'll get rheumatics if 
3 





Sweet neture, mura ring in her dreams, 
Lies lapt in midnight slum}ers. 

(Talks in her sleep? H'm, Nature secms 
To sup upon cu-cumbers.) 





A Hum. 

Mrs. Paatamor says her nevvy tells her there's to be 
at the Crystal Palace, where among the other cocks and hi 
to be prizes for “Belgian homing-birds."” She says she 
thouzht homing-birds were like the ones in her glass cas: of stuffed 
ones, little things with bright buzzims, and lone bills, and no legs to 
speak of, and that they were never seen beyond the Isles of the 
Kiazores and the Stropics. She has referred to a contributor of ours 
who lives next door, and he says, “Ab, but #e/yian humming-birds 
are something like Dutch nightingales—a rum sort of vird.” 


_ « 


Paltry Saow 
ntries there’s 
always 


Auswrrs to Correspondents 
Wecannot return unaceeptead MSS. or Sketches, tuiless they are accome 
p nied by a stamped aud directed ¢ wwelupe ; and we do hold , 

-»ponstble for loss.) 

A. TgB. (Islington).— Not one envelope was worth a wrap 
J.C. (Collyhurst).—Wby send us on the Soi of Novemibe 
an Irish story) for an annual published on the 27(h of October 7 
J. Tave.— We are much flattered by your comwmen's on the Almanac. 

R. H. —We cannot tell on such slender data. 

M. (Lincoln).—We sturted the first  Exchanze and Mart,’ which was 
copied - as usual—after a decent in’erval by other papers We Lave done 
with it. 

HisTrourcus.— Many thanks. 

W. (O.kley-cre:cent).— Thanks. 

F. M. S.—Ske ch unsuitable. Please send for block. 

Wak HAWK.—A hawk that doesn’t go to the war. 
coose But we're glad to hear from you all the same. 
C. S. (James-street).— Our candid cpinion is that you are too flattering. 
Go ‘long, du! ; , 

Jinks.—Well, if you are eo anxious, present that iatroduction. Only 
let us know when you are coming, because trero is a silver spoon in the 
office, and with such er-dentisls as y urs—we'l? 

Declined with thanks:—Peter; K., St. Martin’s-lane; P. Bu: 
B., Burton-on-Trent; Louiss. H., Panxhall ; A W.M.. D. LD. ; D, St. 
James's street; Nitrate of Darkness; M., Finchley-ro«d; Ex teric. Some- 
body: D &., Kingsland; W., Leeds; R. J. M., Liverp ol, Index, Ponty- 
pool ; Nem»; E. C., Hayford-road ; Lord Mayor s Lou’; B. F. F., Hi pool : 
Croix: J. H. A. S., Salford; Non Melior Pat:ibus; Barkis, Carmarthen ; 
No Oth nce; B.. Liverpool ; Spero; Noudl- ; ca Hereford “quare, En. 

tamsgate; R , Prince’s-s'reet , Canis Moostus. A. H.: H. L. A , Brighton ; 

Q.U. A C. K., Bradford; Editor's Horror; S. B. Swad Sema ; A M., 
Richmond; C. E. T.; W. M., Peckham; C. L., Chelsea; G., Tetbury; S, 
Wolverhampton. 

Correcr SOLUTIONS OF ACROstIC No. 191 unawo: lably omitted Last week .— 
Biddy and P.; H, H.; Scarr Wl; T. Snooks , Mon:agu , Ciusca ia; V. D. G.: 


Jesse B. ; Sigismunds; Br.t:Im: Corp:; Apua Cott; Sp rke,; Moll F. ; Bunch; 
Burford; RK. 1. A.; Quarter; Spheroid ; Harm areas; Adding.on V.; G. r. pr. ; 
Epaphroditus ; Anti-G. ; Yerrip; Pimlico T. C.; irgiula 5 Nuf and SOD ; Pitup ; 
Crosstick; R. A. M.; Boys and Co.; Pik; A. W. KR ; Isineer: C. E.T.; A. 
Cynthia: M. B.; ala M.; Priscilla S.; Little J.; OluJ.; Lock L.; V.8.; D. J. 


Liahtyrt: Ella; Zamalacarregui, Ferndale ; Manor, & Kouckleduster per ; 


uHOl KhOLDA OF StiLCS 


f x . 
Cups yey en 


Cle :rly a stubble 





s 
Ss! de r and Tiney: Notif he, &c.; P. T.G.; Old Suck, Xe. , Graig; Gallon -3 
Anchuchty; Anaith, &c; Vineic’, &e. ; 8S. Redic : ; it Peuseroso; Lauds; 
Eupirosyne ; Toucyd; Xylograph; Staff Serj.; Cider Eye, VoD sin’, &, 5 
Mnemostne; T. O. R. E.; Sym and A.; Lacy B. and Co.; A-co: rimothy 
and 4 ; 
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AMBIGUOUS. 


Capt. Phantom :-—“ You'RE NOT TAKING ANYTHING, Miss DAkLINGTON, ALLOW ME TO OFFER YOU A—— 


Hostess :—“‘ Do Now, MY LoVe, Just A BIscuIT—RatTarig oR—— 
Miss D. :—“ Tuanx you very mvcn, I'LL HAVE ONE OF THE—ONE OF THE THIN caplains PLEASE, BUT, REALLY, I—I Don’T CARE WHICH.” 





REASON IN ALL THINGS. 


Tue Dover Chronicle gives a report of the doings of the local board, 
which seems to point to a lack of the mens sana in that saNUM coRPUs, 
the Sanitary body :— 

With reference to the Rev. Dr. Belcher's letter, it was cated “ St. Luke’s Dar,”’ 
and Alderman Rees asked when that day was He was at a lors to know, nor did 
be understand, such humbugging ecclesiastical terms.—Council'or Jones replied 
the day before yesterday (Tuesday).—Alderman Rees designated the heading as 
anaes y that was entirely unknown to them, and it required a man with an 





mense deal of impudence and cheek to write a letter with such a heading toa. 


public body.—Councillor Fry rose toorder. They were tquabbling about a heading, 
when the letter eontained very valuable information.—Alderman Rees contended 
that he had a right to equabble about it. In the first place the letter was headed 
with an illegal phrase, only known among ecclesiastical cliques. If they wante! to 
use such terms let them go to the old mother Pope. They only knew of tne Year 
of Grace one thousand eight hundred and seventy, and 


Thirty days hath September, 
April, June, and November, * 
February has twenty-eight alone, 
All the rest beside have thirty-one, 
Except in Leap-rear, when 
February's days are twenty-nine. 


—Couneillor Peirce must really rise to order. 
and very strong language azainst a gentleman who had written them a very valu- 


able letter. If they abused it how could they expect him to take any ‘urther in- 





Alderman Rees was using personal | 7, ‘hospital ” read “ workhouse,” and the “ report”’ let-off on the 


Tue Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s | 
_ persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 


Catalogue, says :—‘“ The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.”’ 

Covrr Jovenat, 19th March, 1870:—* Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
emith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machme-made jewellery.”’ 

Unrrep Sexvice Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—* My. Streeter, like his 

t predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
iterature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” 


| it was never intended for that purpose. 


’ 






Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, st. Andrew's Hil! tvctors’ Commons, and Published for the Proprietor), at 80, Flect-Street, E.C.— London: Nov. 








terest in this matter.—Alderman Rees said he had used strong language, because he 
had been interrupted. The body of the lett r was most ably written, and contained 
important revelations, but it was the heading he objected to. 


If the worthy Alderman pursues this line of Rees-oning, he would 
condemn the designation of the 25th of December as Christmas day— 
a mere “ humbugging ecclesiastical term, and an illegal and unknown 
phraseology.”’ One Friday, moreover, according to his calendar, being 
as good as another, he would naturally object to Good Friday. 


Stables and Styes. 


Tue following extract is from the Californian Advertiser :— 


It ‘s melancholy to learn from a unanimous Board of Health that the new 
Ho-pital building is unfit to stable horses in, but 1t is more cheerful to reflec’ that 
{t is merely a place for sick and worthless 
human beings to die comfortably and be carted away and chucked into hoes at the 
public expense. The fact that the wines and liquors furnished to the Hospital are 
**unfit for hogs to drink ’’ is a more serious matter; the comfort of the officers and 
nurses should be carefully attended 10, and nothing unfit for their delicate sto- 
machs should be admitted, 


Pacific coast finds a painful echo in many a London parish. 


Morninc ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 


tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the golismith, with the 


_ additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 


beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attrictive ”’ 

Pustic Opinion, 16th April, 1870 :—* The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


26, 1870. 
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THE 


ALHAMBRA. 


In Variovs Licuts. 


From a@ French Point of 
View, 

VIVE LA France! 
March we, children of the 
patrie! Death of my life, 
but it shall drown the 
songs of these barbarians. 
Vive la Victoire! Our 
sublime attitude is not it 
all the sames as victory ¢ 
Especially with the plan 
ot Trocuv to crown the 
edifice. The day of glory have arrive. If not, it shall come to-morrow. This is the Alhambri— < 
scene of glorious recollections, when the glorious Moorish chevaliers dominated the Spaniards, who 
desire Howenzotierns for kings. Oh, Alhambra! The foot of the invader falled it not on thy 
pavements, to be sweep away? So shall the foot of the Prussian be sweep from the fair sc'l of 
France. Oh, France! Oh, ma patrie! Vive la France! A bas Bismarck! Ya houp! 

JULES, 
From the German Point of View, 

The-where-is-the-German -Fatherl and-never-sufticiently-to-be-on-all-nations-impressed-question ! 
So! We, the-in-one-bond-of-united-Germany-concatenated to have that song gesungen wish. 
Hein! So! The Wacht am Rhein! Houp ya! Yah! Hurrah for the Vaterland! And Lager 
Bier! Hurrah for the never - enough - in - ages-to-come-to-be-thought-over-and-Paris-besieging - 
almost-taken-success!| Where is the German Vaterland ? Every vares! Every vares in the 
spirit-in-due-philosophy -and-of-all-Teutonic-aspiration-born-infusion spreading. Yah! : 

WDWIG. 
From the British Point of Vice. 

T say, ’Arry, what a jolly row! Look ‘ere, you 'oller “ Wackt ham Rind” along with the 
Germans, and I[’ll ’owl for the Martiallays. ’Ere’s a lark. Beats Jooitan’s old concerts all to fits. 
/“\, Blessed if one don’t miss the bally so much now these ’ere sprees ison. Who-oop! Wackt ham 
) 4) Rind! Who-oop! Martiallays! Whoo! Go it, ’Arry, Weeve ler Forongs! Weeve ler Ger- 

se HLALFRED. 
From a Magisterial Point of View. 

H’m! The Alhambra appears to flourish in spite of our bringing the severity of the law and the 

influence of the Bench that palladium of English liberty to bear against it. 


, 
F > (2 ay: From 70043 X’s Point of View. 
=< ve, Well, this is strange! The Force is hevidently at a discount, or we could have run this ‘ere 
ra AY SS Alhamberer in, which it don’t employ no constables. I suppose it won't do to charge ‘em as drunk 
SD <\ NN and disorderly ! 
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A D-T-ESTABLE JOKE. 


Is our contemporary the Daily Telegraph, who has so terribly lost ground since 
the Daily News became chief authority on the war, about to plunge in despair 
into the comic line of business? If so, we trust ne will in future follow our rule 
of ne’er making light of solemn subjects. The other day our contemporary 
reported a very tragic inquest, under the title of, “An Unredeemed Pledge.” The 
subject was only a child who had been strangled alive ; but the body of the poor 
little innocent happened to have been found tied up in a parcel in the doorway of a 

awnbroker's shopin Drury Line. Hence the joke. You perceive 
that it is a two-edged piece of wit; first there is the droll coin- 
cidence of the pawnbroker’s doorway : and then the amusing fact 
that a child is frequently described as “a pledge. But for the 
earnest piety which always floods the columns of the D. 7. on Good 
Friday, we might have suspected a third side to his fun lurking in 
the epithet “Unredeemed.” But that would be too bad, and we are 
inclined to believe that he was thinking only of money-lending and 
its associations. Still we cannot help a no- 
tion, that the joke was, under the circum- 
stances, unfeeling. Our contemporary 's view 
of wit is clearly not adapted to a christian / 
country. He must not do it again. ( 



























aca aaas S 
Mince-pie. = 

‘Norse,’ said a small child the other day, S, 
while looking at a street acrobat, 66 what 18 
he?” ‘Law, my dear,” 
was the reply, “hes 
only a Jack-pudding.”’ 
«Ts he any relation 
to a Jem tart?” said 
the juvenile, 
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\J¢ F, as seems probable, Russia has been counting on the aid of 


Sj - Germany, or rather of Bismarck, in carrying out the intention 
so boldly and suddenly stated by Prince Gortscnakorr, Russia 
is likely to bedisappointed. Those who expect Bismanck’s help 

must earn it by a minute attention to his wishes, by some share of his 

uteness ; and must never object to being thrown over by him after 
all. when it suits his purposes. 

It is pretty clear that the Bear is not inclined to retreat from the 
position which he has with native obstinacy occupied. But he looks 
to Bismarck for his cue, while his enemies gather round him—the 
British and Italian dogs, and the eagle of Austria. But Bismarck 
doesn’t say much! 


rw Ff 
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UNMENTIONAEB 


“Harto!” said Brown the other mbrning, while reading his 
favourite journal the Sportsman: “what the dooce does this mean ?”’ 
And he pointed to the concluding paragraph of an athletics notice, 
which ran thus :— , 

A trousers and the usual donkey race brought the sports to a close. 


For the rest of the day Brown was miserable. While poring over 
his ledger, he in vain tried to turn his attention from the mysterious 
trousers. Visions of bellbottoms, pegtops, straightdowns, and tights 

ursued him, and he was just on the point of writing to the Editor 
~ an explanation when a bright idea—the only one he ever had— 
struck him. ‘ Trousers brought the sports to a close,’’ murmured he, 
as he smiled upon the proprietor of the shilling ordinary where he 
dined on this auspicious occasion, as he sent up for his seventh 
plateful. “Yes; I see it all now. Trousers used to be an unmention- 
able word; but we have changed all that now, and the Sportsman 
being, as usual, the first to lead the way, has seized upon the term to 
signify that something occurred which they would rather not record. 
How clever!"’’ And with unwonted liberality Brown treated himself 
to a three of brown cold. We think Brown and the Sportsman were 
both right, and for the future we shall follow the good example, and 
say “ trousers’ when we are afraid of shocking the delicate by the 
use of any word they might consider ‘‘ unmentionable.”’ 





Too Bad! 


Ar a rifle match at Henley-on-Thames we observe that one of the 
awards approached somewhat to the nature of an unjustifiable prac- 
tical joke :— 


LUN. 


Fourth Prize.—A gold wedding-ring and half a dozen silver teaspoons, to be won | 


by a single man, but not to be retained by the winner utle-s he should get married 
within the year. 


We could weep—we could indeed—to think that at this moment some | 


unhappy wretch who has been unfortunate enough t» win that fatal 
prize is going up and down on the earth and wandering to and fro in 
search of a young woman with a finger that will fit the ring. Only 
fancy, if by any mistake instead of an ordinary size it verges on the 
curtain-ring! There's only one woman that will fit that, and she’s 
the giantess, Miss Swan, who is in America. We implore that un- 
happy man to bring us the ring and the teaspoons and give up 
the job. 
What’ll you lay? 

Ws can't help thinking this is a little mixed :— 

The Berberis aquifolia, evergreen privet, laurel, blackthorn, spruce fir, and green 
box, are kept in stock at certain growths by tradesmen, and, when planted, are 


very soon ready for the reception of the coop-fed pheasants whose eggs have becn 
purchased at another emporium. 


By “ whose eggs” we presume the P. M. G. means the eggs from 


| 
| 


i 


| 


which the pheasants were hatched. Now “ whose” is the possessive | 
case, whereas, we beg to observe, that so far from the eggs belonging | 


_ to the pheasants before they were hatched, the pheasants belonged to 
_ the eggs, each single one of which was a possessive case. Q. B. D. 


Milk Below! 


A CORRESPONDENT sends us this :— 


In Cincinnati each milkseller has, under a penalty of 100 dollars, to have his milk | 


inspected and tested, that Tit should not be watered, or the produce of diseased 
cows, or of cows kept in stables and fed upon garbage. The address of the duiry, 
whence the milk came, mast be legibly painted on each stall. , 
Why, he asks, cannot the same law be applied in London? ‘Well, we 
can't see — unless it is because if it were carried out we should not get 
anything in the shape of milk atall! Halfa bread is better than no 
loaf ; and similarly a pump and a chalk-cliff are better than no cow. 


Taking a Rise out of Him. 


' and declared that “ the panic in the city has affected the trade.’ 
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TO THE BEAR. 


RE you growling 
at thought 
of plunder, 

Old Bruin 
with fiery 
eyes? 

Like the distant 
beginnings 
of thunder, 

Wehear ycur 
smothered 
cries. 

We fought you 
once on the 
hillside, 

With our si- 
lent bull- 
dogs stern, 

Till the blood 
swelled the 
rill o’er the 
rillside— 

Would you 
have these 
days re- 
turn ? 


Because they 
lie down to 
slumber, 
Do you think 
our dogs 
turned curs * 
Only wait till 
sSritannia 
shall num- 
ber 

This stout lit- 
tle kennel 

of hers! 

Wedo not want 
to attack 
you— 

But if in # 
menace you 
stir, 





No matter what others back you, 
I guess there'll be flying of fur ! 


We care less for boasting than fighting— 
Can rest on our victories past, 

If you wi// give us wrong to be righting, 
You'll find that our grip is fast. 

You're monster enough to frighten 
Our bull-dog of moderate inches— 

But somehow when Ais teeth tighten 
A vice more yieldingly clinches! 


Have you quite forgotten the beating 
You earned the last time you tried ? 
We can picture you now retreating 
With a gory and ragged hide. 
So let the old bull-dog lie, 
It’s wiser not to tease him: 
For the blood will flow—and the fur will fly, 
If we once cry ** Hie, boy! Seize him!” 


Quite Clear. 
Tue Daily News, speaking of the CAMPBELLS, says :— 
Tne great clan will probably remain content to share amongst each otuer, Ke. 
Of course our contemporary, which has a horror of “ slipshod,” w: 


_ know, because it said so a little while ago in a literary notice, means 
| by “sharing amongst each other” that each will divide the prize 


between himself! 


Competition ! 


Tuer “bones” of a street nigger company, charged with assault at 
Marlborough-street, complained that the nigger business is worn ont, 
. ’ Of 


A Crvit Encixeker was asked the other day by his son, a youth of course, so many people in the City were blackened by the panic that 


promise, if the O Grapy-ents were numerous on Irish railways ? 


—_—— 


—_— 


the competition was too strong for the singists. 


| 
| 
| 
! 

















| 
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NELL IN A NUTSHELL. 


ACT I.—Scene: Mr. QUILP’s Parlour, Tower Hill, Mrs. « CIEP 
and BeLDAMES discovered at tea. Enter QUILp a 
Quitp (to BetpAmes).—Get out. 
them. He pitches them. They go.) 
Enter Littte Nett. 
’ 
Lrrrzz Netu.—l'’ve brought a letter from grandfather. 
Quuir.—All right, my dear. I'll bring the answer myself. 
Scans 2.—Broad Court, Bow Street. Enter Mr. Ricuarp SWIVELLER 
and Mr. Frep Trent. 
Mr. Trenr. — Dick, my sister Nell will have a lot of money. 


Marry her. ; 
Mr. Swivetrer.—I will. [But as he don’t—and as the subject is never 





(He dances at thi n, He arins at 


referred to again in the course of the piece, and as Mr. Swivetter and | 
Neu ave never on the stage at the same time throughout the piece, this | 


scene—and, indesd, for similar reasons, most of the scenes—might he advane |... ‘0 
: | got up that conspiracy about Kit. 


tageously ométted. } 
Scene 3. Zhe Old Curiosity Shop. Midnight. 
TRENT, with dice and dicehox. 

Granp.—( Throws) Sixes! (Throws) Sixes! (Throws) Sixes! These 
are very good dice of mine. Couldn't I vary the monotony of the pro- 
ceedings by throwing an occasional sixteen? I am an experienced 
old gamester, and if I am careful I might manage it. (Throws) Six- 
teen! (Fact.) 

Enter Quiup and NEtty. 


Granp.—Quilp! Have you brought me some money ? 

Qumr.—No. [I thought you were borrowing of me because you 
were rich—I find you were borrowing because you were poor. It was 
weakt in me, but I did. I lend no more. 

Granv.— Lost ! 

Quize.—Here is Mr. Brass—he has come to put an execution into 
your house at the unusual hour of Midaight. It is not strictly an 
attorney’s duty, but he is about to take an inventory. 

[ Exeunt GRANDFATHER and NELL. 


(Brass takes inventory. There are about three million curiosities hanging 
on the walls of this scene, but he takes them all in at a glance, and 
notes them down in a short-hand of his own. There are, iio doubt, other 
vooms in the house, but these are perhaps too insignificant for Mr. 
Brass’s 10/ice.) 

Quritp.—Is it done ? 
Brass.—It is. 
Quiue.—Then we will go to sleep. (T7hey sleep.) 
Enter GRANDFATHER and NELL. 
Netu.—They sleep—we will go away. (A slight escape of gas occurs.) 
Granp.—I smell the green fields. (They get out of the window.) 


Entcry GRANDFATHER | 


ACT IL.—The Wayside. Snort and Copuin discovered repairiig sone 


Punch’s puppets. Enter Newt and GRANDFATHER. 
Nruu.—I will mend that for you, sir. ' 
Suort.—You shall. (Aside.) Remember Short’s your friend, not 
Codlin. 
Coptrn (aside).— Remember Codlin’s the friend—not Short. 

(But as there is no occasion for the friendship of either, and as th se people 
only reappear ta, commit a robbery [for their participation in which 
there is no ground in the novel] THIS scene also might be omitted with 
advantage. ) 

Screwz 2. Mrs. Jaruey’s Caravan. Mrs. JARLEY at tea on a drum 

Enter the two inevitable wanderers. 
Mrs. Jartey.— Would you like to enter my service and show the 
figures ? sa 
Netu.—I should! | Tableau, 

Scunze 3. The Fair. Mrs. Janwry discovered imploring acrowd«f Pun h 
and Judy. showmen, organ grinders, acrohats, sti/t-dancers and monkey 
men to“ walk up.’ But as these people didn't came to the fair to amuse 
themselees they do not comply with her request. It begins to rain, upon 
whieh all the show people disappear, and the booths are closed. | 

Enter Suont, Contin and Jown. They pitch a tent in the middle of the 

fair and begin to play three-card-ls0. Entex GRANDFATHER. 
Granp.— Let me play ! 
Autt.—You shall. (Z/ey play. He loses.) 
Suort.—Rob Mrs. Jarley ! ; 
Granp.—I will! (He goes to do so, when NELL eppears a 
caravan.) 


Nett.—Don’t. (He don'ts.) 


ACT III.—Brass’s Office. Enter Dick SwiveLLer, Mars. (2c ILp, 
Brass, SALLy Brass, and all the BeLDAMES. 


Mrs. Quitr.— Quilp is dead! 


he 0367 of 


| Table au, (*RANDFATHER lan ting. 


| Scene 2. The Bazi: 


FE. ter Quip. 


(Qvitp.—Not yet! Ha! ha! 
ALL.— Monster. | Evewat all but Qvine, Briss, and Satry. 
citp.—For no particular reason, get Kit into trouble. 


SALLY.—We will. | Bxié Quip. 
Enter Wit, 
Brass (fumbling with Krr's izt).—Ha! Kit! Quite well ? 
Kit.— Yes, sir. (Kir és @ sice'l yoo hy this time—having been @ 
| doetish ¢ odhopper im Aer ve NV won for this ¢ ‘tnefor nthion 1s yiven.) 
> is , se ; aa 7, 
Brass.—H illo! That €5-note! Kit, you must have stolen it. 
Kit.—I, sir? Oh! sir. 
Brass.—It is in his hat! Police! 
[ Enter Police. Kit ts carried Fin custody. 
Kitchen at Brass s. (This apartment being situated 
( g 
in B vis Marks is about three feet dp and five-and-thirty feet high, 
ard without a vestige of the use to which it is supposed to be set ap ort.) 
Ete: Dick Swivecuer and the Mancuioness. 
Mancu.—Miss Sally's a good ’un at getting up conspiracies, She 
Dick.—Ha! How knew you this ? 
Mancu.— By listening at keyholes. 
Dick.—This must be inquired into. 
Sceng 3. Wharfon tie Thines. Enter Quinp, with letter. 
Qoitp.—Ha! The conspiracy is discovered—Brass has split—now 
then to escape—but I can't find the key! (Upsets sture which sets 
everything ina blaze. Quitp ts burnt to death.) 
ACT [V.—Scene 1. Dick Swivetrer’s Lodjings. Dick ill in bed. 
MaARcHIoness playing at cribhayze. 
Marcuroness.— You've been left £150 a year! 


Scene 2. Snow seenc. En’‘er Granpratuer aid New, fain‘ing. 
GRANDFATHeR.—As you have only a low-necked dress and short 

sleeves, and it is snowing like mad, perhaps you are cold. 
Neti.—Perhaps I am. 

Bni'er the Scuootmasten, in whom we are d lighted ta reeognize our old 
friend Jowt, only reformed, and looking, on the whole, much wicketer. 
Scnoot.— You selfish old devil, why don't you give the girl some of 

your great coat? [He don't swy this, but he should. } 


Scanz: Last. A Churehyird. Enter GRANDFATHER. 


Granp.—Poor Nelly is dying. These are her shoes. (Producing a 
very small pair of shoes.) It was her morning's amusement to cram her 
rather fall-sized feet into them. My bony bony Nell! 

Exter the Schoolnaster, whom we prefer to call Jow. the horse-coper, 
having had the pleasure of making his acquaintance when he pas-e4 as 
tha! charaeter. 

Jow.i.—A phenomenon is about to occur. 

The roof comes off the church. The congregation dressed in pink ball 
dvesses cid black lace mantillas (bad taste for going to church) hearing 
NELL, ascend to Heaven on the machinery that twok Unvine down to— 
Well some weeks ago. Music, ** Oh where and oh where ts my bonny 
NLLY Gove ?”_ which we were sorry fo he ir as it seeme l to wnply a 
doubt as 10 her ultimate destination. The while produced (by special 
desire of CuakLes Dickens) under the superintendence of Mus. W. H. 
Liston. 

CURTAIN. 

OvrseLves.—This piece is an outrage. Every one concerned in it 
is to be pitied for his or her connection with such a caricature of the 
lamented author's work. Mr. C.ianKke looked like Quilp. Muss 
Eviza Jounstone as the Marchioness was admirable in every way. 
Mr. Be.more did what he could. with an utterly miserable part. The 
rest were nowhere, Muss CHartotre Saunpexs, for the first time in 
her life, overacted. Miss Fironrence Terry has good points, but she 
is no more fit to play Nell than she is fit to play harlequin. The 


scenery is wretched, but the house on fire is well mamaged. 





Windy Words. 
We don't want to be rude, but, really. Why does some one keep 
on asking :— 
WHat Do THE WILD WINDS SAY? 
“ You be blowed.” Is it the advertise- 


Why. the answer is obvious 
of the Equinoxes! 


ment | f an Annu il. If s b. it should app ar at on 
But possibly it’- only « tailor pufting wind-bags. 





A Good Riddance. 


Natcraists have remarked, that the martens have failed to appear 
this <eason in some of their accustomed haunts; we should be glad to 


heur a similar r-port as tu the - murtinets. 
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HOW MR. G. F. PAWKINS WAS HOOL BOARD. | 


1. If Pawkins had a weakness it was for “‘ Hedication.”,——-2. At the Club he sa‘d, “ He flattered himself he knowed a man as would astonish them Boards.””—— 
uested P. to become a 


3. Should Education be compnisory! Johnson thought not. But Pawkins soon settled him.——4. An influent al deputation (at ls. per head) 1 
candidate.——-5. This is, indeed, fame.——6. Practical Education. Mrs. P. ‘“‘hears him” his speech.——7. The speech to the ratepayers. Pathetic!——8. But not | 
uhrelieved by humour.—-9. He defied bis rivals to their false teeth to conjugate the verb “ to was.’”,——10. The election! The resuit! Oh, England! my unhappy 

!——1}. The shades of night had fallen fast, as over Blackfriars Bridge there passed a man, who moaned, “ And sich is life !—I can’t go home and face my wife!’ 


‘Twas Pawbins! 
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Bismarck -—“THE BULLDOG SHOWS HIS TEETH SOONER THAN I THOUGHT. 
BEFORE MY SECRET CLAUSES WERE QUITE READY.” 
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OUR POST-AT, 
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I, CARI). 





Parr3 not taken by the Prussians. Not much taken with them either 
Election of School Boards. Many bleckheads manufzetured of wala b ak a 
= Mill on treaties in Times. A regular grind * Russian Gaasien.” 
How are you off for bear’s grease? Lord Russel! on our defective mi 
tary preparations. “List, ’list, oh, ’list!”? = B-smarck having ‘been un- 
well, is now “‘himself again.” Who was he when he wasn't? Give it up 

Bourbaki retires en route for Nevers. ‘* Nevers-more be offi er of vals ee 
—Sbakespeare—or Gambetta. Germans occupy Ham. Sauseres fre 
quently occupy Germans. Polish bishops petition King William on belalt 
of Holy See. Says he doesn’t wholly see it. — Extraordinary circumstance 

at Paisley. People heard a Crumb-mewiug! = Two Fenians evight at | 

Manchester with a lot of cartridges. We're for putting the former on the 

top of the latter and then letting them off altogether. Cartridges, of 

course. = Odo Russell with King of Prussi: at Versailles. Odo wants him 
to oh-don’t, = Public opinion turning against Prussia for being too much 
in the right. Nothing succeeds like succ: ss—if it’s not too sucessful. 

Contradictory peace :umours. Some say armistice. Others armisticen’t 

Ecclesiastical tribunals in full work. ‘' How these Christians” zo to law 
| with one another. — Winds so high as to be unfit for human c msump- 
tion. = Third edition of Dixon's ‘ Free Russia.”’ More Free than Welcome | 
/ just now. Parisians say th-y will ** bury themselves beneath the ruins 
| of theircountry.” Too gran a monument to erect over obstinate folly. 
| Duke D’Aosta has accepted the C:own of Spain. He bas our deepest 

commiseration. 











MONDAY OUT. 


By Our Speciar Sicutserr. 

At the Polytechnic! ’Tis Monday evening, and I stand upon the 
pavement of Regent-street, gazing with all my eyes on the building 
which contains those wondrous triumphs of science and ingenuity, the 
diving-bell and the Zoétrope, the dissolving views and the doubling- 
up perambulator. Yes, I gaze, and visions long since hidden in the 
past rise before me. Again I am a boy---a young boy— being led by 
one now long departed, to be electrified, horrified, and charmed; years 
seem swept away by the magic of remembrance; | «m no longer the 
heavy browed and bearded special, but resume once more the delicate 
frame and wistful eyes which distinguished me in days of yore. Gone 
is the turmoil of busy London, unheard are the toutings of the cabmen 
(who in direct contravention of the Bruce Act, continue to hail—a 
prerogative of royalty and greatness); unnoticed is the solicitation of 
the vendor of lights; and, but for an unseemly interruption, the un- 
bidden tear would without doubt, have taken its usual course along 
the rugged cheek of the occasion. But it was not to be, and your 
commissioner has not as yet exhibited his weakness in public. No ; 
just as I was feeling for my mouchoir, | was directed by a stalwart 
son of Scotia and Scotia’s-yard to move on, and not stop the traflic, 
and as I at once obeyed the behest of the thick-soled and-headed auto- 
crat of tie kitchen breakfast-table, I had my reward in that calm 
dignity which is ever the portion of those who respect the majesty of 
the law even in its meanest representative. 

I passed into the building. and was directed to the minor theatre, 
where I was told I could see Prerrex’s ghost. This was rather 
annoying to me, as I had ventured in for the purpose of seeing and 
hearing the Professor in the flesh, and I was agreeably disappointed 
when informed that the existence of the spectre would be no bar to 
my desire. The living man’s apparition was of a different description 
from anything I had imagined, as it is only calledPerrex’s ghost becaust 
Pepper is the proprictor of it. I wonder whether one has to take out 
a license to deal in unalcoholic spirits; at all events the Polytechnic 
people ought to have a patent for the cure of d?. trem., as what they 

rove to be all nonsense and pieces of glass haunt two or three of my 
riends terribly (Mem, to send old Jacxsoy, who sits half the day 
thinking he is pursued by devils of all colours). The illusion As 
complete, but the inhabitant of the studio in which the scene 1s set 
looks more like a bricklayer’s labourer than a sculptor, and ghosts 
would certainly never be so foolish as to haunt such a den as that 
portrayed. By the way, what an addition the spectral performance 
would be to SHAKESPEARE. By its means he might be made to draw 
full houses. And what excitement there would be if the dagg no 
in “Macbeth’’ were done under its influence! Why it would be 
almost as sensational as the “Tne Odds’; and very nearly 4s 
interesting as a Vaudeville burlesque. 

But we are soon sent off in a body to he 
diversified by pictures of recent events, and enli vent d by German and 
French airs. And now true British breeding and behaviour begin to show 

emseives. Excellent portraits of NAPoLEoN, Evornt , I KEDERICK 

fituram, Bismarck, and Mo.txer, are presented in dissolving 7 
and the appearance of each is the signal for a storm <1 hisses, cheers, 
and catcalls. The majority of sympathy was evidently in aoy of 
our unfortunate neighbour, but surely these ebulliticns mus 
proceeded from very thoughtless individuals, who in opfn Gaybied 


sar the war lecture, which is 





NN. a>} 
woul Ll} h ive venture j an opinion on matters the vy evidently lop. 
stood not. An unseemly interruption also took place during the 
singing of * Die Wacht am Rhein,’ and had the intelligent for-igner 
been pres nt he would have wondered at these exhibitions of che ip 
sympathy and animosity in the faee of the contemptible pos:tion 


assumed by England during the present great struggle. 

But I am forgetting myself, and must dissemble, or I shall have my 
copy rejected. The singing by the Prarcer family and Mr. Scour 
CHAMPION was very good, though I think that if English melodies 


were substituted for foreign produce the audience would he hh te - 
pleas»d — they couldn't be much worse behaved. Mr. Prrren’s lecture 


is Well worth hearing (though he goes into ecstacies a little too often) ; 
and the panoramic view of the Rhine and the battletie!ds cannot be 
too highly praised. From recollectio s I have of a Mr. Boxtey Heata 
who has been lecturing (!) here, Iam glad to say I escaped the penanc 
of listening to him. In fact I believe the gentleman has left the Poly- 
technic. 

Of course I saw the diving bell and the wheel of life, the wonderful 
articles to be bought only at the Polytechnic, the geological forn 
tions and silicious strata (which latter by the way adjoin th 
refreshment bar—aésit omen !); the intelligent working men striving 
hard to master the obstacles which long hours of labour and short 
wages throw in the way of self-improvement, and the cads and count r- 
jumpers who try to look like swells and don’t succeed ; the wondering 
provincial and his equally astonished chaperone, the family parties 
and the young lovers; and having feasted my eyes and ears till I 
could no more, I went away to the bosom of my family and to supper, 
very much pleased with myself and with the Polytechnic. 


Ail 
lie 








‘‘“GOD BLESS HIM!” 


Tue liberal spirit in which “The Campbells are coming” forward 
on the occasion of the marriage of the Marauis or Loxyxe and our 
fuir Princess is actuated, we believe, by a grateful sense of favours to 
come. We understand that when the marriage takes place His Grace 
tHe Duke or ARGYLL intends to send the Post to all his tenantry and 
clansfolk 








——_— 


Triumphant Success. 


Jusevibed to Mpuue. Surexva Granviosa, 7. RB. Jeddo, Jap 


S;irp a matron to Tuyrza, “ Now listen to me, 

: : ; 
Take the straight tip, my child, spoon the aged less 
The maiden agreed, she soon got the best part, 


f 


And outsiders exclaimed, “ What a Triumph of Art! 
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THE WAR CHART. 


City Gentleman :—“ WHAT PLACE ARE YOU LOOKING FOR? 


Merchant Prince :—“ Wet, I'VE BEEN READING A GOOD DEAL LATELY, 
AND I've HEARD A GOOD DPAL ABOUT ANARCHY IN France, put I can’r 


FIND IT ANYWHERE ON THE MAP. 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Mr. Burnanp has written-a burlesque for the Vaudeville Theatre, 
and Mr. Monracuer has apologised to the audience for its extreme 
length—length we presume measured by the absence of amusement, 
rather than by the ordinary method. Mr. Monracve talked of a 
little cutting, but to cut it altogether would we think be the manager's 
best plan. Doubtless Mr. Burnanp is “a very clever man,” but 
there are degrees in cleverness, and, when he institutes a comparison 
between himself and Suexipan, the result can hardly be pleasant to 
Me. Burnanp. Few as are the good points of the piece, even these 
few are for the most part cribs, and what is original is heavy, dull, 
and worse than nonsensical. As a fair specimen of the jokes we quote 
the best, that in the playbill, s—— LI Zansru. And now our readers 
can imagine the worst. To Messrs. James, THorNz, and Hongy, who 
so gallantly contended against depressing influences, much credit is 
due. The young ladies were all good with one exception, that of an 
im ble Irishman, who was noisy and obtrusive, and who would do 
well to follow the example set by Miss Kino, who was if anything, a 
little too modest. 


Far different from the foregoing is the impression left on the mind 
after a visit to the Haymarket. In the “Palace of Truth,” Mr. W. 


S. Griseet has shown us that it is still possible to write a comedy in 
blank verse—not only possible to write it, but to make it enjoyable to 
the meanest comprehension, while it fascinates the critic with its 
sparkle, and astonishes the philosopher with its depth. By this 
production Mr. Giinert has far exceeded the anticipations upon 
the “ Princess,”’ as now, without any of the aids which go so far to 
popularise burlesque, he has achieved an undeniable triumph. We 
shall not attempt to enter into any description of the piece here, but 
most cordially recommend all our readers to visit the Haymarket and 


endorse our verdict. Such names as those of Mespames Roperrson, 
Curprenpate, Hitt, and Gwynne, Messrs. Crarx, KenpAL, AND 


FUN. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. I95. 


A wWARLIKE sound from the north, 
A growl from the grizzly’s lair ; 
Will England to battle come forth ? 
Can she ?—and will she dare ? 
And a murmur goes through the land, 
And each man is laying his hand 
On the hilt of his battle-brand :— 
It is well that you should beware 
How you snar! at the lion, oh, bear! 


1. Beat the drum, 
For the time has come, : 
When we need every soldier we“can to enlist, 
For the foeman is strong that we have to resist. 


2. Liquor that froths and foams a deal 
Is not the best: and so I feel 
That he who is full of airs and graces 
Has little claim to the foremost places. 


3. To this she clung, 
Where willows hung 
Above the pool profound. 
It broke, and she— 
Ah, woe is me !— 
And she was drowned—was drowned. 
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4. “Sir, touching your last publication, 
I don’t quite see the drift ; and hence’’— 
“Pardon! I give but information, 
I don’t supply intelligence !’’ 
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5. They’re very pretty coins, rupees ! 
To win them would I had the knack. 
In England we've a want of these— 
In other places there’s a lac! 


6. I cannot stand alone 
On any supposition ; 
Because, as facts have shown, 
I'm somewhat in addition. 
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So.vtion or Acrostic, No. 193.—Garibaldi, Interfere: 
Gemini, Alien, Rout, Intrigue, Butter, Aloof, Line, Dis- 
order, Impulse. 

SoLuTIon oF AcRostic 193, RECEIVED Nov. 23.—None corrcct. 


‘“‘AccIDENTS may hairpin in the best-regulated 
families,” as the cook said when her master complained 
of finding a useful toilet implement in the hare-soup. 


| 





| BucksTone, are sufticient guarantee that no effort is spared to mak © 
| the acting worthy the writing ; and both are equal to the historic reputa- 
| tion of the little theatre in the Haymarket. 


We may as well remark, 
that Mapame pe Gen is’s story was adapted, under the name of 
“ Truth,” by Mr. Coartes Matuews, and produced at the Olympic 
some thirty-four years ago. 


Gratitude. 


Tuere is something touching in the exquisite taste with which 
Liverpool has taken a farewell of an old servant, who has laboured 
for so many years for the public and given so much pleasure !— 

Signor Mario took his farewell of a Liverpool audience on the 28th ult. He was 

not in voice, and local critics remind him that his voice is so much impaired that he 
is tolerated only for past glories. 
Bravo, Dicky Sams! You don’t “cotton” to people who are of no 
more use to you! You probably shoot worn-out dogs and horses, 
and feel rather disappointed that you can’t do the same with an 
ex-tenor. Grateful Liverpool! 





Got no Work to Do! 


Loox ye here, lazy folks !— 

It is stated that at Mold gaol a dozen officials have been employed in looking 
after two prisoners. 
We should think the officials got mold-y for want of something to do. 
As for the two prisoners; of course, in mere charity, they turned to 
and looked after the destitute officials, with no work todo! We are 
so incorrigibly idle that it takes our office-boy, the cashier, the 
publisher, and the advertisement manager to yawn for us, after 
somebody has looked over our correspondence for us; but we don’t 
think we could do such very arduous nothing as these Moldy ones. 
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objects to “ meet trouble half-way.” 
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LORENZO BIGGS 

A SENSATION Novet, tn Turze VoLs. 

Lorenzo Biccs was a poet. His eye, vide Dictionary of Quotation 

Passim (who is an author of some repute apparently) was alw, atio i, 
fine frenzy rolling : though how he could roll his eye ina frien’ pre 
is a spectacle I can't see. But at any rate that sort of roll isn’t 
much to live on. A French roll, even in besieged Paris is eu 
ontritive ; and a roll in wealth much jollier. But all , oe 
wealth was hulf-a-crown, and you can’t roll much in half-a-crown 
even if reduced to the lowest denomination of bronze. _& : 


LorENzo being a poet of course wrote poetr I i 
y- He wrote an — 
should say began one—“ The History of the World.” He did. ben 





volumes of it, and got as far as the murder of Carn, when he came to a | 


stick and wasn't able to go any farther. It was not so much a literary 
success a8 a Commercial one—for other people, especially the butter- 
trade which came down twopence a pound, in consequence of the fall 
in waste paper. There was also a glut in the trunk market. Lorevzo 
however, found himself in the wrong box, with the lid of al 

Fortunately he had a contented mind which is a continual feast, and 
that’s a sportive profit, though Lor:ynzo did not get so fat on it that 
he had to have his clothes let out. It was a pity he hadn’t—their 
rents were so large. 

He became a comic writer, and made light of his misfortunes— 
especially light literature. They used it for spills at the public he 
used to frequent when he had any money, which was about once a 
year. The way in which he turned his misery to account was noble. 
For instance, while snuffing his dip with his finger and thumb, he 
cauterised those implements, but immediately wrote gaily some stanzas 
on “ A Burnt Finger” with the motto— 

** He learnt in snuffering what he taught in song.” 
We should be glad to reproduce the lines, but they met with the same 
calamity as the finger. Alas, Fortune never patted him on the back, 
the nearest approach to that, that had ever occurred to him, he said, 
was when a bailiff tapped him on the shoulder. 

The only bit of luck Lorenzo had was when ke found some one 
willing to start a comic paper for him. That some one had committed 
a murder, a bigamy, and one or two forgeries, and was anxious to plead 
insanity as a defence; so he sct up Lorenzo wita a comic journal. 
It was called The Merrythought at first, but the title was subsequently 
changed to The Slow Puls-, because its circulation was so languid. 

Lorenzo, as I have said, utilized his mishaps. He was in an acci- 
dent on the railway, and had one of his legs taken off. What does he 
do but publish a challenge, saying nobody could inake such a long 
stride as he could. A gentleman naturally blest with long legs took it 
up, and the trial was to come off on Hackney Wick. Lorenzo was 
wheeled up in a Bath chair. ‘“ Go ahead, sir!’’ says he to the party 
with legs, who accordingly made the biggest stride he was capable of. 
“Measure it,” says Lorenz to the umpire; and when that was done 
he hopped out of his chair on his one peg. ‘I don’t think that tape’s 
long enough,”’ he says, quietly, “ but fire away!” The umpire looked 
puzzled. “All right,” says Lorenzo, “begin with this foot, the other 
is planted in a country churchyard close on a hundred and fifty 
miles off.’ ; 

Well, after a time Lorenzo was taken very dangerously ill. A 
neighbouring undertaker hearing of it called to inquire: and LorENzo 
had him up. He was always polite was Lorenzo. Seeing he was in 
such a low state, the undertaker just to cheer his spirits began asking 
him what sort of an epitaph he should prefer. ‘‘ Would you like a 
‘hic jacket’ for instance,” he said, his Latin being an undertaking 
he’d never quite mastered. ‘“* Humph,”’ says Lorenzo, “I fancy a (hie) 
jacket would be rather a tight fit.” The undertaker went away. He 
said he objected to levity. 

After a time it got serious with LoxEnzo e 0 ) 
action I ever knew him to be guilty of: but then he didn’t know I'd 
made him the hero of a three volume novel, and only got one chapter 
done. I went to expostulate with him. I shook hands with him. He 
was very chilly. “Your circulation’s slow,” said i. “ And yet I'm 
going off rapidly ’—he was thinking of the sale of the paper. I told 
him my difficulty. ‘Look here,” said I, “I have made you the hero 
of a three volume novel, and I’ve got the first chapter written, and 
then you go and get dangerously ill. Have you no regard for the 
requirements of art ? How am I to finish the story * — He looked at 
me with an amused expression. “How are you to finish the story : 


said he in a low voice. Then we neither of us spoke for some minutes. 
‘ How am I to finish 


“Just ask the question again,” said he at last. | -. 
the story?” I repeated. ‘How are you to finish the story? H'm, 
don’t know it. I give it up!” 

And he did. 


It was the only shabby 








Prov-rbial Foolery. 


Simrieson declines to accept from a debtor in diilc 
handsome composition, as things go, of ten shillinzs in th 
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A SONG. 
On tHe Mopgern Monet. 


My heart is sad. I know not why. 
But it is out of tune. : 
To while the weary moments by 
[ touch the wild bassoon 
Too-diddle-iddle lum ' 
Too-diddle-iddle lum ' 
Hark! hark! the soft bassoon. 


My heart is sad. I know not why, 
But, oh, I cannot laugh. 
To drown my heavy grief I try— 
| The horehound tea I quaff. 
Tee-diddle-iddle lum ! 
Tee-diddle-iddle lum ! 
It is not bad by half. 


My heart is sad. I know not why, 

Nor what it’s all about. 

To wild diversion will I fly— 

I'll have a back-tooth out. 
Tum-diddle-iddle lum! 
Tum-diddle-iddle-lum ! 

Oh, won't I dance and shout. 


The Hairy Belle. 

Tack about literary people making their living out of their own 
heads, here’s a case that beats any number of Lock/e)s on the 
understanding, or knowledge box :— 

Cincinnati brings forward a woman who raises 4ft. of hair on her bead every 
three years. She has gathered 48ft. of the article since she came into the market. 
She could keep a whole county in chignons! It raises ow, hair to 
think of the alarming effort it must be to grow such acrop. We only 
wonder that like the lady in Foore’s story she did not * marry the 
barber ’’— unless he found it difficult to plead his suit to hirsute. 


With a Circumbendibus. 


| 
A SPIRITUALIST “ lecturess”’ the other day, at the Hall in Newman- 





street, observed that spiritualists are apt to occupy ground “ where 
Much as we object to the Woman’s Rights cry, 


angels fear to tread.” 
Only so many of the 


we for once cry that Woman's Right, anyhow! 
fools that rush in, as she says, have a tremendous twist on ! 


Auswers to Correspondents. 


_Wecannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.J 

OL: Teren —The island of Elba belongs—to the best of our knowled:re 
—to History. So does your joke! : 

FippLeR.—Not in our opinion, but in the opinion of the pious public, 
If it were merely a matter of our ‘ scruples,’’ we shouldn't care a dram 

P. W. (Pimlico).—We don’t—for the thousandth time we repeat it— 
require the article. 


DantTon.—Much obliged. 
C. R.—Your lines are no doubt excellent. Unfortunately they are ille- 


gible, and we can, therefore, give no opinion, that’s worth more than an 
erdinary newspaper criticism. ae 

C. (Canterbury).—lf we “make an exception’ in your 
returning the sketches, we shall expect you to put a penny in a “ sick and 
wounded” box—because as we are neither sick nor wounded the penay 
may possibly reach us somehow. 

C. K. (Church-street, Islington).—We have in stock the number from 
which you cribbed the joke that “struck you” as you passed Peckham 
You shouldn’r have passed it—you should have gone in, and 

stopped. In future never lose your opportunities. . 
GREEN MountT.—First number, Old Series, 2let September, ldo1, liret 
number, New Series, 20th May, 186». 
H. Scrops is unintelligible. 
| F. F. F.—We don’t remember the sketch you name. 
O. PorTLAND.—The Daily News not the ?. M. CG. 
| A. Warp.—No thanks. 
| Declined with thanks :—Melvino; Xit;—Curragh Camp; Deaf; I . de 
I M.; W. H. 8, Ilford; G., Hull; Niederhoheim; S. W., Nantwich ; 

Astrological Prophet; P., Ampton Place; Wiggles, Exon; Vauderville ; 

W. W..; F., Carlton-road ; Jaseur, Sheerness; K , Egremont; M., Leeson- 

street; G. A. R., Pimlico; Grindstone-mason; J. M. D., Ventuor; W. H. 

D., Mile End; R. C. M., Islington; A. E. F., Hammersmith , J. ! 

[slington; Louie; Biggs; C., Bognor; B, Cranbrook; Gautier ; ee 

de C., Hyde- park ; Tcodles ; S., Curragh; B., Kensington ; R., Les As ; D 
Edinburgh: M. M.M.; F., Ip-wich; Con-tant Reader; P., Ruabon 
| Lancashire Witch. 
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THINKING AND BEING SURE. 


Ourate :—“ Do you know, Lewis, I Must COMPLAIN OF YOUR HABIT OF SPITTING ABOUT THE CHURCH DURING SERVICE.” 
Lewis :—“‘ Wei, Pa'son, THERE BEAN’T NO HARM IN THAT, I THINK—MY FEATHER DID IT AFORE ME,”’ 
Curate :—‘“‘ AND I HAVE A GRAVER COMPLAINT AGAINST YOUR BROTHER JOHN, FOR I AM SORKY TO HEAR HE BEATS HIS WIFE.” 


Lewis :-—“ Wuy, THERE now! 





I BE sure THERE'S NO HARM IN THAT! 





I po 1T mMysEN!”’ 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


The War Chronicle (Kixcsnury, Clement's Lane) of Captain 
Brprorp Pim, is a work remarkable for simplicity. Its author in the 
preface says :— 

I have had in view to place before my countrymen a plain statement of facts 


from which to form their own judgment; unbiassed by the unworthy comments 
and shameless partizanship (our neutrality to the contrary notwithstanding) of a 


powerful section of the English Press. 
He to write a violent philo-Gallic account of the 
war—that of course not shameless i ip, any more than 
abusing the Kino or Paussia and Bismarck for duplicity and violence 
constitutes unworthy commentary! For an unprejudiced chronicle 
of the war our readers may have to go faxther ~euil couldn't fare worse. 
The Whispers of a Shell (GuirrirH AND Farran) is a pleasant 
collection stories for children, written by Mus. Bropenir, who is 
an old caterer for the small folk. The tales are sup to be 
whispered into the ear of a little girl by a shell fo in an old 
cabinet. On this string is ingeniously hung not only much to amuse 
- manent to teach. There are several pleasing illustrations to 








Mr. Srazzrsr, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the 
ucing his watches by machinery, thereby saving 


Americans in prod 
one-third of the cost.—Zimes, Dec. 18, 1868. 
Mr. Srrezrer makes his parts 


y machinery.— Daly News, Dec. 10, 1868. 


Mr. Srreerer has already succeeded in producing by machinery 
well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low 
Geneva watch can be obtained, with the 


as that at which an ordinary 
greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 








of a watch in the same manner, 
saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the same time he 
uces an accuracy of fit and proportion which can only be secured 





Or the many busts of Cuartes Dickens published since his death, 
we have seen none better than that by Mr. W. Mitiarp of Dublin, a 
sculptor, who is likely to come over to London, and show us that in 
sculpture as in painting Ireland can well hold her own withher larger 


sister-island. 
Letting Him Down Gently. 


How absurd it is that a:chef should dub himself an artiste—he is 
but a menu-facturer. 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


**As it has very decided merits, will deserve, what it will be tolerably sure to 
gain, a large share of public patronage.””—London Figaro. 

“The poetry is far above the average.” — Dispatch. 

** Is if pos-ible better now than it ever was in previous y: ars.”— Bell’s Messenger. 

“The most lively and entertaining brochure of the kind that has yet been 
published.”— The Sportsman. : 

‘* A marvel of cheapness, humour, and beauty "’— Musical Standard, 

** An excellent shillingsworth.”—Suaday Times. 

‘*A more than ordinary annual. A brilliant success.’”’— Worcester Herald, 

“ The best annual Mr. Hood has yet put forth.”"—South London Press. 











E1cHTeen-Carat Gotp.—“ The use of machinery in the manufacture 
of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.’’— Times, Dec. 18, 
1868. 

E1GHTEEN-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 per 
cent. is saved’ in the manufacture of gold jewellery.””—Standard, 
September, 1867. 

Eicutreen-Carat Gotp—“ Owing to machinery they can give 
18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced 
by hand.” — Court Journal. 


Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C. ~London: December 3, 1870. 
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A THEATRICAL ROLE. 








ORIGINAL CORRESPONDENCE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Sir,—I am one of the Amalgamated Macrologists, who meet three 
times a week in the infant school-room of our district, for social inter- 
course, composed of toast, pleasant conversation, muffins, books from 
the lending-library, tea, and needlework. And sometimes we say 
some very good things, which it is a pity should be lost upon you and 
the outer world generally, so I have agreed to acquaint you of any 
jokes which happen. Buoarter is our chief wit, and he keeps us all in 
@ roar; indeed it is only on account of his extreme jocundity that we 
tolerate him, for he eats a great deal, but, as he says, he drinks still 
more to make up for it. But he’s very good company. He said the 
other day that muffin rhymed to trumpet, and that was why he liked 
to have a good blow out. I didn’t laugh at the time, because I didn’t 
see the point, but when I woke up in the night it struck me, and I 
couldn’t sleep for laughing. Buoater came in the other night and 
said that old Guy, the cobbler, had been taking revenge for his wife's 
ill-treatment of him, as he saw him with a pair of clouted shoon in his 
hand. A lot of our meeting laughed, but I have been trying in vain 
to make it out, and havn’t found the fun as yet, so I should be very 
glad of your assistance. I will “= little “me send you some more for 

‘ours truly, 
por Se a ee Mitpmay, Sec. A.M. 

[As we cannot explain this ourselves we have printed the letter, aot 
if any of our readers can assist in clearing up Mr. MrtpMan’s facu a 
we shall be glad. We imagine, however, that our correspondent has 
somewhat confused Mr. Bioater’s utterances.—Ed. | 





The Right Place. 


: ; ; : ed 
We have no wish to interfere with the earnings of our con 
poraries, by depriving them of advertisements, but the proprietors of | 


“Cassell’s. pure teas and coffees” have put forth the following 
announcement so often that we really can't be silent any longer :— 

Agents Wanted in every vacant neighbourhood. ‘. 
We know of the very opening they seek. The head-quarters of the 
Figaro staff. 


VOL. XII. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 196. 


Otp foe, we faced you once before 
Within your frozen den; 

And the ice and snow shall be red with gore, 
Again—as they were then, 

Ere shameful peace be to war preferred, 

Ere England fails of her plighted word ! 


1. Of all “‘small deer,” 
Whereof we hear, 

Long may good fortune’s benison 
Protect poor me, 
Where’er I be, 

From such uncommon venison. 

2. Red on his helm a golden dragon gleamed, 
And by his side was set the fair Yorane; 
And he was proud of his great rule and her, 
And dreamt not of the glories of his son. 


3. Dimension did I mention; guess it! 
Giant and dwarf alike possess it. 
Yet from a hoof if I should take it, 
A liquid measure I might’make it. 
4. Oh, bitter cup I used to sip 
With nose upturned and curling lip, 
When but a lad of ten, 
Thy dose how gladly would I drain, 
If I could be a boy again, 
And quit the haunts of men. 
5. It isn't this, it isn’t that, 
It’s neither here nor there. 
What is it? When you've got it pat, 
You'll know it, I declare. 

6. Each day he thinner grew and thinner, 
Cared not for breakfast, tea, or dinner. 
The doctor came, and shook his head, 
And this one word was all he said. 


SoLvution or Acrostic No. 194. — Famine, Attack: : 
Felucca, Armet, Manchet, Impannata, Nitric, Elflock. 


Timothy and Co.; Ruby’s Ghost. 


Kelkathazurein :—Could not make out your signature. We wish 
correspondents would avoid sesquipedality of nomenclature, and 
adopt the postal card. 


An Upset. 


Ir is rather a strange commentary on the indelicate cock-crowing in 
which Mr. Reep, the Ex-constructor, has been indtlging so soon after 
the loss of the Captain, to find this paragraph in that well-informed 
journal, the Broad Arrow :— 

Monarch, 7, iron screw armour-plated turret-ship, Captain C. M. Aynsle-, 
arrived in Portland Roads on the 3rd instant from Portsmouth, and, it is under- 
stood, will not proceed to sea with the Channel Squadron on its next cruise, but 
will take the place for a time, at Portland, of the Achilles, the latter ship taking 
the Monarch’s place in the squadron. This arrangement is owirg to the very 
unsatisfactory state of the Monarch’s stability, as deduced from the data obtained 
on the recent trial of the ship by inclining her with ballast in the steam basin of 
Portsmouth Dockyard. 

Monarchs don’t seem to fare better than Captains when put to the test ; 

and it seems clear if Great Britain is to retain the sovereignty of the 

seas, the Monarch is less likely to win the honours of the throne than 
of the overthrown. 


} 

. 

| He is far from the land. 

| Boys will be boys—but some boys will also be rogues. 

A boy 12 years old, who ‘‘ wanted money to go to Australia,” stole more thin a 
| Score of sheep the other day at Market Weighton, but was arrested when trying to 
| convert them into the coveted coin. He has been committed for trial. 

| What a pity that this enterprising youth cannot in these degenerate 
| days be sent to Australia for his country’s good and at his country’s 
| expense. He might have become better acquainted with the habits of 
| sheep, and would have had fine opportunities for studying Botany—in 
the Bay of that ilk. 


A Row about Nothing! 
Here's some one making a toil of a pleasure :— 


YOTLING in ROWING. Half hours of Earnest Coaverse with my Hard-wora:ng 
1 Friends. By One who Knows and Loves Them. 


| 


Just as if it were anything but a pleasure to blow-up one’s friends, 
hard-working or otherwise. ‘The more we know ’em and love ‘em the 
more we like pitching into ’em—all for their good, you know! 


Ww 


Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 194, Recxtvep Nov. 30th. — 
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ox FUN OFFIVB, Wednesday, Dec. 7th, 1870. 
(CV O the Russian bear after all its defiant growls will consent to 

dance as Count Bismarck pipes! He has the noble animal by 
cy the nose and it will take no steps he does not approve. 

We must not however be too elated atthe news. It may 
suit Count Bismarck to “soothe the savage" beast just now, while 
he has his hands full. By and by when the war with France is over 
—and especially if France be utterly crushed—it may suit him to 
bring his dancing bear out again. But English law forbids the 
exhibition, and Government, if they be wise, will make every effort to 
make it impossible now while they have the opportunity. 





SHAM ISHMAELITISM. 


We have a word or two to address to the self:styled Ishmaelites of 
Figaro: only we beg they won't stand to windward, because, if they 
come up to their models on any point, it is that of being offensive. 
We beg to remind them that theirs is a sham-Ishmaelitism; for 
whereas their hand (it does not bruise, we admit, but then its native 
dirt comes off) is against every man of known name, no man’s hand is 
available against their utter obscurity. Adweller in London lodgings 
(where they seem to have acquired their tactics) might as well hope to 
individualise the members of the Cimez tribe that bite him in the 
dark 


For a long time Figaro yelped unnoticed at our heels, hungering for 
an advertising kick, until in sheer pity and out ef a tenderness we 
always feel for the lower animals, we administered one. We pointed 
out to a person, to whom Figavo declared it had given a letter of intro- 
duction to us, that never having been in certain localities we need not 
again enumerate, we were not likely to know his introducer. In 
return for a long aystem of personal attacks we let fly a careless shaft; 
and it found a weak point in some harness, to judge from the bray 
that followed. Instead of expressions of gratitude we awoke a wail, 
and were accused of “ malice,’’ (towards people of whom we know 
nothing!) and reminded that the arrows “aimed at our really smart 
journal were not barbed with malice.’ Indeed! ‘“ Bless’m it’s only 
their play,”’ as a well-known rat-catcher used to say when the creatures 
bit him; until a poisoned finger reminded him that the garbage on 
which a sewer-rat feeds makes its play unpleasant. 

H+re the matter might have dropt, as we were inclined to be 
satisfied with the amusement derived from the howl of the genuine 
Jacon, elicited by the least touch of the lush applied to the goat-skin 
in which he was playing Esav. But a few days since there ap- 
peared in Figaro a paragraph of so very offensive a character, that 
we cannot pass it over. It was an attack of the grossest and most 
personal nature on the artist who draws our cartoons, founded on 4 

retended resemblance of his monagram (which he used years before 
he was connected with Fun) to that of the cartoonist of a contem- 
porary. It winds up with the remark that while the latter's drawings 
are the productions of “a scholar and a gentleman,’’ those of our 
artist are not. Unfortunately the law cannot touch such language, 
infamous as it is; and public opinion by deprecating the use of the 
horsewhip, shelters those who’ utter it. We may be told by the 
“scholars and gentlemen”’* of Figaro that the paragraph is not 
“malice.” Will they kindly tell us what is blackguardism tempered 
by ignorance ? 
_ We warn them however that obscurity cannot always shield them ; 

for we will use such an argument—say half-a-crown—with some one 
| of their associates as shall induce him to tell us their names, and the 
| world shall know them — for the first time, and probably the last. 


| a 


Apt. 
Nowapays our interesting criminal reports are sadly garbled to 
make room for war news. Here's an instance :— 

A man named Apps was convicted at the Middlesex Sessions, on Tuesday, for 
having victimised several builcers in the metropolis by representing that he had 
fallen over rome tim’ r upon their premises and received serious injuries. Ia ths 
way he had obtained £100 as “ compensation *’ from six firms. He was sentenced 
| to five years’ penal servitude. 

Our special reporter, who was not in court, and who may therefore pos- 

sibly be correct, as his reports are invariab!y untrustworthy under other 

circumstances, says that the defence set up by the prisoner's counse! was 
most ingenious. The prisoner isa married man with a family, and by 
making an appointment with his eldest daughter on the premises of 
the various firms he contrived to meet with the Miss-Apps he alleged. 
This may be true. Per-haps! 





* “Scholars"’ who write such housemaid’s English as we take at random from 
the first number to hand :— 

“His antics, to say nothing of his dancing, was highly amusing.—The house 
reeks with the smell of mottied soap and damp linen, and no one but my wife and 
the washerwomen— who eat «normously and drink deeply—get regular meals.” 
(What becomes of the person who mangles—Englisb!) ‘Gentlemen,’ who have to 
apologise (and can’t do ‘hat gracefully) in their second ha’porth for the valgarity 
of the opening leader in the first. 























Tue most unselfish man am I 
That ever was created ; 
And, if you think I tell a lie, 
Just hear it demonstrated. 
Let four-and-twenty hours go round 
On any clock or dial ; 
And still, wherever I am found, 
I study self-denial. 


Whene’er I see an oyster shop, 
If I obeyed my wishes, 

I tell you frankly, I should stop 
To taste the little fishes ; 

My purse is empty, and I feel 
That poverty’s a trial ; 

But proudly I forego the meal, 
And study self-denial. 


Within my heart, a while ago, 
Young Curip came to lord it : 
But did I marry? Bless you, no! 
I never could afford it. 

And, though my merit may escape 
The-Cynic’s cold espial, 

I think that in its noblest shape 
I study self-denial. 


If anything is very dear, 
I never stay to buy it: 
If any task is too severe, 
I scarcely ever try it. 
Though Fate may empty on my head 
The wrath of every vial, 
I trust at least it will be said, 
I study self-denial. 


Sporting Press, Please Copy! 


Wuat are the sporting papers about? What has come to the 
Sportsman, noted for its early and trustworthy information on all 
matters connected with sport, that it should be left for us to draw the 
attention of the sporting world to an important event announced to 
come off shortly at Kensington? We learn from a description of the 
doings at the Exhibition building that :— 


A dado five feet high, of chocolate colour, will run round the entire court. 


Here we have the name, height and colour of the runner. We leave 
it to our more experienced contemporaries to publish the odds. 


An O-stretch of Imagination. 


Tue French correspondent of the Echo, speaking of the state of the 
meat market in Paris, says he saw exposed for sale the flesh of 
“Kangaroo, donkey, ostrich, bison, and other mysterious-looking 
quadrupeds.”” If the ostrich were, like the camel (which is its scientific 
name) called “the ship of the desert,” a slight foreign pronunciation 
might set us at all fours again. We wonder what apt-t’ricks of fancy 
could cass-so-wery emu-sing a mistake! 





It’s Snow-er True Tale. 


Henre’s a melting tale !— 

A singular trial took place at Ratisbor, in Bavaria, on the 22nd ult. It appears 
that last winter a priest at Breitenbann was seen to write on the snow the following 
words ; ‘* Louis II., the ruin of Bavaria.” 

The unhappy scribbler was found guilty of the “ publication,” and 
sentenced to three months’ imprisonment. By this time he has probably 
thawed better of such publications. 


A Wrinkle. 


“THe most prominent book of the season,” says the Publishers’ 
Circular, is to be one entitled, Pictures fivm English Liverarure, illustra- 
ted by the best artists. “The text,”’ it adds, “ will be supplied by Dx. 
Water.” Ergo: Dx. Watier = English Literature. Well, all 
right! Only we didn’t know it before. : 


A Plaintive Pipe. 

Ir it be true that they are going to deal out the tobacco in rations 
in Paris, it will put many a pipe out! Poor fellows will get but a 
bird's eye view of a good smoke—possibly may have to cut Cavendish, 
whether they choose or not. Pigtail will become the tale of an idiot 
—signifying nothing! As for tobacconists, it will be a case of small 
profits, and no Returns! 





— 
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THE COURAGEOUS COPPER. 


A HISTORICAL NOVEL. 
(From the Domestic Pursuivant.) 


GREAT many years ago, and per- 
haps more, there dwelt in this 
now happy isle, a fierce band of 
men known us the Coppers. It 
is Impossible nowadays to ima- 
gine how the ordinary inhabi- 
tants suffered under the oppres- 
sion of the Coppers, who ruled 
with a most despotic sway, and 
who preserved themselves from 
any attack on the part of the 
Commons, by selecting ull the 
latter's most promising youths 
with whom to fill up the vacan- 
cies as the old Coppers dropped 
off. 

The origin of the term Cop- 
per is uncertain, but several 
authorities are of opinion that 
it had. something to do with the 
quantity of brass which each 





; termed themselves) was com- 
pelled to;possess, and which was generally used to ornament the fore 
part of the head. But, be this as it may, at the time of which I write 


the Coppers were all-powerful in the country, and when they marched | 


out at night from their various strongholds, the pavement used to 
shake with the combined weight of their boots and their importance. 

Driven by press of circumstances Gzorce Brown, a noble youth 
(this was a period in which all the Browns were noble) joined the 
Force, and soon made himself a name even among the most celebrated 
of his brethren. At all their sports. and pastimes he took a strong 
lead. He could wield the massive truncheon as though it were but a 
penny cane, the bullseye in his brawny hand struck terror into the 
stoutest-hearted; but the stretcher was his favourite instrument. 
Armed with this he was indeed a desperate opponent, and so famous 
did his name become that his appearance had an instantaneously 
sobering effect on the most drunken, the tramp and the dosser vailed 
their bonnets as he passed, and his bavk-kitchen was stored with un- 
numbered hoops, pegtops, bicycles, and other toys of the boys and girls 
of that period. = lan oh Leese ws 

Yes, it was then the chief prerogative of the Forceman to collect the 
toys and sweetmeats of innocent youth, and nobly did Brown avail 
himself of his opportunities. Slyly would he lie in waiting round the 
corner, and swiftly would he pounce upon the offending one, sternly 
confiscate his or her marbles, buttons, bonces, or brandy-balls, and 
majestically deposit them in his emporium. he 

One day, as Brown and his colleagues were sitting idly in their 
district station, recounting the adventures of the preceding evening, 

laying upon the lively cribbage-board or regaling themselves upon a 
verage long since obsolete, the pewtered porter, a dusty courier sud- 
denly broke in upon them. 

“T come,” said he, “from our Colonel and the Bruce, who have 
determined that merrie England shall no longer be subjected to the 
insolence of a bloated municipality. Give them but one strong band 
and one willing heart, and they will engage to hind the Lord Mayor 
in his aldermanic chains, and the Macebearer and Remembrancer once 
secured, the City is ours witbout the assistance of the Board of W orks 
or their Savage. Who then will volunteer? The work will entail 
almost certain death, but what of that! Think of the honour of being 
selected for the duty, and the noble pension (sixpence per day for 
twelve months) should the forlorn hope succeed. —r 

Brown drank deeply from his canister of cooper, and said, 
you'll stand some grub I’m your man 
round the corner, two a penny, and with a piece 
of Perkin, a man can defy even the bumptious BEsLeY 


and drysalting Dakin.” 
= Truly magia the courier, “though art the sort of man I seek; thou 


expresseth thyself right nobly. What ho without there! Faggots 

for one, and see they are well seasoned.” 
With rw Forcible appetite, Brown cleared his platter and inne’ 

his beaker, then carefully loading his bullsey<, poising his we, an 

adjusting his stretcher, he said, “ Brethren, for the Copperian anaes 

and the Sloppinian fame, I go.” And to the slow music of myra 
t 

er saan t I should enter into the details of the 


It is hardly necessary tha : a 
brilliant ieee which followed upon the heroic resolution of Brown. 


Are not the facts recorded in the archival records of aay wes 
brief sketch may not be amiss. Silently our hero a. ‘h a 
along tha Gray's Inn-road, followed at a short distance by a chs 


of toke and a.pannikin 
or the diffident 


__- —_—-_ — age 


member of the Force (as they | 


There’s excellent cold faggots | 


oe i 


band of his comrades. After several days of tedious journeying he 
saw the battlemented crest of Holborn Bars before him, and then he 
commenced his plan of operations. Retiring down a small court he 
disguised himself effectually by the process of washing his face and 
lowering the visor of his helmet. A low whistle brought up one «f his 
detachment, and together they walked to the bartizan, up which they 
ciumbed by their stretchers, till they came to the sentinel, who thrust- 
ing his halidame forth civilly requested them to return, as the Lord 
Mayor might see them and be angry. Seizing this woundy cuitiff, 
they tied him hand and foot, and having blindfolded him, ordered him 
to show them the secret passages of the fortress. Alth ugh the soldier 
attempted to mislead them, the precautions they had taken precluded 
this, and they were soon in the deepest dunge on beneath the moat. 
From here ran the famous Fleet (so-called because it was the speediest 
way to Temple Bar, and was in the neighbourhood of ull the parks) 
and Bxown was soon unbuttoning the door which opens t» the Strand, 
having killed but two hundred sentries on the road. As the Temple 
Bar opened in rushed the Coppers, truncheon in hand, and soon the 
| City was their own. Of no use was the brave resistance of By siey, 
| down was the dry salt. f Daxry, and discretion being in those days 
| regarded as the better part of valour, the Coppernican standard soon 
| floated proudly upon the walls. 

The Coppers having established themselves in the City soon gave up 
their wandering habits, and settled down into the respectability which 
new adorns them. No longer of an outlaw race, th:y march about 

| respected, and are regarded as the preservers of peace and order, 
And so far from the name being a reproach, the proudest in our 
| happy land are now glad to acknowledge that they came over with the 


 Cagpers. SS 
_ THE TRUE AND ORIGINAL TALE OF A 
| MARE’S-NEST. 


(From an Extinct M.S. in the Possession of the Corporation.) 


Tue men of Gotham went out one day, 
The weather was very fine. 
“‘ Let’s all go birds-nesting now! ’ cried they, 
And over the meadows they took their way, 
A party of eight or nine—or nine— 
A-singing a jovial lay. 


They had not travelled of miles but three— 
The weather was very fine— 
‘When one spied a nest in a tall apple-tree, 
And “hey!” and “holla!”’ and “ho!”’ cried he, 
“That nice little nest is mine—is mine— 
Because it belongs to me!”’ 


Another he cried, “It’s not thine, I say.”’ 
The weather was very fine. 
“’Tis mine! ”’ said the first, but the other said ‘ Nay! 
‘‘Tt’s a blackbird’s! I saw the bird fl\ing away, 
So how can the nest be thine— be thine > ”’ 
And the rest of them answered, * Yeu!” 


They came at last to the miller’s green, 
The weather was very fine. 
And just where a heap of straw h#d been, 
Oh, there the miller's grey mare so lean 
By a millstone old to recline— rec!ine— 
By the lot of wise men was seen. 


But the mare got up when they «ll drew near, 
The weather was very fine. 
Quoth one, “* What a wonderful prize is here, 
For this is the mare's nest ‘tis very clear, 
And this is the egg, I opine— opine— 
So to hatch it we ll persevere!” 


So they sat on that stone by night and by day, 

The weather was very fine. 
But some wags came at midnight and stole it away, 
And left.a young donkey, just able to bray ; 
| They tethered it there with a line—a line— 
In the spot where the stone once lay. 


Next morning the Gothamites stared, of course. 
The weather was very fine. 
‘‘ It’s because that we hatched it,”’ said they in remorse, 
‘«‘ Jt has turned out a donkey instead «f a horse! a. 
An opinion that most will incline— incline— 
| Most heartily to endorse. 


In the White Wine Way. 
Wuy is sherry 8 good for a ‘ old ? 


Because it a Spanish liquor-is! 
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shunted at last. His 
recently enthusias- 
tic friends at Lyons 
have found a quiet 
siding for him in 
the Bastille, and he 


may there blow off | 


his superabundant 
steam without an- 
noying any one but 
the unfortunate man 
who has the key of 
his prison cell, and 
he will probably 
have his wages 
raised by way of 
compensation. The 
private neeey of 
the future President 
complains that the 
great man has been 
imprisoned “ for an 
offence not stated.” 
But as the public 
life of Grorce 
Francis has for 
some years past been 
an offence against 
decency, we expect 
that the good people 
of Lyons will haveno 
difficulty in justify- 
ing their act. At 
- any rate America is 
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‘‘ AGE COMMANDS RESPECT : '?—Vide Coprsoox. 


Mother :—“ Now, CHARLIB, RUN AND FETCH THE BEER.” 
Charlie :—“ Ucu! 11's A-RAININ’ 80 ’AkD 'TAIN’T FIT TO TURN A DOG OUT IN. CAN’T YB SEND GRAN’ FATHER ?”’ 


A DELICATE COMPLIM 


Waiter :—“ Lzt’s 8EE,—CALF’S-HEAD I BELIEVE SIR. 


not likely to make YOUR’B A UNDERDONE CHUMP!” 


ii 


ENT. 


No! 


BgG PARD’N, YOU'RE—OH, 
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the detention of 
its “President of 
1872” a casus belli. 


Sibilation. 


Some fellow or 
other says he shall 
feel obliged if we 
can explain the 
meaning of what he 
calls the ‘* Sibilline 
Leaves.”” He had 
better consult 
Roman Hiss-tory. 


Not a Bald Joke. 


A pispuTg having 
long existed among 
the learned as tothe 
meaning of the 
statement JEZzEBEL 
“tired’’ her head ; 
we venture to sub- 
mit that it is to be 
understood that her 
hair was “done 
up.” 


Please, Copy. 
Fortunr’s Hand, 

so a broken-down 

writing-master as- 


‘sures us, is remark- 


able for its heavy 
down- strokes. 
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Manager of the Real Russian Bear :—“ QUITE QUIET, YOU SEE. 


Bull, 1A :-—* HM!” 
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ONLY WANTS A LITTLE MANAGEMENT!” 
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| PLAIN ENGLISH.— A THEME FOR TRANSLATION INTO RUSSIAN 


AY, pause a moment, old Bruin, before you begin to climb! 
wae 4 are long and your limbs are strong: but remember there wus a time 
ea € tangs were dull and blunted, andthe limbs grew faint and weak, 
you slunk away from the selfsame prey, which once again you seek. 


to 
ww 





Have you quite forgotten the lesson, which we taught you long ago, 

As you lay in the grim grey fortress, and we watched without in the snow, 
And down in the deadly trenches, where the shot and the shell rained down 
From the countless mouths of the cannon, that guarded the girded town ; 
When, hunyered and cold and weary, when sickly, ragged, and thin, 
Still we waited and did not murmur— for we felt that we must win! 

When, poured forth freely as water, our best blood redly ran 

( yer the heights that hang over the Alma, on the slopes of Inkerman ; 

W hen, pouring volley on volley, till the battle grew dark with smoke, 

‘lly ey AM “ Your columns fired fast on our regiments, and fancied they gave and broke, 
VL) A a ak ae ; But, lo, through the wreaths of vapour gleamed the serried bayonets’ shine, 
3 asi . And your columns wavered, and scattered before “the thin red line ’’— 

The thin red line of our heroes, with the courage firm and high, 
That does not know how to be beaten, and does know how to die! 


Do you flatter yourself, old Bruin, with the dream—’tis nothing more— 
That England has grown too peaceful? We have heard of that before. 
They said we were traders, cowards, and they called, those friends of yours, 
Our officers carpet-soldiers, and our privates mere untamed boors. 

But when the alarm was sounded, as you came from your lair in the North, 
Did one of them shrink or falter? No! Every man came forth, 

And at once in the far Crimea they gave the base rumour the lie, 

Our dandies that fought like Bayards, and our boors who wouldn't fly! 


Our England is peaceful, granted! while her commerce afar expands 

To hind together the peoples—bid blossom the barren lands’; 

Aye, call her trader, and welcome! But tell me—have ever you heard 
When she bartered her spotless honour, or stooped to trade in her word ! 
Though the sails of her fleet of merchantmen are white upon every sea, 

And far and wide in an endless tide, flows the wealth of her commerce free, 
And though trade falls stricken with palsy at the very first boom of the guns, 
Will England not sacrifice these things—she who will give her sons! 





Then pause for a moment, old Bruin, and call back the scene once more, 
When the snows of the cold Crimea were reddened with brave men’s gore, 
When the thin red line was victor—when your grey old fortress fell, 

And the wreck of your vast battalions—that nobly had fought and well— 
Crawled back from the fatal contest—ay, think of this ere you draw 

Your sword from its sheath, defying all honour, and order, and law! 
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Now, the snow may be white on the hillside where is gallant Catucart laid, 
And white in the valley made famous by the ride of the Light Brigade, 
May be deep on the banks of Alma, by Tchernaya’s turbid rill, _ 

And deep on the slopes of Alma and the brow of old Windmill-hill, 

Like a shroud about grey Sebastopol now its folds mayhap are drawn, 

And a tinge of red may be o'er it shed at the sunset hour and the dawn— 
And all may sleep in the silence and the hush of the winter's frost, 

But or ever our honour is forfeit or our plighted word is lost, 

Our blood shall flow on your plains of snow and our English men once more 
Shall teach you the bitter lesson that they taught you in days of yore. 

To keep the old flag unspotted, to arms will the brave lads fly, 

Who do not know how to be beaten, and do know how to die ; 

The dandies who fight like Bayards, and the roughs who won’t give in. 
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Se Va <i SS > : 
LS <a. «BR So, if you wil fight,—why, we'll fight you. But, remember, we mean t6 win! 
A A ‘ident Thieves ! 
THERw is nothing like frco discussion! Give us 4 good cause and a| ‘yrs isn’t up to the mark of American inventions generally :— 
ts home like this :— At Cincinnati a new burglar-alarm is exhibited, which not only rings a bell and 


sl ‘han drive our argumen 
edge ‘iiimer and we can gham ei one of them struck the other | indicates the window or door attacked, but also turns-on and lights the gas. 
y “9 


D irmi a . af Thee . 

on thee foe Uf the Keen nega oe The outrage occurred in September, and the We havea burglar alarm for which we take outan annual gear’ 

Perpetrator has only just been captured and sent for trial. acl hala It doesn’t ring a bell or light the gas ; but it just goes down stairs an 
a head- T. 


Wha ‘em was clear! akes its teeth meet i lf of the intruder, who is thus induced 
ee ee Sham’ ‘broker, Hikes, * Brummagem ” | males its fests mots De to have called our invention Caan.” 
- ona Te think the party wo was ee eee a white 
80Vereign, may be a sort of hardware. We thin ; It is curly, black and white. 
hit woul ‘oie wledge the soft impeachment—if you axed him. , 
7% ; | Oh, my Country! 
‘ ? : 
O, heir! and O, heir: | =Mnxs. PxaLamopr, while skimming ihe contents of a morning paper 
Ws cli this from a musical Somsempet ty x i the other day, came among the literary advertisements on an announce 
A San Fiuselnco organ-grinder recently died worth 100,000 dollars, leaving no | ment which put her out. ‘* Well,’”’ she said, “ 1 To. sant 
Ah, if « aids had known that the poor fellow possessed 80 much | the Land of Huss. Why couldn't they say Heng at once : 
an ) a no é : ant —we —_—_——— 
_ Money | Tf vaae disinterested being had but learnt es bog te | ~ are 
We wouldn't have given the tenth part of a halfpenny stamp , oman’s g . 








THE THORNE BseTWEEN TWO Rosgs.— Caleb Deecie. ae _ es Pe RL a 


integrity of the nasal cartilage of that member of the simious eey i Now that the advocates of the rights of the sex are encroaching on 
that s all! the province of man, it will n-ver astonish us to hear ladies swear ! 
— | In order to indulge in male-diction, only, of course! 
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Selle de Cheval & la Daumont, Saddle 


Salmi de 
: of Horse, curried. 
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Consommeé de Pélicin aux croutons, Pelican 


broth garnished with sippets. Morkey, with ape-le sauce. 


A PARIS FOOD JOURNAL. 


[If the following extraordinary narrative had not reached us (in a balloon) by air, 
we should have supposed it belonged to Land and Water. At any rate we print 


scientific paper.—Ep. } 

Sre,—In accordance with the instructions given me by Mr. Fa*nx 
B*cxi*np and Ma. H*wry L*z,* I have devoted all my spare time, 
and a good deal more money than I could spare, to partaking of the 
various viands, which the ~- of this city, coupled with the generous 
way in which one has been allowed the run of one’s teeth at the Jardin 


* We have thought it advisable to suppress the names mentioned by our corres- 
pondent. 

















Rat A la Chateaubriant, Hashed 
Rat, with Cats-up. 
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Fricassée de Singe 4 l’Orang(e), Fried Filet mignon d’Elephant, aux petits pois, 





Civet de Chat a la Valérien (a l’avaler, Rien!), Hare Soup, according to Mrs. Glasse—“ first catch your hare.’ 


it, but cannot hold ourselves responsible for its statements as we are not a | 
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Biftek de Boule-dogue A l’Anglaise, Bull- 
dog Steak in the English fashion. 


Téte d’Ane a la Montmorency, 
Donkey’s Head, bray-sed. 
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Tripes de Lion 4 la Lyonnaise, 
Breast of Lion, Lyons-wise. 
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Spare-rib of Elephant. 
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‘ Acclimatation, has placed at my disposal. I may add that I have 
earnt a good deal during the prosecution of my researches; but that 
have on more than one occasion purchased my experience rather 

early ; as when for instance I incautiously supplemented a ragout of | 
t with a little terrier aux truffes, and was nearly choked by the 
rapidity with which the latter dish tollowed the former. It is as well, 
I find also, to allow an interval of a day between any canine p/dt and 
a preparation of a feline character, as they are otherwise apt to 
While on the subject, I may as well mention, that though Kangaroo 

is delicious eating it is only to be partaken of with safety by bachelors. 
On returning home last week after dining on kangaroo-tuail, I seriously 
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| 
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Teetotalism! It’s a bar—a refreshment bar-barous idea. 
i an 
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DeceMBEx 10, 1879. | 


——— Fon ll: 
endangered the life of one of my offspring, by putting the baby int 
my waistcoat pocket in an unguarded moment. ‘Ten again bi 0. a j 
buffalo are superb eating, but my wife says after I dined off ioe: yo 
conversation exhibited a tendency to become low. I don’t kn ie ioe 
true this may be, but if so, it was because she irritated me "lant 








| get her to touch anything but horseflesh; and she nags incessantly 


jn consequence. 
ene a ges invited me to try a saddle of leopard, but as I] 
ught it possible a surfeit of such rich fi So e ; - 

thoug P & sui such rich food might bring on an erup- 


tion, I decided to do nothing rashly, and declined, and had a humble 


wolf-steak at home. 


The only drawback to wolf-stake is that the more | 


ou eat the more ravenous you become, so as meat is dear. I tried to | 
> 


forget the pangs of hunger in reading, and sat up long after midnight 


devouring Lamp—especially the “roast pig” essay. Polar bear has 
been on sale. I have not tasted it, but a friend, whom I found eating | 


ices outside the Café du Nord, said he had tried it and it was capital 


The night before last I was nearly being seized as a Prussian spy. | 


Iwas smoking a quiet cigar after a light repast of Ostrich, when 


several rough customers gathered round me crying out “d bas | 


Bismarck! C’est un espion !’ 
valour, and bolted. Fear lent me wings. I had no idea I could run 


so fast. ‘Turning the corner of a street, I saw a small window o 

into which I thrust my head and effectually concealed myself—at fein 
I thought so at the time, but was discovered by the mob. Luckily a 
French officer of my acquaintance arrived at this moment, and rescued 


me from my awkward position. 
Unfortunately these little mishaps cause me domestic inconvenience, 


I thought discretion the better part of | 


my wife declaring, when she saw my disordered state, that I had been | 


drinking. She brought a similar charge a week ago ; when coming 
home from a supper of elephant’s foot I chanced to slip and full into a 
muddy pool, plastering myself with clay from head to foot. I fear I 
must have injured myself somehow, for I have since noticed a swelling 
of my legs which doesn’t seem to be gout, for which I always carry a 
remedy in my trunk, being as you know a martyr to it. 

The servant has just brought up my lunch—curried boa constrictor 
—so I must wind up abruptly, as I shall take a good nap after my 
meal. Yours, &c., 

: ‘HE O' MNIveRrvs. 

P.S.—Just finished my snack. By the way, tell the paymaster 
prices are so high one must pinch tremendously for food, and I think 
my screw ought to be increased. If I had him here I feel sure I could 
get round him, and manage to squeeze a little more out of him. 


A TENDER COMPOSITION. 


By a Composiror. 


Bear, oh, bear my words afar, 
Bear them to my bosom's *. 

All my love unto her tell, 

Love without a ||. 

Say that I my heart will school 
To obey her gentle —_+——_. 
Say my life is out if joint 

Should she me so disap *, 

As to feel disapprobation 

Of my humble !. 

Beg her not, though they be rash, 
These fond hopes of mine to 
Bid her speak in accents bland 
And bestow on me her &. 

Why should she refuse such graces 
To a lover’s fond em ° 





Fly, oh, fly, and be no lagger, 

Or I'll speed thee with a f. 

Say I feel no longer cheery, 

Am most wretched, heart-si?, 

Say my heart with scorned affection 

Will be severed, by bi§, 

Till I learn that she has wrote 

Some kind answer to my (see below). 

Nore.— * star, || purallel, *— rule, . point, ! admiration, 

GS hand, } braces, + dagger, ? query, ¢ sectiou. 











To Our Next May-ry Meeting. 


Wuar a flutter will be caused in serious circles by this announce- 
erious circles 


ment! We wouldn’t print it, if we didn’t know that s 


won’t see it in our columns: 


Another large hotel is likely to be added to those which already make m 
features in the metrop lis. It is said that Exeter Hall aad the premises westwar 


ure to be purchased for this purpose.— Zhe Architect. 
An hotel on the site of the head—well, let us say the chief- 


prominent 


quarters of 
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Monster meeting at Cannonestreet Hotel. Merriman in the chair 
Philogallic Resolutions. = Same time and place, Mrs. Molehill-Mount.in of 
a mouse, stillborn. France returning to her senses. Has won a victory, 
and putG F. Train in prisun People poisoned in Islington by milk f 
a dairy, where there was a cistern impreenated with sewige. Can anrb. y 
see the connection? = Hospitals and Phi.anthropic Societies say they are | 
Lord | 


, Why don't they get sick or wounded abroad ? 
Wil lam Beresford fined for assaulting lawyer’s clerk, who served him 
with a writ. Verdict: Officer and genti!eman! Food Journal says 
green peas are scarce and dear in Paris Ergo, London is ina sta 
siege. **Where is the German Fatheriand!’’ We suppose where | 
| Germans(S)pas are. Some goose, writes to Daily News to complain 
| lies on ’Change. Doesn’t know apparently that ‘‘all men are ’’—stock- 
brokers. Paris has not hauled down her flag, but we are in expectation 
| of furly information to that effect. — Mr. Tupper is going to read his own 


hard-up for funas. 


works, Now he will know what othcrs have suffered! General But 

talks of war with England. Has exhaus‘ed the plunder he made int 

South, and “‘ asks for more.” More accidents through railway carvle-s- 
’ 


es off indemnities. Perhaps! 


ness. More reasons for letting the compan 
Trochu’s first sortie. aud sorte secundd Hepworth Dixon on Sebool 
soard. Doesn’t insist on Spiritual Wives as a text-book. 





TO A BLOSSOM. 

Lryes WRITTEN IN THE TEMPLE GARDEN, 
When streams in icy chains are dumb, 
When days grow short, and skies look glum, 
When whistling winds our pulses numb, 
And winter comes with “ Fee, faw, fum !”’ 
Like the great giant Thunderbomb, 

When gladly round the fire we chum, 
Exclaiming, ** Ain't it cold, by gum!”’ 
While cheerful sparks tly up the lum, 
And on the hobs the ketules hum, 

To make for us hot grogs of rum, 

Since colds are at a premium, 

When on pianos loud we strum, 

“La, la, la, la!’’ or “lum, pum, pum!”’ 
To drown the cries that reach the drum, 
From starving wretches, London scum, 
Whose hunger racks each empty “ stum ’’; 
Although te give to each a crumb 

It would require above a plum. 

’Tis when these various things I sum 
Occur, (and always after guum 

In Latin there should follow twn) 
’Tis then to fill the vacuum 

In nature’s leafless bowers you come, 
Oh, welcome, bright Chrysanthemum. 








Guswers to Correspondents, 


| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom. 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responstble for loss.) 

ComMING.—But you have not come up to the mark. 

T. S.—You're quite welcome to persevere in attempts to write verse. 
Only it's alittle rough on us to keep sending them here. 

D. (Bayswater).— Your ‘ Latest Intelligence ’’ about the war seems so 
very late that it hasn’t arrived yet. SQ 
A. (Pall Mall East). —You have been guilty of unmanly conduc: in dis- 

the last moments of an aged and decrepid joke. 
(Old Kent road).—Nei‘her suitable. ‘Lhe first too obviously 





turbing 
W. i.G. 


_ suggested by a recent parody in Fun. 
7 paid little or no attention to the rhytn- 


} 


dash; | 


J. F. (Glasgow).—lf you have * tion t 
matical arrangement”? of your M5, why trouble us with it ? 


as it is a vulgar burlesque of a religious qu: stion. 
J. B. (Kennington).—You must have known it wouldn't do. 


sonal and esoteric. 
F. (Bolton).—‘‘ Thou art so near 


know the rest. 

ANTI-HumBvUG.—Should have sent a cutting not a copy. 

R. (Wall rook).—Many thanks. 

Mvurray LinpLEY —Much obliged. 

Declined wit thanks:—E. F., Temple; 8., Grange road; H. E. 8S. 
Exeter; Cry, Sis.; R., Asbford; Lk. W. W., Liverpool, C. 8.; Parel, 
Toodles: G, Leominster; R. W. R (M. 8.*¢); W. F. R, Liverpool ; 
W. H., Bath; A. H.C., Highfield; J., Luton; J., Macclesfield; Q. H., 
Edinburgh; T. D. P., Bally—Something or Other. E. M., Uxbridge, 
Paul s Eye; Dibbs; T. O Toole; Peter, Bradford; H. O. E., Liverpool ; 
I. O. E, Brook-street; T. R.; J. H. W., Dublin; G., Ramsbotiom ; J. 
W., Edinburgh; F. H. K., Dublin; T., Falkirk; Alice; X. ¥. Z.; B M., 
Kingsland ; F. T. P., Leeds; A. T., Maitland Park ; Angelina N. ; Quack ; 


Aerial. 


—especially 
Tvo per- 


’*_and not so far, but a Miss! You 











CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


DECEMBER. 
In the Cornhill,“‘ Harry Richmond ”’ falls off a little, but “ Lord 
een is interesting. The other contents are fairly up to the 


Belgravia is excellent this month. Mr. Sara answers worthily to 
the impulse of the azine reader, always to turn up his articles 
when the number arrives? Mr. Turner is to the fore, and Mr. 
Sawrgzr has some nice well illustrated. A British Museum 
paper by Mr. Cot.ins is the weak point this month. 

Tinslay’s presents a varied batch of reading, and shows an improve- 
ment in the matter of illustration. There’s a strong if not very wise 
paper on “ Prophets;"’ and some of the stories are well worth 

The “suggestive rendering’’ of the Jiiad into English 

-metre suggests little save that no man in his senses would ever 
ar clothe Homer in such a hopelessly unsuitable garb. 

In Argosy—a good fat number, of which however the leading 
rey A up nearly a third—there’s a capital “ Johnny Ludlow.’ 
As for “‘ Miss ind,”’ there’s as h a laugh in it as we have 
met with for some time. Tlustrations are r than usual. 

Bar begins a new novel, “‘ Ought we to visit her?” A paper 
on Dicxzns, by Cunistian Anpzrsen, is interesting if out of date, and 
the “ — memoir iseurious. 7. B. does not often give verse, and 
when it does might give us something better than Mrz. Mortimer 
Co.uine’s rather tame and very slipshod “ St. Pudentiana.” 


—————— a 


Americans in producing his watches by machinery, thereby savi 
one-third of tho cost.— Zimes, Dec. 18, 1868. oe 

Mr. Srazerer makes his parts of a watch in the same manner, 
saving an immensity of cost in labeur, while at the same time he 
pares eee ee and proportion which can only be secured 

y machinery.— Daily News, Dec. 10, 1868. 

Mr. Sruzerzr has already succeeded in producing by machinery 
well-made lish Lever Watches, which he ean sell at a price as low 
as that at which an ordinary Geneva watch can be obtained, with the 
greater advantage of durability.— Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. 








Mr. Srezzrter, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the 





ARTISTIC EFFECT, OR ARTISTIC ECCENTRICITY ? 


Artisan :—“ Hutto, Joz! BotHerep iF HERE AIN’T MapAm ToosworD’s WAX-WORKS A-COMIN’ FOR THEIR BEER!” 


Scape-Goats. 


THE papers announce the return to society of two scape-goats :— 


Messrs. Gambier and Rumble, the officers who were sentenced to eighteen months’ 
imprisonment for certain Admiralty frauds, have been liberated. 


If all the nice little Government jobbery, from big committees down- 
wards, were as closely watched as these two gentlemen were, we 
rather think the amount of goats that would be set on one side would 
induce a depression in the price of Gruyére cheese. 
The Happy Island. 
Tuts is the sort of remedy we're (R)owed by Parliament :— 

In Rhode Island, the penalty for adulteration of food, drink and drugs, or for 
selling unwholesome food, is imprisonment up to six months, ora fine up to 200 

0 


We only wish eur Legislature would take a step in the right direction 
—that is along that Rhode-way. 


NOTICE.—Reprinting, and will be ready by the end of the week, 
TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Now Ready, price Twopence, the Second Edition of 
FUN ALMANACE. 








Er1cutTgen-Carat Gotp.—“ The use of machinery in the manufacture 


of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.’’—Zimes, Dec. 18, 
1868. 

E1curTeen-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 per 
cent. is saved in the manufacture of gold jewellery.””—Standard, 
September, 1867. 

Eicutsen-Carnat Gotp—“ Owing to machinery they can give 
18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced 
by hand.” — Court Journal. 
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The umbrella is evidently only suitable 


“ How unfortunate, looks like rain.” 
to keep the sun off. 
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A misty figure goes swimmingly on, 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


THE most recent novelty at the Princess's has been the reappea 
of The Pretty Girls of Stilterg, with Mr. Wester, Miss Rose 
Lectera and Miss Lennox Grey playing the principal characters. 
Mx. Wensrer’s impersonation of the great Naro.non, always good, 
was never better than now. Muss Lecresa plays up to her well 
earned reputation, and Miss Grey, as a sergeant, dresses well and acts 
still better. Indeed, it would be hard to find two ladies more qualified 
to fill their respective parts. The piece is well mounted, and is warmly 


VOL. Xl. 


rance 


The wet begins to tell a shrinking tale. 


And at length illustrates the 15th century. ‘‘Cold Without.” 


December 17, 1870.] 


AN UNFRIENDLY SUIT. 





The ** Togs” get shorter and the 
stride longer. 


cedes it. 

The last two weeks of the present company at the Holtorn Circus 
are announced, and all interested in “scenes in the circle” should 
certainly visit the amphitheatre ere its champion equestrians take 
their departure, and troupes which cannot possibly be Letter, and may 
very probably be much worse, occupy their places. 








Wat warlike weapon is most popular with the fair sex ? 
ye)- Buss. 


















MORALITY 


By A MOoRALISER. 




























fm» FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 17th, 1870. 
FO HE “barbaric yaup"—to borrow a term from his “poetic” 
Y countryman Watt Wuitwan—that was uttered by Bsensamin 
¢.A~ Burier, ex-General, lawyer, an least respected person in the 
United States (which is saying much) has found but a faint echo 
in the Message of Prestpent Grant. It is not impossible that the 
heroic General, who might, aecording to Grnarat Grant, have been 
corked up in a bottle with as much advantage to his country as his 
{ strategic position gave, was hardly to be taken as representing the 
| serious opinion of the President, even when under pressure of the 
coming dectiaa, Americans as well as Englishmen will decline to 
accept as a representative of public opinion a commander, who 
returned from the campaign in the South loaded with not exactly 
g ory, but dishonour—and pianofortes ! : 
Joun But very properly refuses to accept a message transmitted 
by the President through no more respectable medium than his 
Burier. 





GOOD! 

Tue Newsvendors’ Benevolent and Provident Institution suffered a 
severe blow in the loss of a President of many years standing, and of 
warm sympathy with its objects, when Cuartes Dickens died. We 
are glad to see that Mr. W. H. Smitn, M.P., is to be the successor of 
Mr. Dickens, for he is an able and energetic man, of whom the 
newsvendors have every reason to be justly proud, as of one who has 
won the highest honours that grace their escutcheon. 


os 





The late Frederick Pounge. 


Wrru the very deepest regret we find in the list of those killed in 
the late railway accident at Shields, the name of a very clever actor 
and most worthy man, Freperick Youner, whose performance of 
the serjeant in Ours, and of the hero of Caste, will be fresh in the 
memory of all who can recognise and appreciate true dramatic talent 
and force. He had of late years been manager of a theatrical company 
which performs Mr. Ronextson’s comedies in the provinces, and in 
his public capacity had acquired much popularity. He had in 
private life endeared himself to all his friends—a man of unblemished 
character and of amiable disposition. Snatched from us while still 
young, he leaves behind him a widow and six children ; on whose bhe- 
half steps have been promptly taken by Mr. C. Ponp to raise a fund, by 
a performance at Drury Lane, and such other means ascan be made 
available. We feel sure the public will not be appealed to in vain to 
befriend the little ones deprived, in so terrible a way, of their 
father. 








Morality—on Law’s behalf— 
Disapprobation stern demands 


Applauding roguery sublime 
As canonised in Pantomime! 


Alas, in signs like these I trace 


To culminate in deep disgrace 





— a 


Rattening in Government Offices. [Here the MS. abruptly ends. 


Wuart has come to the Post-office ? It used to be rather a sensible 
and straightforward office; but we suppose it was doing its work too 
well and giving the public too much for themoney. It was contrasted 
with other Government Departments, to their prejudice, and so possi- 
bly the word has been that it is not to be so effective. The 
Civil Service Trades Union has given it a warning, and threatened 
perhaps to cut its telegraph wires or pull up its pneumatic tubes. 

At any rate, recently, the Post-office has out-circumlocutioned cir- 


To throw some light. 


Envy the clown of Pantomime! 


A Stretcher. 


‘‘ Paro antecedentem scelestum 
a? 
Deseruit pede , ana claudo.”” 


ELDOM, said Horace, 


The sure declension of the age, 





{December 17, 1870. 





in Ais times, 
Did Justice, though 
lame-footed, fail 

To overtake the man 
of crimes 

At last, and fling 
him into jail. 

A very proper notion 
too, 

And one deserving 
of all praise; 
But—strictly between 
me and you— 

It is not quite so 
nowadays. 

What happens now 
you'll find-out, 
['m 

Inclined to think, in 
Pantomime. 


For Clown, commit- 
ting an assault, 
Or other shocking 
breach of peace, 
Escapes by a coura- 
geous vault 
Above the head of 
the police. 


Of this from us—who sit and laugh, 
And let our children clap their hands, 


Of England and the English stage. 


But on the back this couplet’s read, 
Which on the writer's virtue tends 
I print it.—£Zd. } 
Yet always I—despite my rhyme— 
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cumlocution in more cases and manners than we have space to 
enumerate, one of its pee blunders being the closure of the sample 
post against seeds, and the consequent hindrance thrown in the way of 
the public benefactor who wishes to make two blades of grass grow 
where there was only one before.“ Let St. Martins-le-Grand look to it! 


A Yankee Do. 

Tue Globe states that— 

A firm in New York bave forwarded printed circulars to many persons in 
England offering to supply them with aluminium sovereigns. They say their de- 
tection is almost beyond the bounds of possibility. The price of these imitation 
sovereigns is—£2 for 20, 53 for £5, £10 for 108, £20 for 220, and £50 for 550. 

This is simply abominable! It is an attempt to damage the circula- 
tion of this country, and to bring the British Sovereign into disrepute. 
At the same time we may add we don't believe it—and shan’t until 
they send us some specimens. They would do to give away to the 
poor at Christmas, at any rate. 

If not Querulous, it’s Squirrelous. 
| _ THe question has been mooted in Land and Watir, by one “In 

Doubt,”’ whether it is a fact that flocks of rooks may be seen “‘gather- 
| ing acorns, and carrying them in their beaks, and methodically burying 
| them in a distant field to provide for their hybernal sus- 
tenance."” We have no hesitation in affirming that the rook is not a 
corn-iverous bird. 


To Pur Down an Anvse.—Show it up. 





A captarn (U.S.) we won’t say what the two letters might stand for 
—inserts this extraordinary notice in the papers :— 
mo SHORT PERSONS.—Anyone (Male or Female) wishing to increase in Height 

ani Symmetry of Figure, by means of a remarkable physiological discovery, 
may send a stamped directed envelope to Captain (U.S.), &e. 
Those short persons who send will probably find themselves shorter 
—by a penny—than they were before. They won’t find themselves at 
all tall, we are certain. 

N.B. The new postal arrangements enable people to defeat one pos- 
sible object of those who require « “stamped and directed envelope.”’ 
By making use of an envelope with an impressed stamp, for directing, 
you ensure the stamp not being used for any purpose but that of 
tranking the envelope to that direction, as it cannot be used if cut out 
and affixed to another letter. Verbum sap. 








Cutting. 

A new knife-cleaning board has been recently registered under the 

title of the ** Lothair Knife-cleaner.’’ We are not sure that it is any 

compliment to one who has been Head of a Ministry to be thus 

associated with another sort of Skull-ery. And then again, are not 
such boards always covered with sham-my leather ? 


To be taken Quantum VAAL-eat. 
ADVENTURERS in the recently discovered diamon-difer-ous country 


should at least be agreed upon one point; when a rough diamond 


worth a fortune is discovered—cut it! 


a 
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ACT I.—Scene: Room in Bellevue Towers. 


Lapy or Tirt®.—My dear, your eye is wild and your remarks are 


disconnected. 


Froticsome Girt.—Because [ am engaged to a Naval Lieutenant. 


| 1)gcempzR 17, 1870.] 
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THE TWO SCHOOLS. 


Twice, all of us submit to rules, 

Each of us has a pair of schools, 
Upon this simple plan: 

The first he enters as a lad 

(Ah, happy days!) the next (ah, sad ') 
He enters as a man. 


How often does this aching brain 

Call those first school-hours back again 
Before the world knew: 

And though by Loneretiow impressed 

That “ Life is Earnest,” little guessed 
It means hard earnings too! 


Alas, when the Preceptor sage 
Unfolds the geographic page 
Before the youthful mind, 
One ne’er surmises, while one learns 
«The earth revolves,’ what evil turns 
One's doomed therein to find. 


When History next her tales recites, 

Her chronicles of Kings and Knights, 
With emulation read, 

How little dreams the ambhi‘ious soul, 

That striving after History’s roll, 
One oft lacks daily bread! 


And even when began disclose 

Arithmetic her rueful rows 
Of figures, we ne’er thought 

How life’s Arithmetic would teach 

That “‘ Number One” stands first with each, 
And all the rest is “‘ Nought.”’ 


Ah, happy days, when Friendship meant 
The source of pleasures innocent, 
And not the source of pain ; 
When friends, if quarrels did arise, 
Blackened—not characters but eyes, 
And then shook hands again! 


Tt almost seems ’twould be relief 
To change for tears shed then for grief 
The tears now shed for joy. 
Life’s changed since Upper School began, 
I feel that I’m not half a man, 
And wish I were a boy. 


ECARTE; 


THIS MUST BE MR. GRANT! 





Enter a Lady 
Frolicsome Girl. 


How is this ? 


Where is A Provincial Iago. 


Provincia Iaco.—I was an officer in the Guards—then a sergeant 
of Highlanders. 


Frenp.—Ha! 1 ; 
ProvincrAL [AGo.—No one recognizes me: 


the lady I was engaged to, 
I half murdered in Malta. 


Enter A Provincial Iago. 


But I will bide my time. 
Enter a Fiend. 
That man here! Who can he be? 


high with a fair girlish complexion and light yellow ringle 


am short and squat, with a brown face an 
eight and twenty, now I am two and thirty. 


d black hair. 


worked by Time and his brother Art. 
A.t.i.—How he mutters! 


Weak Younc Man.—Ha! ha! ruined! 


Enter a Weak Young Man. 


SomeBopy.—Then this must be Mr. Grant!!! 
Somenopr Exse.—No, no—that comes presently. 


A Quier Lapy (sees 


a piece. 
vovincial Iago). — How like m 








Neither my sister nor | 
nor my intimate friend, nor the man whom | 
But when they knew me I was seven feet | 


Such are the changes 


And in a canary wig! 


ae 


But he WAS seve n feet high, with a fair gir] ah ‘ moplexion an | li ht 


yellow ringl. Us. Still, he is very like mv Walter! 


’ . . ' 
| ALL (asia [t ¢y her Walter —but hush ! 
Enter a Chee fre] } ‘ ?. | 
' ; 
CHEERFUL YounG Person.—What a handsome man! / af 
Fiend.) : 
Fignp.—She a-loves me! She a-must-a-be-a-mine-a! 


Enter a Scotchman, 
_Scorcumay.—I am ‘“ wrapped up in scien 
tion.” 
Att THE Lapizs.—You are, you dog! 
Fienp.—Ha! a rival! . 


e, but amorous in proy 
| 

} 

ScorcumMan.— Yes! | 
' 

| 


Somesovy.—Then this must be Mr. Grant! 


ALL THE OTHEKS. - No, no, no, no, No! 


ACT IL.—A Prenic. Frolicsome Girl discovered ladling out champajne 
worth desperate impartiality, 


marks 


Lapy or Titte.—My dear, your eye is wilder and your 1 
more disconnected than ever. How is this 

Fro.icsome Girt.—I am more engaged than ever to the Naval 
Lieutenant. Slap bang, here he is again. 


Enter the Naval Licutenant. 
ALL (aside). —This is a nice young lady, upon my word! 
Bienp (to Cheerful Young Person).—Will you elope with me ? 
CHEeRFUL YouNG Person.—Oh, yes! (l’repares to do so.) 
Enter a Bejgar Woman, 


Beccar Woman (to Fienp). — He is—ha! ha!—my husband. 
( Fuints.) 

ScorcuMan.—Whko can this woman be? 

Fignp (weakly).— This must be Mr. Grant! 

AuL. — No, no, no, no, No! 

NavaL Lrevrenant.—I will sing to her —perhaps that will revive | 
her! (And positively and actually he does sing to her, and positively and 
actually it does revive her. Trey bear her away.) 

ACT IIL.—oom in Bellevue Tow:rs, Eater Weak Youny Man. 

Weak Youne Man.—Ruined! ruined! I hoped to escape detection 
in a@ canary wig—but my own back hair shows underneath it, and 
further deception were useless. 

Enter Frolicsome Young Lady. 

Frouicsome YounG Lapy.~—I’m the jolliest girl that’s out! 

AvupiENce.— Hiss-s-s-s ! } 

Froiicsome Youna Lavy (to audience).— When you've 
quite done, I'll go on. 

AUDIENCE.—Shame! shame! Off! off! off! | 

Frouicsomg Youna Lapy (to audience). — I can wait! > Fact!!! 
(Does so.) 

AvupiENcE —Go home! Hiss! hiss!! hiss!!! 

l’roticsomME YounG Lapy (curtseying rather too deeply).— 
Thank you very much! 

Somenopy at THe Back.— This is very interesting. 
cheers.) 


( Derisive 


Enter Fiend and Provincial Iago. 

Frenp.—I will sheot you! 

Froiicsome YounG Lapy.—Not so! 

ProvinciaL Iaco.—Seize him! 

Enter a Man Cook and a Detective. 

Fienp.—Ha! Thatface! Who are you? 

Provinctau [ago (satirscald/y).—VPerhaps he is Mr. Grant ? 

Maw Coox.—Not so! I am Sebastino Poppolani della Tremenda 
Ultrice Spada! 

ALL.—Strange—yet true. 

Frexp.—If you are all that, I give in. 

Somenopy aT THE Back. — This is very 
cheers.) 

I'xoricsome YounG Lapy (to Provincial Jago). — Then you — you 
—are—— 

ProvinciaL Iaco.—I am 


of Title and 


(Takes away his pistol.) 


They seize him, 


(They handcuff him.) 
interesting. (Dertsive 


Mr. Grant! 
CURTAIN. 

Ovrsetves.—This is probably the very worst piece in the world. 
It has no story, no development of character, nu incident. Its dia- 
logue is utterly contemptible, and its situations ridiculous in the 
extreme. Miss ALLEYNe’s performance of the heroine was 4 piece of 
outrageous assurance, and her demeanour in the third act was loudly 
hissed by a most indulgent audience. It was truly painful to tind a 
genuine artist like Miss Apa CavenpisH, and two such respectable 
actors as Mr. Farkctovucn and Mx. Temp ce, identified with so utterly 
discreditable a perfurmance. 





ts. Nowl 
Then I was 


Enter a Quiet Lady, properly ashamed of her connection with such sicieiaeeaaniandiianemeaiastimeiiaaiaal 
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NOTES ON NATURAL HISTORY. 
No. 3. — Study of the Dental System of the Saurians, 











solemnly warn the 
police not to get as- | 
saultedby uswithout . 
provocation ! 


| TOP HEAVY. | 
| THe P.4.G. says: 


A WARNING. 


When we stated | 
jestingly that under | 
the new magistrate 
at Lambetb, the law 
would beadminister- 
ed by CHancr, we 
did not think our | 
baphazard remark | 
would be more pro- | 

hetic than any of 

Jn. CuMMING'S Vati- | 
cinations. We learn | 
now that Mr. 
Cuance is acting on 
the principle of com- 
mitting to prison, | 
without the option 
of a fine, all persons 


The Spanish deputa- 
tion conveying the offer 
of the Crown to the 
Duke of Aosta (whtch 
in all comprised 109 
persons) arrived at 
Florence on Saturday. 

| We have occasion- 
| ally seen Sere 
tions of state jewels | 
‘comprising in all” 
so many diamonds, 
but never’ before 





who are convicted 
of having assaulted 
the police without 
provocation. es 
to some e of 
the Newest Gut of 
respectability the 
mere existence of the 
police is a provoca- 
tion, and that coupled 
with the way in 
which the police uti- 
lise their drill, in 
order to keep time 
in evidence with one 
another, will make 
things unpleasant. 
All we can say is, we 








No. 4.—“ By the power of his eye man can subdue the most ferocious animal.’’—Bvrron. 


heard of one com- 
prised of upwards of 
a hurdred persons. 
Now the secret is 
out it will sure to be 
no matter of wonder 
the Crown of Spain 
has so leng gone a 
begging. Uneasy lies 
the head that wears 
an ordinary crown, 
but when the article 
is studded with, or 
stood upon by “109 
persons” its splen- 
dour must become 
possitively insup- 
portable. 
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JOHN 


AXY NOTICE OF YOUR ABUSE, MY GOOD FELLOW ;—THE PRESIDENT, 


as €& 


YOU, 


DOESN'T 


RE, 


AM SU! 


I 


” 


Bull :-—“TI SHAN’T TAKE 


SEND MESSAGES BY A 


s;UTLER !” 
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SPORTING NOTES, 


Srr,—The equinoctial season of winter havin ig i 
frost besprinkled mantle, as is usual with fe ee pty? - 
year, the turf 18 an institution of the past for the present, and will ae 
again put in an appearance until another unit shall have been added 
to those eighteen hundred and seventy figures which now sdorn the 
chronological brow of our old friend Tempus. When this event has 
taken place I hope, by attention and assiduity to business added to my 
extensive knowledge of equinimity, to keep gentlemen and the public 
in general, together with the sporting readers of Fun in particular ‘a 
well posted up as I have hitherto done. N.B.—Private wires all over 
the house. _ Telegrams provided on the shortest notice. No extra 
charges. No waiters’ fees. The proprietor begs that any complaint 
as to bad cooking or incivility shall be made at once to him. 

In the meantime regard me as a special commissioner doomed for a 
certain time to roam through the beauteous halls and noble palaces of 
Sheffield, to converse with her stalwart, albeit well behaved and 
respectable, sons, and to caress her lovely daughters. Yes, Sir, I have 
appointed myself investigator of the charges brought against the 
grinders by a contemporary of yours, and I am proud to say my efforts 
have not been without fruition. J found nothing but politeness during 
the late Fair, and having visited the scene of the great handicap, the 
crowd no sooner saw I was a stranger than they took me in, and 
showed me how to invest my money with the absolute certainty of 
losing it. But never were the glasses of fashion (three o’ rum hot 
mostly) or the moulds of form more in the ascendant, as the following 
incident will prove. 

During the running through of the preliminary heats, just after 
the man upon whom J had put my money had been beaten, I saw a 
youth leaning disconsolately against the palings. That he was of 
noble birth and good family his pointed clogs and furry cap betokened, 
while the absense of anything like linen about his throat and wrists 
proved him to be a thoroughly bladelike gentleman. Fearing that his 
sorrow arose from his having dropped his pieces, I went ever to 
condole with him; but though he received my advances with the 
kindness peculiar to his race he shook his head when I mentioned 
money. ‘’Tis not that,’ said he, ‘which makes me weep,” and he 
wiped away a manly tear; ‘“’tis the reflection that I am the first af 
the Sheffielders who ever put a hole in his manners.’ And placing 
himself in an effective attitude he poured into my unwilling ear the 
following harrowing story :— 

I do not know and cannot say 
Why I should feel so sad, 

I see around us thousands gay, 

Like me out for their holiday, 
And all of them are glad. 


I have not backed that losing man 
Who should, I’m told, have won ; 

I picked the winner as he ran 

By my successful simple plan 
Of waiting till he’d spun. 

My book is round, and I shall land 
A very tidy screw, 

There are but few who understand 

The way in which the bets are planned 
By him who speaks to you. 


But still the joy I do not know 
Which ought to be my lot, 
My heart is dull, my spirits low, 
Dull care pursues where’er I go, 

E’en on this busy spot. 


Ah, now I know what makes me grieve 
As if my heart would break, 

In hurrying here I took no leave 

Of those who to my hearthstone cleave, 
And eat my daily cake. 


And how can I the tear repress, 
Or check the rising sob 

For rudeness is a thing, I guess, 

Which I most hate. I[ do, O yes, 
I do, so help me bob. 


Who will now dare further promulgate the 1Ur 
passed current as to the want of good manners of the “blades?” If 
there breathes one with soul so dead, as never to himself have said, “I 
will in Sheffield make my bed, and pillow my exhausted head, firm in 











belief that what you've said is the best stuff that can be read’”’ please | 


| recommend him to— Yours truly, AUGSPUR. 





New Music. _ 
WE understand that a popular composer is about to publish a new 
song, “The Fisherman's Chorus,” with a cast-a-net accompaniment. 


FU 


lies which have hitherto | 
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A SONG.* 


Fiix the bow], and fill it hich, 
Till the bubbles kiss the brim : 
Well, I know what virtues lie 
Where the foam-beads on it swim. 
I would lave me in the flood 


Of the { grape's red ) 
- | soap's white J 


Fill, oh fill the foaming bowl, 

Till the liquor over-run: 
He must be a craven soul 

Who the tempting wave would shun. 
By the brink don't idly mope, 


In its depth there lurketh a 


{ blood. 


t sud. 


mantled 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES, 


Ws cannot help thinking that Mr. Friswevt has made a very great 
mistake in his Modern Men of Letters Honestly Criticised (HoppER AND 
STouGuTon). We do not doubt his honesty, but we question his ability 
—or that of any man—to write such a book, not only with impartiality 
but with good taste—which is yet more important, perhaps. As he has 
been frank about others he must pardon frankness about his own 
work. If he were not the author of that successful book, The Gentle Life, 
the most successful modern book, except perhaps Proverbial Philoso- 
phy, we should say this present volume was written by a disappointed 
and embittered man, who cannot speak well of any save those with 
whom he has not been professionally connected, or who do not work in 
the same meétier. “To judge fairly,’’ he says himself, “ you must at 
least be a judge ” ; and we question his self-election to the bench, on 
which he wears the ermine without the calm of dignity. There is 
perhaps no personal ill-feeling in what he says, but there is « sort of 
dissatisfaction with the world generally, that is quite as unjust to the 
particular subject. Against taste he errs on more than one occasion 
very grossly, by describing the personal appearance of his victims 
with vulgar caricature—one of the most unpardonable offences we 
can conceive in such matters. Moreover, when he describes this or 
that writer’s “sound English,” we are doubtful how far he is even in 
this a judge, for we are pulled up now and again in his own pages by 
sounding blows on the head of Priscian. But if the English is bad, 
the Latin is worse, andthe French worst, ¢.g.—‘‘the clevés’’ of 
something “are raffulent”’ about something. The truth is, our author 
shows too clearly the contempt he feels for his readers, by not even 
condescending to revise what is clearly only a reprint of 
papers contributed to a weekly journal—as is shown by « passage in 
which he promises to “finish this article next week.’’ He has not 
even taken the trouble to arrange the papers, for the article on Mr. 
TROLLOPE opens with a protest that the article on Mr. Tennyson is not 
unjust—that article being inserted later in the vlume! In one or 
two cases the subjects of the essays have died since the publication, 
and the’ author “‘has not found it necessary to make any alterations ;’ 
while he leaves Vicror Hvco at Hauteville with his wife by his side, 
that estimable lady having died months since, and the Republic having 
restored the poet to his country. Butfor Mr. Frisws 1's asseveration 
of honesty,.we should consider his treatment of the Poet Laureate 
disingenuous: when sneering at his magazine verse, he accredits the 
Cornhill with some recent lines in place of the really be cutiful poem 
of “ Tithonus,” which appeared in its pages. Furthermore, we hardly 
think it fair, that to give instances of the style of certain writers, he 
quotes, not from their works, but from THACKERAY s burlesques of 
them. Somewhat akin to this are the little side-blows, the hinted 
sneers and implied stabs, which have somchow sneaké 1 in here and 
there—indeed our author’s notion of honest criticism seems to be a 
grudging concession of praise, and a liberal distribution ofblame. In 
one instance, which we do not particularise for obvious reasons, he has 
| overstepped the limits of courtesy in the grossest way, ind deals in 
| what is simply coarse personality. Our verdict theref re must be 
|—we regret it, for we think Mr. Friswett has done his best— 
| that the book will not do. 

Messrs. Warp, of Chandos-street, forward a selectir n of Christmas 
' and New Year Cards, which are really artistic and excellent in — 
Hitherto all such pretty trifles have come to us from abroad, 
from native designs, and are produced in Ireland, and we 
| trust therefore they will meet wah the success they deci i dly merit. 
| We have received from the same firm samples of their enaees 908 

tasteful little pocket-bo: ‘ks with moveable diaries, div ide A : ke gents y 
| parts so as to save room. We have never seen anything better—if to 

good of the kind. — 

* The advantage of this simple baliad .s that tw us do e the r a + 
or for a Washing song; in which latter C4} Meaty on, recom mechs 
teeto(al friends, whom the drinking vers:on Woule not suit. 
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BARBAROUS. 


Stout Gentleman :—“ Don'T YoU THINK MY HAIR IS GETTING THIN ON THE 
tor, Macuirit ?”’ 
Professor :—“ Ay®, AY®B, THERE'S NO DENYIN’ 


THAT; Y&R 
CERTAINLY GBETTIN' VERA THIN, Doctor. 


FOR YERSEL’.”’ 





THE CATTLE SHOW. 


By a Portiy Conrarsutor (Sreciatty Rerarnep). 


I pon’r know why you should ask me to visit the fat show. J can't 
see any reason in the affair. 
filling themselves out to unnatural sizes on nothing but oilcake and 
mangold, and washing their food down with cold water only. Now, I 
can understand a man eating a good deal and becoming portly or even 
stout, because, you know, there’s some enjoyment to a human being in 

ing, as he can pick outa bit here and a bit there even after he’s 
full, and then, besides, if he begins to feel at all uncomfortable he can 
make things square by drinking just a wee drop extra. Ah, but you 
don’t get such dinners now as we used forty years ago, when I began 
my career on the press. Then, nothing was done without a dinner, 
while now you don't even get half a pint of bitter at the biggest show 
of the year, unless you've got cheek to whisper the refreshment con- 
tractors. 

I think the pigs are the best sight. There ‘s something captivating 
about a fine hog, struggling te rise but unable to do so from the 
weight of his fat; and then to see him nearly choking but for the 
attendant, who puts a wooden pillow under his head—that’s worth 
while. But I don’t like the pigs’ treatment. Here's Her Majesty and 
the Heir Apparent both exnibiting white grunters, with nobody to 
oppose them, and yet the judges decline to give a prize—through 
insufficient merit! I remember the time when they daredn’t ha’ done 


that. Bat what can you expect in these days, when they don't even | 


ask you to wash your mouth out. Not that I would have said yes if 
they had asked, I object on principle, but then if they bad 
it might have saved one or two from the indignity of asking for 
themselves. 

And then, what is there to be seen in the galleries that hasn't been 
seen before Nothing, of course. Stay, yes, there is one thing, the 
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But I cANNA 8a¥ SAB MUCH 


It's not natural for a lot of beasts to go | 
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MIGHT, RIGHT, AND BRIGHT. 
A LULLABY. 


Mr. Jacos Barout, at Birmingham, the other day, urged as a 
reason against a War with Russia that he believed Russia would 
rnd an ally in America, more potent than any bankiupt power 
that would join us.— Lvening Paper. 


Jacok BriGutT, 
Unless, besides Right, 
We also have Might ° 
Well, I do not agree with you quite, 
Jacck BriGuHrtT, 
For reasons I mean to recite. 


| 
| 
So you think that we ought not to fight, 
| 
| 


| 
} 
| Old England’s accustomed to smite, 
JacoB BriGut, 
On behalf of the Right 
Against Wrong ;—e’en if Might _ 
Backs the Wrong up, in Heaven’s despite, 
Jacorn BRIGHT,— 
| They cannot old England affright. 
| 
| 
| 
| 


If you read what our hist’ries indite, 
Jacok BuaiGut, 
Upholding the Right, 
You will find, against Might, 
Never left us in any bad plight, 
Jacon Bricut, 
Or brought on old England a blight. 


Therefore Englishmen still will unite, 
JacoB BRIGHT, 
| And fight for the Right, 
Never heeding how Might 
| ’Gainst old England will foemen incite, 
Jacon Brigut— 
They'll find that the bulldogs can bite! 


| 
| So, in accent polite, 

Jaculi bwicut, Jacosn Bricut, 
| I wish you “ Good night,” 
| Jaco Bricut, Jacon Bricut, 
| May your slumbers be easy and light, 

JacoB BriGut, 

Since the feathers you sleep on are white, 
| Are white, 
Jacos BriGut, since your feathers are white. 


HAIR IS8 





| patent American plough. I don’t understand it myself, but every- 
| body standing round said it was a very clever invention, and the 
| owner was very civil, and told me a lot about it which l’ve forgotten, 
so I suppose it’s all right. AsI always honour merit 1 have composed 
a few 

LInEs ON AN AMERICAN (PATENT) PLovGH. 


Oh American Plough, when I hear the wind sough 
As it comes o'er the broad briny ocean, 

My mind wanders, I trow, and I stifle my cough, 
And I watch thy mould-board’s stately motion. 


Yes, American Plough, in the ocean's deep trough 
There’s been ploughing with all shapes and sizes ; 
But be sea smooth or rough, or as fleet horse’s hough, 

Your inventor most certainly wise is. 


And if that isn’t as sensible as the majority of epigrams, why—send 
me again to the cattle show. 
{Which we most certainly shall not do.— Eb. | 





A Military Mem. 


Tue Rev. J, E. Toorop Rucgrs, speaking at Birmingham the other 
day on the Eastern question— 


Cautioned the nation while arming, in self-defence, how they took the advice of 
| professiunal m.litary men. 


Whose advice are we to take then? That of the Church Militant? 


More Nice than Wise. 
A THOROUGHGOING Teetotaller foolishly declined the other day to 
invest a stray sixpence in 7¢ Graphic simply because he found in the 
contents bil, *“* Once more in the sun.”’ 
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E‘carr of gas smelt in a honse at Ipswich. Somebody looked for it | 
with a lighted candle. Tenders invited for rebuilding the premises. 


| Aurora. I:iand bas set, instesd of rising. sridgwater School Board has 
begun its work by blowing up a labouring man. King of Prussia “ will 
be compelled”? to accept the Crown of Germany. He has our sympathy 
under the infliction—if he wants it, Defaulting Railway Secretary at 
Worcester. Bad case, couldn’t have been Worster in fact! = Big talk on 
Woman’s Rights at the Victoria Discussion Society, Miss Faithful in the 
chair. Angels, we guess, averse from setting foot in that Society. — Terrible 
Railway accident near Shields. Shall we never be allowed to hanga few 
| directors ? — Rochefort is now “ a simple artilleryman ’’— very simple in- 
| deed, no doubt!—Sharp frost. Glass said “to be below zero.” Can’t belower | 
than Figure-O. Don’t believe it. — Paris reduced to ass-pie-rations gives | 
up her aspirations. = Army of the Loire beaten. General D’Aurelle to be 
tried by Court Martial—pour encourager les autres. —G. F. Train in 
England. Inhabitants of Earlswood going to protest. Home-madearticle 
can’t compete with the foreign preduce introduced duty-free. — Bribery 
| and Corruption at School Board Elections. Oh, Education, what crimes, 
&c.! = President Grant bids for re-election oy preaching war with 
England. The game’s hardly worth the candle he’s likely to burn his 
fingers with. — Lamented decease (from apoplexy) of three pigs at Cattle 
thow. Hadn’t been supplied with pillows. Who wouldn’t sooner be a 
porker than a pauper?= Enquiry into Mr. Straight’s election for 
Shrewsbury. Turn-coats seem to have been much worn there—should have 
been Straight waistcoats. = Gambetta wants sn armistice! ioing—sane. 


) 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 197. 


Tue distant thunder dies— 
The clouds of war disperse. 
Let peace, sweet peace arise, 
To claim her meed of verse. 
The statesmen wise shall meet, 
And talk the questions o'er ; 
Glad will Britannia be to greet 
The great ones to her shore. 


1. I shot the beast in Africa, and that 
Yonder’s its skin transformed into a mat. 
An ill-conditioned creature, nought can tame. 
You twig its ears, but can you twig its name ? 


2. Wandering in Old Castille, 
By the banks of some old river, 
I beheld an ancient vi//e, 
In the stream reflected quiver. 
Thence unto Valladolid 
On my journey forth I rid. 


oe a eR sce 


3. Fill it with whisky, my lass, 
And taste it, if ’tis but a drappie, 
To sweeten the cup ere ye pass, 
To your lover contented and happy. 
T ask not for siller or gold to make me a goblet sae preecious— 
Provided it holds but the whisky J hold any cup is deleecious! 


4. Alone, and lost upon the desert wide, 
His faithful camel as his only friend, 
Without a landmark that could be descried, 
Slowly his way did that poor Arab wend ; 
But when the waterskin was this, I ween, 
He wrung his hands in dread and anguish keen, 


5. Far, far along the Nile 
Where the cheerful crodocile 
Mid the rushes by the riverside is hid, 
You this Nubian town will spy, 
With some ruins close thereby, 
And the structure which we call a pyramid. 


6. The oak stood on high, 
The storm to defy ; 
But the thunderbolt came, 
With a crash and a flame, 
And that oak-tree, I wis, 
Was decidedly this. 


Sotvrion or Acrostic No. 195.—Russia, Threat: Recruit, Uppish, 
Sliver, Sense, India, Adjunct. 


Correct SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 195, Recervep 6th Dec —Etonian; Charley 
and Ti. 








The Spirit but not the Letter. 
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** In vino veritas” is “Truth in Absinthe.” We're not quite sure. 








A CORRESPONDENT wants to know whether the correct translation of | 
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| CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
DECEMBER, 
| . Tue Food Journal horrifies us with a discovery made by Dr. Muter, 
| that London butter is adulterated with something if possible worse 
than Thames mud—pulp of rags! An article on * Fool in Paris" is 
curious. 


The Gentleman’s Journal gives two capital coloured plites of 
French and German uniforms, and a plentiful Christmas Reereation 
supplcment (though we object to the boys being taught in the song 
“Jolly Old Christmas’’ that ‘‘on"' is a rhyme for * morn’’), ond 


} r ° , 

| altogether a good number. We hardly think however that the editor 

| has done wisely in admitting a story like “The Tempter,” with so 
much about young swells, ballet-girls, broughams, ani behind the 


scenes, into a boys’ magazine. 

In Once a Week Mr. Friswetw’s novel, * One of Two,” deepens fast 
in interest, and although confessedly suggested by a French story, can 
boast of much originality in treatment and characterisation. The 
other contents are much as usual, Mr. Bettew's* Readings” being 
the weak point. A new story commences in this number. _ 

In Good Wards we have the last chapter of “ Dorothy Fox"’ and of 
“Fernyhurst Court.’’ A letter from the Tropics by Mr. Krnasrey, 
and poems by Jean Incetow and Epwarp Carery, assist in making 

| this a good number. The illustrations are good as usual. Those to 

| the Christmas number, Good Cicer, are unusually good, and are welcome 
as the first things Mr. Smaut has done on wood for sometime. But 

| could the smuggler in the frontispiece wield that huge sweep quite so 
readily as to knock a man down with it? The story, which is « tritle 
too near the plot common to Enoch Arden and other storics, is interest- 
ing and well told. 

Good Words for the Young seems fuller than ever of pictures, and on 
that account alone would be welcome; but the literary contents are 
all so equally good, that we cannot say which is best. 

The Sunday Magazine is a strong number, the “ City Man's” 


; : ! : pape r 
being exceedingly interesting. The engravings maintain their high 
standard. 


Dead Trumpeter. 


Somenopy keeps on advertising— 
L,°°8 OUT FOR THE BUGLE OF PEACE. 


| 
| All right! But what’s the use of looking, we want to ‘ear it. Tlow 
| the Bugle of Peace by all means, and look sharp about it. flow it! 








Guswers to Correspondents, 


{ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


F. (Leith).—The versification is fair, but the lines are tlat—want the 
sparkle of Castaly, not the Leithean sluggishness. 
Perer.—Both quantity and quality at fault. Not enough of the latter, 
| and too much of the former. You quite understand the art of “ stringing 
ink on paper,’’ to use an Americanism. 

GALLUs.—HUang it, if you look back you will see that we took the 
Prussian side ata time when the betting was all in favour of the Em- 
peror marching into Berlin! a 

J. D. (Pentonville).— We said we would insert “ peetry’’ if sent. But 
you haven't tried us yet. What you sent us was the reverse, and more 
‘¢rm"’ than “ verse’’ too. Se 

Tyro.—“ Shall you try cutting it down?’ Yes, by all means. Cut it 
down to about half its present length. Then look it over again and draw 
your pen through all the bits you lite best. After that you might barn it. 
Capital practice ! ; a 

I. E. G.—The only way in which we can arrange your “ goaks (that’s 
so original) is to lay them out for burial. If they're not dead, they ought 
to be, for thev are supernaturally old. But look here; you necdn t weer 
a hat-band. They're not related to you. 

F. R. F. (Kensington).—Muchk obliged. 

Dic«zopoLis.—Provincialisms for “quagmire ’’ and “ tadpole.” 

G. 39 Rear. (Ferozepore).— Your wishes shall be attended tv. 

F. P. (Oxford).— Thanks for subject. 

G. (Leadenhall-street).— You can bring them, if you wish. 

GeRMAN.—Thanks. 

R. M. W. (Leamington) who calmly requests an answer by re'urn as fo 
the fate of his MS.—without even sending an envelope—has amused us. 

H. W. A.—Good! 

Declined with thanks:—Hunting Tartan; Ordnance Survey, Tain; 
Buffy; W. H. E., Chertsey; E. R., Egremont, Y, Engletield- road ; 
Bosh; Toodles; J., Gower-street; W.C. M., Cork; W. T.; Z, Maida 
Hill; G. O. D., Saffolk; J. M, Bath; J.S. D., Glaszow; W., H lywell ; 

| F. R. W., Brixton; K., Sutton: S, Richmond Miles; B. B., Blair- 

gowrie: W. J. M., Bishopsgate Within; G. A, Camterwell ‘Park; 8., 
Islington ; J. O., Piccadilly: T. R, The Dismals; A. D. B, Great Yar- 
mouth; T. E.C , Gravesend; G.S.M., Peckham; W. D. E.; T.8R, 
| Canterbury; J. RK. C, Liverpool; R. J., Benton; E. G. H., Lambeth, 
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SEASONABLE WEATHER.—DISTRICT, N.W. 


Cabman :—“ Can't GET ON, SIR, UNLESS YOU'LL GET OUT, AND PUSH.” 


Fare :—‘“‘I pon’? ENGAGE A CAB IN ORDER TO DRAG IT MYSELF!” 
Cabman :—“ ALL RIGHT, SIR, THEN P’RAPS YOU WON'T MIND TAKIN’ CARE OF IT WHILE I Go TO BERMONDSEY FOR MY OTHER 'OSS.” 


THE CRUSTY CRITIC. 


** Critics are writers who have failed in original composition.””—Disrak 1. 
Loruarr, why dip a pen in gall, 
Such paltry creatures to impale ? 
Though great the will, the power is small, 
Its rancour is of none avail. 
Oh, think with pity of the hour 
When first they felt the grapes were sour ! 
Some poor vain bard who came to town 


To set the Thames on fire in haste, 
And finds that he must settle down, 


_ 
_—— 


Howe’er his angry frowns may lour, 
Reflect for him all grapes are sour ! 


Forgive him, should he rave or curse 
At times in very vulgar prose, 

Since nobody will have his verse! 
This the sole comfort which be knows— 

Those less unlucky to devour 

In fancy—now the grapes are sour! 


Tue Sranparp, 17th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 


Catalogue, says :—‘‘ The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may this 
useful little work.” 

Covrr Jovenat, 19th March, 1879 :—* Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unrrep Service Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—* Mr. Streeter, like his 

predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
i with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” 


To wield the scissors and the paste; 


Primed by JUDD & Co., Phasuix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—Lendon: Dec. 17, 187. 


So let him rail at magazines— 

It pleases him and does not hurt, 
Since everybody knows it means 

They won't his “ poetry’ insert— 
Hence come the tears in bitter show’r, 
From eyes that see the grapes are sour ! 


Oh, turn aside the cruel steel, 
Lothair !—nor pierce the wounded breast. 
A bitterness you cannot feel, 
Within it rankling, breaks its rest. 
For me, I'd give, had I a pow’r, 
A bunch to those whose grapes are sour! 


Flowery Language. 


- yer all very well of the poet to talk sneeringly of some one who 
would— 


D‘e of a rose in aromatic pain. 


He must have known of several people who expired after being pinked 
through the body. _ ' “— 


Mornino Apverriser, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all prcduced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ” 

Pustic Oprnion, 16th April, 1870 :—** The beautiful designs of tho 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 





(Decempengl7, 1870. 
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Ducrot swore he’d be shot before he’d return to Paris. We’ll be shot if 
}| he didn’t return. = With regard to Armistice, Gambetta has changed his 
mind. The party he changed with got a bad bargain. = Disease at Cattle 
(| Show. All fat in excess is disease, even if not fatal. = Train leaves 
|| England. ‘ Oh, silly, we shan’t miss you,’? or words to that effect. - 
Many competitors for editorship of ’Tiser. None of ’em bate Richar’s. - 
\| Marriage at Dundee, Bride 70, Bridegroom 80. A couple of young foo's! 
‘| King of Prussia invites Kings of Bavaria, Wurtemburg, and Saxony 10 be 
)| Present at the entry into Paris. He doesn’t name the date. — M. About in 
the Soir calls fer peace. He’s About right, this time. = Mr. Scudamore is 
satisfied with the working of the Postal Telegraphs. Glad to hear that 
)| somebody is! = Ex-queen Isabella protests against crowning of Duke 
D’Aosta, but says ‘*‘ she shan’t offer a forcible resistance.” That’s—an 
Invention. At any rate its motheris Necessity. = Tomline, M.P., tries again 
2| to get Lowe to coin shiliings Lowe declines to go down to posterity as 
2| ‘* bob’? Lowe. = Battle on the Loire, described by Prussians as areverse | 
¢| for the French, described by the French as quite the reverse. — Birmingham 
/| cartridge-makers put astove on their premises. Consequent inquest a large 
one. = Another Kailway Accident from broken couplings. Companies 
won’t see the sort of coupling to use till we hang a director—in chains. — 
Charitable Institutions can’t make both ends meet, because charity has 
made money go so far—across the Channel. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 21st, 1870. 


HERE is no doubt about it that the sentimentalists have carried 
the ‘Merry Christmas’ business too far. The season so far from 
being one of rollicking is, as a rule, a time for quiet, for thought, 
and not a little fur melancholy. It makes a man turn back and 

review the year which is coming so soon to a close; and the task is 
one to which Death and Change, the rulers of human life, are only 
too certain to lend a tinge of sadness. 

And yet it is but right and proper that Christmas should be celebrated 
by something more than a mere retrospection. We should try to 
infuse some of its true spirit into our lives, and to practise its gospel 
of peace and good will to men. 

We have each year on behalf of the poor and suffering reminded 
our readers of some few of the many admirable Charities of London. 
This year such a plea is more than ever needed, for Benevolence has 
given with so lavish a hand to our neighbours across the sea, that our 
home institutions languish. We shall therefore be more than ordinarily 
glad if a word from us can further the interests of such noble charities 
as the Hospital for Women, Soho Square, the Cancer Hospital, Fulham 
Road, the Hospital for Sick Children, Great Ormond Street, the 
Hospital for Diseases of the Throat, Golden Square, and the Surgical 
Aid Society, Finsbury. 


> 


The Correct Card. 


WE are deeply grateful to the Sportsman for quoting this paragraph 
from a paper we haven't seen :— 

The Bishop of Gloucester makes frequent use of the halfpenny postal cards in his 

correspondence with his clergy, and mostof the communications are written in 
Latin. 
This quite explains a postal card we have been trying to make head or 
tail of for some time. Acting on the hint afforded by this paragraph, 
we called in the aid of our bull-pup, and he and we have made it out. 
Here’s the original :— 

Oculus hic illud ibi apis fauces ut chalybs istic sermones, venefica suturm@ duo 
ordo et flens forceps-cochlearis, sere a@quus taxus plaga subula canthi, probabilis 
quod sursum. 
Assisted by our dog's knowledge of the language, we make this out to 
be :— 

Eye here that there bee chaps that steel there sermons, witch seams two rank and 
crying a vice, sew just yew blow aw! felloes like that up. 


What that means we must leave our readers to find out. 








Grin and Bear it. 


A nepy of persons who call themselves “The Land and Labour 
League” have held a meeting “to protest against any dowry being 
granted to the Princess Louise on her marriage with Lorp Lorng. 
They might as well, in the first place, have waited until it had been 
actually proposed to give her a dowry. And, in the second place, they 
might as well have left the protest alone, even when the dowry was 
proposed ; because taking them even at the highest estimate—probably 
their own—we cannot come to the conclusion that they are everybody ; 
much less the House of Commons, which is sure to grant the dowry if 
asked for. They had better submit with a good grace to the inevitable. 
‘Tt cannot be yelped!” as the little dog said when he had barked 
himself into impalpable powdered quinine in his attempts to effect an 
eclipse of the moon. 











a a 


Anacram.—Applicable to an American adventurer, Train—I rant. | 


— 
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VOL, XI. 





e mcre, 
Grave and sedate, 
i\nocks at our door. 
Let him not wait! 
Heap up the fire — 
Give him a seat; 
Hark to the sweet 
Bells in the spire! 
Welcome him in— 
Nay, not with tears, 
Yet with no din— 
laughter and cheers! 
(srasping his hand, 
Pause, and look back 
Down Life's dim track. 
Ile’ll understand ! 
‘Tis but a year, 
Yet are things changed ! 
I'riends, once so dear, 
Dead or estranged ; 
Sighs of regret 
Be the dead's due ; 
Friendship untrue 
Forgive, and forget! 
Slanderous tongue— 
Rancorous mind— 
Be their works flung 
Now to the wind, 
Bid old wrongs flee, 
Only recall— 
Sinful men all, 
Brothers are we! 


Some hearts still true 
Round us we find ; 
Some work to do 
Good to our kind, 
Thus we alone 
Pure joy can win ; 
Christmas therein 
Makes his pow’r known. 


Hearts, that are warm, 
Hands glad to speed— 
Not in mere form— 
Charity’s deed, 
Not lost in ease, 
Honest and pure, 
Good to the poor ; 
God blesses these : 


Not with Earth's hoards— 
Riches untold ; 
But with rewards 
Finer than gold, 
Peace Heaven-blest, 
Patience sublime— 
Last—in His time— 
He shall give rest. 
l’riend, in this way 
Christmas employ, 
So shall the day 
Truly bring joy ; 
Night, when ’tis past, 
Bring you repose, 
And your eyes close 
Calinly at last. 








—$—$———— 





Tann’d-amount. 


Tue departed fellmonger, mentioned in the paragraph we quote 
below, must have been a man of fell designs :— 
endo 1 or he a legacy of £20 to Mr. Holmes, the master of the 
pA Lenten, Seesaie, Yas uae gave hima thrashing that had been a lifelong 
benefit to him !”’ ; 
What power will the perusal of those lines impart to the elbows of 
pedagogues punishing possible Plutuses, who are in every sense ** poor 
school-boys.’’ We object to the legacy on every possible grounds — in 
the interests of political economy, for instance, because twenty pounds 
is excessive change for a tanner. If in our second childhood we 
happen to be a boy, and not a girl, we furewarn our future dominic 
that it will be no use thrashing us, for we'd rather live for ever than 


die and leave him a legacy! 
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‘HE WAS A VULGAR BOY.” 


Mrs. Lovekid :—“Tuerr, MY LITTLE FELLOW, I'vE RUNG IT FoR you!” 
Runaway-Ringer :—“* WkLL, THEN, 1F THE PEELER CATCHES YER, DON'T GO 
AND SWEAR AS IT was me !”’ 


— — 





THE POINTSMAN’S PLEA. 


OLD, and weary, and worn, 
I sit in my lonely shed 
From morn till night, or 
from night till morn, 
Till the kours of my 
watch are sped : 
And the wage th: y grant for 
the work’s so scant, 
It barely will buy me 
bread. 


The year about, week in— 
week out, 
No holiday I can boast. 
In cold or heat, in rain or 


ught, 
I am here at my cheerless 


post, 
Where the eye and brain, 
with a ceaseless strain, 
Are taxed to do their most. 


What horrors would Death 
unmask 
Should a train through 
their failure swerve ! 
Oh, well a duty like this 
may task 
Quick brain and iron 
nerve. 
Are seventeen shillings a 
week, 1 ask, 
All the wages these de- 
serve ? 





ceca LA A ALLL LLL ALLL - 


Yet, since brain and limb grow numb, 
However much [I may try ; 

You scarce can wonder if accidents eome— 
So overworked am I, 

And so poorly fed —for ’tis little but bread 
A pittance like mine can buy ! 


And I—I am old and grey, 
My eyesight is growing dim. 

"Tis labour for younger men, you say, 
Younger in sense and limb. 

But a younger man would not take my pay— 
Though work may be scarce with him! 


So for fifteen weary hours 
I my ceaseless watch must keep, 

A vigil that taxes all my powers: 
And I stare aghast at sleep— 

Should I close, mayhap, my eyes for a nap, 
How many more eyes may weep! 


Such monotonous toils amid, 
The o’erstrained spirit reels: 

And all unbid to my aching lid 
Unconsciously slumber steals— 

’Till I’m roused from my dream by the engine’s scream, 
And the throb of the hurrying wheels! 


And the innocent blood is shed! 
But where must the cause be sought ? 

For that moment's error on my low head 
Be punishment justly brought: 

But shall they go free who share with me 
The guilt of the deed I wrought ? 


A cold and heartless crew, 
Shall they the sentence shun, 
Who still their selfish gains pursue, 
Unheeding the risk they run, 
Setting one to do the work of two— 
For less than a wage for one? 


Who gamble in human lives 
To win them a greater fee, 

Who trust your mothers, and children, and wives, 
To a wretch infirm, like me, 

That their dividend at the twelvemonth’s end 
At such cost increased may be. 


Of the curses on me bestowed, 
Let them, too, have their share, 

Who sacrifice lives to a miserly code 
‘That bids them pinch and pare, 

And on flesh and blood lay a heavier load 
Than flesh and blood can bear. 


Silent Contempt. 

Tue Daily News the other day devoted a leader o proving 
that the best way to extinguish Gzoree Francis Train 1s 
to treat him with silent contempt. It may be: but the 
silent contempt shouldn’t slop over too much. A column 
and a quarter is more silent contempt than the subject was 
worth. When we go in for silent contempt, it generally 
runs to a couple of columns, and those who consider they 
deserve it at our hands will find it on the back of the car- 
toon. We specially reserve that space for them. 


Rushing to a Conclusion. 


TE Globe seems to have been of late a little too much, 
not in the sun, but under the influence of its satellite. It 
asserted the other day that the revival of Ours, at the 
Prince of Wales's, was devised as a concession to the war 
spirit roused by Prince Gorrscuakorr’s circular. Why, 
the piece was announced not merely Ours but weeks 
before the receipt of the Russian note. A coincidence is 
not a consequence any more than a pair of dress boots is 
an oxyhydrogen microscope. 


With Rather an Odd Look About it. 

Tue cruel practice of shooting birds from a trap has been 
again and again exposed, apparently to little purpose. We 
observe that some demented individual recently undertook 
to kill 25 Starlings out of 50, “for an even fiver.” How, in 
the name of common sense, can a “ fiver’ be “even” ? 


—_——— 


[DecemBeR 24, 1870, 
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Maggie:— My HANDS ARE 80 DREADFULLY CHAPPED, Kare.” 
Brother Tom :—“ Aut, THEY'LL BE ‘ CHAPTER AND YORSE’ BEFORE THE WINTER'S OVER!” 


PEDESTRIANISM EXTRAORDINARY. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Dear Sir,—I know you will excuse the liberty I take in addressing | 
you, but when I look round with my mind's eye I can see no one so | 
capable of answering my questions as yourself. I have been perusing 
in a sporting contemporary about the great amateur walking race, and 
though the account occupies little more than a dozen lines, I have read | 
it over and over again in the hope of understanding it, but failing I | 


THE TRUE MAN. 


He's a peaceable man, 
Bears no malice at all, 
But hits back, if he can, 
When you foul of him fall ; 
But when the fight’s over, and ended the fray, 
The blows are completely forgotten next day. 


To a foeman that’s down 





send you the following for considcration :— | 


The affair was a quiet one, and the number of spectators was very small. Soon | 
after the start (a quarter-past one) it became evident that the South Herts man was | 
not in it, even with his long start, and he retired at eeven miles, when his opponent | 


had about made up the distance. 
What, in the name of 911 the champions, is a quarter-past start ? | 
And how could it be a start of any kind if one of the competitors was | 


His hand he’ll extend ; 
He'll give his last crown 
To succour a friend ; 
If they both prove ungrateful—the usual way! 
Their conduct’s completely forgotten next day. 


To the cry of the poor 


“‘not in it,” though the report goes on to say—‘“ even with his long. 


start’’? If the South Herts man had a quarter past, as well as a long | 
start, and was not in the start at all, how could he retire at seven 
miles? Pity, and reply to, Yours truly, 


[We should have been most happy to answer you, but our sporting | 
correspondent is away in active training for our Christmas Dinner | 
Handicap. We have no doubt, however, that an extraordinary feat teok 
place somehow and somewhere on the occasion referred to, and only 
regret to see by a close scrutiny of the paragraph forwarded that the 
number of spectators was very small.—£d. ] 








Kriegskostin. | 
France thirsted for the Rhine’s left shore, 
From Prussia to take out the shine, oh ; 
She’s lost; but when the war is o’er, 
By Jove, she must shell out the Rhino 


Tue ANCIENT BRETT-ISH FoR Branpy.—O.D.V. 


AN EMBARRASSED PEDICULUS. 


He shuts not his ears ; 
The weak are secure 
When he interferes, 
But his goodness and charity, safely I'll say, 
By himself are completely forgotten next day. 


So, while he has breath, 
He does good, till at length 
By the hand of grim death 
He's cut down in his strength : 
And his virtues—his goodness— what more need I say— 
By the world are completely forgotten next day. 


Walk up! Going to Begin 
We understand that the Royal Albert Hall, or South Kensington 
Cole-osseum, will shortly be finished. We look every week in the 
advertising columns of the Ere, in expectation of learning that “A Star 
Ccmpany is required, to open earlyin the year. Taicnt of any kind 
may apply. Letters (prepaid) to C. B., Brompton Boilers.” 
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‘AS YOU WEAR! 
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YOU'VE WORN THEM ovUT? 
Boy :—“ Wears 'eM ’ome AGin!” 





A NEW TORTURE. 


I can bear this no longer. It makes me miserable—drives me mad 

—kills me by inches. I am become an object of contempt, and loath- 
ing to myself as well as to others. But my mind is made up. My 
path is obvious though thorny. “ When this cruel war is over,” I 
will fly into France, and there terminate an existence that has become 
+ hateful to me. 
Six months ago I was respectable and respected. The wife of my 
| bosom regarded me as a model of conjugal fidelity. My children 
| looked up to me with filial reverence. My domestics were docile and 
i 


my tradesmen patient. And now ! 

What fiend has wrought this ruin in my domestic and pecuniary 
happiness? What inexorable and unseen enemy has covered my 
hearthrng with fragments of Lares and Penates? Could he have 
sought a:d found no less deadly instrument of revenge than that fatal 
| and abhorred invention, the Halfpenny Post Card ? 

They come at all hours; they are greedily perused by the entire 
establishment. Their contents are communicated by my pampered 
menials to the butcher, the baker, the greengrocer, to everybody. I am 
no longer treated with consideration or even with courtesy by the 
humblest of my eae 
_ Fancy the feelings of a household on reading the following malicious 
tissue of inventions :— 


“Old 'Un,—Take a pu advice and cut. The forged bill is in the 
wrong hands for us. anted in Queer Street. Twig ? 

“ Be all there at Brit's to-night, and bring the jemmy. Centrebit 
all right. You can bolt early to-morrow, but this job must come off. 
There aint such a crib in London for cracking. Sau sends her love. 

“ Yours, THe Srunner.”’ 


of my beloved family was the 
a home and 7 b> yee ornvee while I was absent 
and was consequen voured all belongings. I 
had succeeded in partially s y aa AE ene ay 28 
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A marked coolness on the 


| pleasing result of the above effusion, 
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Young Swell :—“I say, BOY, WHAT DO YOU DO WITH YOUR CLOTHES WHEN 


the suspicions caused by it—a task 
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(DecemMBER 24, 1870. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 198. 


Prix high the fire upon the dogs, 

And crown the blaze with crackling logs ; 
And bring the bowl that once a year 

We drain to good old Christmas cheer ; 
And make the very rafters ring 

While we the jovial season sing ! 


The children love her silver hairs, 
And gather round her knees, ; 
And ask o’ nights, ere they go upstairs, 
For a story “if you please. 
And she tells them tales of former days, 
Of knights and ladies, elves and fays. 


We'll go for a drive on the frozen wold : 
For an open carriage ’tis far too cold, 

So I’d thank our driver much if he would 
Get down from his box and put up the hood. 


3. Roses, instead of holly-berry, 
Do not seem appropriate very : 
And in place of seasonable snow 
The full Mid-Summer’s richest glow! 
I rather think I should decide — 
Against this sort of Christmastide : 


4. For Sir Rocer pe Covertey take your stands, 
Tripping, skipping, joining hands: | 
For the chimes to ring will soon >. 
“The Old Year out, and the New Year in!” 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 196.—Russia, Treaty: Rat, 
| 


— 


9 


Uther, Size, Senna, It, Anorexy. 


Correct SoLuTions oF Acrostic 196, RECEIVED Dec. 14.—None. 


The Cave. 


Evans’s is to be converted into a Limited Company. 
The green Paddy-fields (Rice-wm—we should say lachry- 
mas teneatis ?) are to be cultivated under the modern sys- 
tem. Isthe familiar salve to be hidden behind a parting 
vale? We trust not; for ‘The Cave of Harmony” has 
too many lingering echoes of departed voices and lost 
footsteps to be lightly forgotten or readily spared. We 
hope we shall be able still to keep its memory— 
GREEN. 


ee ene eee ee ee 


of three or four days—when a second epistle, in female handwriting, 
was delivered at my abode during my temporary absence. Thus it 
ran :— 


‘‘Cruel Monster,—I have not seen you for a week. Is this the un- 
alterable affection you professed? I insist on seeing you, or your 
wife shall know all. 

“Our dear little Harry is growing beautifully, but his teeth are 
troublesome. ‘Your own ARABELLA.” 


This was a thunderbolt! No amount of diplomacy or denial could 
soothe my indignant spouse. The servants behaved with undisguised 
insolence. The tradesmen sent in their bills. My mother-in-law 
spoke to me as only a mother-in-law can speak. My life was blighted. 
I was an outcast, a Pariah. 

Day by day these execrable missives haunted me; and, with fatal 
certainty, reached my door while I was away from home. I refused 
nourishment, and my hair grew as white as the driven snow. Still no 
trace could I discover of my persecutor. Last week my agony reached 
its climax through a missive worded as follows :— 


“All U.P. Body discovered and identified. Why didn’t you bury 
the knife? Your name on the blade. Where did you stow your share 
of the swag? Scotland Yard on the escent. Make a run for it, but 
keep the prussic-acid about you. Good bye, old chum. 

“ CHICKALEARY.” 

Yes, my resolve is fixed. Home and country, adieu—directly the war 
is over. Vive la France! 


Rising Scholars. 
Herr’s news for the School Board—by balloon !— 


A school for a@ronauts is being organized in Paris. 


Of course all the scholars must necessarily be well up in their studies. 
What an elevating curriculum! 
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ACT I.— Room in Georce D'’Artiaves’ House at Bordeaux. 


Enter Mavame D’Artieuss. Her long skirt and her tightly-done hair 
show what a bad character she is. 


Mavame D’Artieves.—I am a female fiend, but I have reasons of 
my own for not wishing this to be generally known. 


Enter Gronae, her husband. 


GrorGcE.—My wife, here is Alfred Ravel, a navy surgeon, and an 
old friend of mine. 

Mapame D’Arr. (aside).—I will poison him! 
you, sir, (Starts.) Ha! that face! 

Ravet.— Ha! that face! 

Grorce.-- Let us hie to the gaming-table and play fiercely. 

Rave.t.— We will! [ Ex-unt Grorce and Ravet. 

Mapame D’Art.—He recognized me! 1 will poison him—or better 
still, will marry him first and poison him afterwards! (Wildly.) I 


(Aloud.) I welcome 


will marry everybody first, and poison them all afterwards! It is my 
mission. (Gnaws her lips.) It—is—my—mission! (Smacks her 
Sorehead.) 


Enter GEorGE. 


Mapame D’Arr.— Your eye is wild. 

GrorGce.—It is. I have detected (somebody whose name escaped us— 
say Don Quixots)—I have detected Don Quixote cheating at cards, 
and I have challenged him! 

Mapam_E D’Art (aside).—This must not be! Don Quixote is my 
lover—I want to marry him first and poison him afterwards! How to 
prevent this duel? Stay, a thought. Where is my cyanide of prussic 
strychnine? It is here! Now to poison my husband's draught! 
(Poisons his light claret. He sees her do it but pretends ignorance.) 

Georcs (sad/y).—She cannot love me or she would not attempt to 
poison me. (Swallows another glass of claret, as she isn’t looking. She 
thinks he has swallowed the poisoned wine.) 

Mapame D' Art. (ditterly).— How are you, now ? 

GEORGE (with deep meaning).—Far from well—far from well! 

Mapame D'Art. (aside).—The poison works bravely! 

GrEorce.— Woman! youhave poisoned me! Fie! (Dies.) 

Mavame D’'Art.—Dead! 

Enter Rave. 


Ravet.—You have killed your husband. It was an error, and must 
he expiated ! 

MapameE D’Art.—But how ? 

RaveEL.— You must come with me to a seaport in South America. 

MapvameE D’Art. (aside).—In South America people commit bigamy 
three times a week, and poisons grow on every hedge! (Adoud.) Done, 
along with you! 

Ravet.—Along with me it shall be done! 
with their right arms in the air.) 


ACT II.—IJnn at Sea Port in South America. 


(This is rather a vague address. But dramatists always seem to regard 
South America as a compact little colony. Who would think of des- 
cribing a scene as taking place in a“ Tavern in Africa,’ or a“ Res- 
taurant in Asia’’? ) 

Enter CuRistTAL, @ comic person of serious aspect. 

Curistat (darkly).—I am a bigamist. I was sentenced to death for 
the crime, and should have been hanged if it had not been that there 
was a difficulty in finding someone who wasn’t a bigamist, to hang 
me. 


(Three stamps and off, 


Enter CArpTAIN BREITMANN. 


BreiITMANN.— Mv niece, Gretchen, was to have married a party. 
Where is that party now? 

Somenopy (either Ravet, or CuristTar, ov Mr. Danvers, out of his 
element).— Where, indeed ? 

BREITMANN.—Ha! Does any one dare to breathe the breath of slan- 
der against the fair fame of my niece Gretchen, who married 
D’ Artigues ? 

Rave or Curistat or Mr. DANvers.—He does! 

BreITMANN.—Ah! 

THe oTHER.—Oh! 

BREITMANN.— Very well then. 

THE OTHER.— No doubt. 

Enter Mapame D’ ArrTIGUES. 

Atu.—Happiness ! 

(They fill high. She poisons their draughts, 


Aut.—Agony! 


She marries them all round. 


They drink.) 
[ Tableau. 
ACT III.—Rosenfels on the Rhine. 
Enter GRETCHEN (who has been married in the interval to GeoRGE). 


GRETCHEN (simply).—I am 80 happ 


y! 
GEORGE (remorsefully).—Suppose I turned out to be a big—a big—a 
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GReTCHEN (simply).—A big what, dear ? 

Georcs (thinking better of it). —A bigot! 
evaded ! 

GRetcHEN (simp/y).—I should not care, dear, so that you still loved 
me. Besides, I know that you are a man of strong convictions. 

Gerorae (ditter/y).—I shall be, some day! Down! down! down! 
(To his fluttering heart.) [ Ecit Gronce. 


Enter Mavame D’ArtTiIGcugs. 


GRETCHEN (stmply).—Who are you, and what do you want ? 
Mapame D'Art. (sareastical/y).—Who am I? Ha! ha! ha! 
GRETCHEN (simply).—Are you a tramp? 

Mapame D’Art.—Am I atramp? Do I look like a tramp? 

GRETCHEN (simply).—Yes. 

Mapame D’Arr. (aside).—I will marry you first and poison you 
afterwards! (Aloud.) I want my husband. Give him to me! 

‘ GReTcHEN (simply).—This is a large order! I have not your hus- 
and! 

Mapame D'Art.—You have! George is my husband! 

GRETCHEN (simply, but still with firmness).—George is my husband. 

MapamE D’Art.—I beg your pardon! (GretcHen pardons her.) 
Here is my certificate. (Gives paper to GRETCHEN.) 

GRETCHEN (simply).—Then my husband is a bigamist ? 

Mapameg D'Art.—He is —and he married me firet. I poisoned him, 
and he pretended to die in the first act. [ thought he was dead, but [ 
find he lives, and has married you. 

GRETCHEN (simp/y).—But, dear me, ma’am, you have been on the 
stage a considerable time, and your experience ought to have told you 
that Mr. Henry Nevitte never dies in the first act of a three act 
drama. 

MavameE D’Art.—That experience would have told me that Miss 
Lyp1a Foote always appears before the last act of a three act drama, 
but in this case it would have told me wrong. 

GRETCHEN (simply).—I stand corrected. (Weeps.) 


(Aside.) Artfully 


Enter Grorae, 
Georce.—Ha! my first wife ? 
Mapame D'Art.—Yes! 
GrorGE.— Undone! 
GRETCHEN (simply).—Never mind, dear George, I love you in spite 
of this, and we will be happy together notwithstanding. (Fact ’) 
Mapame D’Art.—I claim my husband ! 


Enter CHRISTAL. 


CuristTaL (sees MapaAme D’Articugs).—My wife, whom I married 
and ran away from, and then married somebody else ! 

Mapame D’Art.—Sold! 

(And Mapame D’Articues has no further claim upon Georce—twho ha 
learnt this valuable moral lesson—that bigamy is no moral crime if your 
Jirst wife is a bigamist too.) 

CURTAIN. 

Ovursgsives.—A very confused and wholly impossible story, with a 
wholly unnecessary second act. When nothing else can be said in 
favour of a piece it is customary to praise its construction. But 
with due deference to the generally expressed approbation on this 
score, we submit that a piece in which the three principal persons 
commit either bigamy or trigamy—and in which the scene is shifted 
for no necessary reason from Bordeaux to South America and from 
South America to the Rhine—and in which the only personage in 
whom one is expected to take any sympathetic interest does not appear 
until the last act—and in which all the characters turn up together in 
different quarters of the globe without any sufficiently ostensible 
reason for doing so—and in which the second act lands the audience 
nowhere—is not entitled to praise on the score of skilful construction. 
The piece is very well acted by Miss Roncers, Miss Foor, and Mr. 
NEVILLE, but the characters are too broadly marked to admit of very. 
delicate handling. The scenery is good. 


Chair vr. Car. 


GambBeTra has made it a plan 

To sneer at “‘ The Man of Sedan ”’ ; 
But was styled, himself, soon, 
‘“‘The Man of Balloon,” 

And was sorry he ever began. 





————$———=® 





Feather or No. 


WE pluck this from a Transatlantic fly-sheet :— 
A fossil feather has been found by Dr. Hayden, in Wyoming Territory, and is 
said to be the first specimen on record. 


We presume this is a relic not of the Dark but of the Plume-ages. 


How interesting to prove by evidence as slight as a feather the rapidity 


of Time’s wing ! 
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*. Vipes hiccups *‘ Lotsh drink—safe , 
to be knocking about.” 


Mrs. Alder.nan Gobble thinks it’s not Christmas 
without plenty of Turkey. 





U1Li euct fecis up to his cyes in M'‘Anser, concludes be gu Il 018 for 





Sirloin, goose this year. 
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‘* Pig roast whole my boy, is my style.” ‘A cod’s head and shoulders I can’t co without at any time.” ‘‘ Everything ends in sausage,” says Vaterland 
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Bob always hus a tuck out of plum- You know the young lady who festively Miss Kiss-me-quick’s seasonable Her jolly old ** Guv,’’ who epjoys 
pudding pines away. coiffure. imself up till cock crow. 
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Stunniog time to display your vocal powers, think some, while others yield themselves to the Whir inz of the Mazy. Altoge ani these things bring reflection. 
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AS THE CAT JUMPS. 
Party with goose :—* Vot's up, Brut 


Friend :—“ BLOWED IF WE AIN’T BEEN ’AVIN’ SASSENGERS ’ERE—AND THERE'S OLE TOM A-LOOKIN’ FOR HIS LO3T RELATIONS A’READY!”’ 








| equine compulsion, we—well, we'd tell. So don't bring any wild 


AN ANNUAL CHAT. | horses round. 


We end the chat on th s for aweek to say a word about the | 
8 RPS wae Cane Se eee y Mr. Rimmer, despite the siege of Paris, issues his batch of pretty 


Annuals, which are as plentiful as the Chrysanthemums in Temple | 
Gardens. We can’t quite give reasons for putting Magic Leaves first, | French novelties, heralded by an almanac and seasonable cards, 








unless they be that the prose is very readable, and is backed up by a | delicately perfumed. 

poem of Kinostey’s. Belyravia Annual is “lots for the money,” with | ee 

ample variety. But we can't help protesting at a ‘‘ Lych-Gate’— | Gushoers to Correspondents, 

shut your eyes, antiquaries—being a mere toll-bar! Routledge’s Annual | 

has a sombre wrapper that prejudices pleasant contents, even though | [ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom, 


comediettas be dry reading. Mr. Hineston’s ‘“‘Showmen,’” are of | panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
course amusing, and “ Barnicott’s Buildings ’’ worth perusal by those | resyonsible for loss.) 

who don’t mind a sort of hash of Mrs. Gamp, with Mrs. Brown curry, | Brum.—We've a very great mind. Every one knows that just at present 
tempered with goody. Dreams is a plentiful shillingsworth, with a | our great mind is to publish the name and address uf the party who after 
laughable pantomime thrown in. But the machinery of the opening | 30 miny waraings can send us the For-lorne joke as “ strictly origin «.”’ 
bus‘ness creaks a little too audibly, though the stories as a rule are | Orro.—Ought not-to! But we will, this once, to oblige you. 

capital. Londm S.ciety brings out a solidly packed Christmas number, | INqurirER.—‘ What does Ph D. mean?’ “ Pho lsu Dotard.’”” Those 
with many illustrations. It will, beiag better than usual, be more | who boast the degree could not asarule pass a mere matriculation exami- 


than ordinarily welcome to its special public. English Society borrows | nation at Oxford. 
(it seems great at borrowing) the title of its Christmas number from A (Bedford).—Too technical. 
“Gog and Magog’”’ who, we are glad to note, blush on the wrapper at r= wee pons dit sh ileal iii dai 
being connected with so obvious an imitation of London Society. It | 104 waste space aaa ae ak Wee Guggoned OY CAGE Parcey, GAS We Can- 
certainly does not Surpace its model in quality, and falls belo ” it in P. D. (Aldershot) heen for your approbation. We cannot give you 
quantity both of pictures and letter press. An Ancient Mariner (a any trustworthy information about Cavalry attesta: ions. 
very original title) isa continuation of a series of “ sincerest flatteries ”’ G. E. D. (Cambridge).—You pay us a very poor compliment by sub- 
of Dickens, which began with a parody of Mugby Junction, and might | mitting ‘‘ caricatures of creed” to us; since an acquaintance with our 
fairly have been discontinued at his death, if not before. But out | columos would have taught you that we never ridicule religion. 
and away the greatest crib of the season is the pickeysilly — Decline! with thanks :—L., Leatherheai; W. C., Kingsland; G. B. H.; 
we beg pardon Piccadilly Annual of Mr. Horren. With his usual | T. M. H, Taunton; E.S. C., Brighton; Kees ap Jones; B.; W. J. R.; 
modesty he says “there seemed a slight sameness in the Annuals,” so | F. W. R.; Iota; The G, The 8., and The A, Glasgow; C , Starcross ; 
he brings out his—in which some of the blocks look like old friends, o 3-5 Ore a ear a. a tre Rospeth; * - ; 
and all the articles are piracies or reprints! And for this he asks a Edinburgh : A.C. Rk. Pialico . Little Fun: N.C.K.: G. Glas Zo ae. M., 
shilling. : Junior, Bowden; A God, not of Olym us; H., Paddington Green; W,, 
We have not noticed one Annual which we may, or may not, think | Dunedin; F. A. H.; O. R., Poplar; Y., ’Englefi-ld-road; F. M.; F, 
the best of all. Our modesty compels us to withhold its name. Wild | Kilburn; G T. C. D.;C. E. P., Ampton Place; Spilsby; L., Euston- 
horses should not drag it from us. In fact, sooner than submit to such | road, E. P. W., Windsor; K. L,; M. J. W. ; Bert. 
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Buyer :—“ THEN you AIN’T HAD HIM LONG!” 


Buyer (examining nag) :—“ Carrigs GROG, EH?” Seller :—“ Dunnow !” 





Or Dovsie Acrostic—W. Portishead, F. A., H. P. L., J. W., Woolly, Ult. T., S'odger and 
SOLUTIONS OF WALNUTS FOR WISDOM TEETH IN T., Cider Eye, N. 0. t., P., Medwa Owl, F. W.. 0. C., Chota, Revee a, Tootstcums, Cvarley 
a ., Etun‘an, Chuscada, Eton Coil., M.S. .C., E. P. M., T.’s Uncle, Banjo, Pim. T. C., 
‘*TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL.” A. A.,J.A.C., H. W. P., F.V.B., J. E.P., A.J. E., Rumpel, etc., Cassandra, Wee. G., Apna, 
Blot B. B., Alcibiades, Buzzwing, etc., A. E. V. 


Or Cuanapgz — W. Portishead, W. H.R., F.A., G.F.W., H.P.L., 8.G.W.E., T.A.W., | 
N. 0. T., F., Meaway Owl, A. E. V., Ult. T., F. W., | 





i 
4 ; ee J. W., Woolly, Slodger and T., Ci'er E e, 
MH Graxp PicToRIaL SHAKSPERIAN Dot BLE | LococRripHEr.—Maladvy. O. C., Chota, W. C., Bob and D., Tootsicums, Charley and T., Rebece., Ashleigh, A. G., Etonian, 
Acrostic.— Macbeth Othello: Malvolio, | DousLte Acrostic.—Fight, Peace: Fop, | Chus-ada, C. Hous’, Eton Co)., M.8., Ned, G. P.S., E. P. M., T.’s Uncle, Banjo, Pim, ?.C., | 
*Amlet, Cobweb and Moth, Boling- Ice, Gond»la, Hic, Tide. Araur, ete., J. A. U., M. A., R.A. b., B. W. P., Friends im Vo., F. V. B., C. i. Pr ae 
| J. E. P., Gribonelle, A. J. E., Rumpel, etc., Cassandri, E. F. McG., H. 8S. G., Apna, blot 7 dee 


Tubal, Horatio. , Resus.—Shiver. : 
Exioma.— Pile. | Prctorrat, Dousie Acrostic. — Book= | aig iver Eye NU. T. Be Medway On Ull TF. WO. GWG. Boband DOE 
PictokiaL CuaRapg.—Cap-pit-tu-late. | worm: Blow, Vhio, Officcr, Kettledrum. | Tootsicums, Charley and T., Kebecca, Ashleigh, Etonian, Chuscad?, Eton Coll., M. S., E.P.M., 

T.’s Uncle, Bante, | im T. C., Araur, etc., M. H., R. A. B., H. W. P., W. H.B., F. W.C., ©. V.B., 


-—— C. H. #., Lass with Feathers, Gribonville, A. J. E., Rumpel, etc., Cassandra, HH. s. .. We Bae Boos 

. ; Apna, Blot B. B., Handy A., W. A., J. H. B., Julia C., C. N. M. C.,Pod maj, Buzzwing, ete. 
Connucr SOLUTIONS OF ALL FROM — D. E. H., Timothy and Co., Ruby's Ghost, Dycque F., Or Picror1at Acrostic—W. Portishead, W. H. R., G. F. W., H. P. L., Woolly, Slodger and 
J. A., Keren H. Co., Cider Eye, N. O. T., F., Medway O., Ult. 1'.,A. E. V., F. W., O. C., Chota, Tootsicums, Charley 
Or Suaxsrenian Acrzostic—Ashleigh, Chuscada, G. Alligator. and T., Ashleigh, Etonian, Chuscada, C. House, Eton Coll., M.S., E. P. M., T.’s Uncle, Banjo, 
Pim T.C., J. A.C., F. V. B., J. E. P., A. J. E.. Rumpel, etc., W.C., Julia C., Buzzwing, e:c., 


Or Fwiema—W. Portishead, G. J. W., Woolley, J. W.,S'odger and T., Cider Fye, Mei ~ay Owl, BB 
W. ¢., Charley and Ti., Etonian, Chuscada, M.as., E. P. M., Banjo, Pimlico T. C., Aranuracum, Blot B. B. 
H. W. B., Friends in Co., F. V. B., C. H. &., Rumpelstil'siin, Alciviaies, Buzzwing ai. Co, 

Or Fzerestas weagape~s Portioheat, WW. B.. FA. G. J. w., H. P.1.., &. G. W-F., 

J. W., Woolis, Cider Eye, Slodger a . N. O. T., F.. Medway Owl, Ultima T., J. M., FW, c pias eal a ae 
©. C., Chota, W. C., Bob acd D., Tooisicums, Charley and Ti., Rebecca, Ashleigh, L. G jow Read rice One Shillin the Second Edition o 
Etorian, Maggie, Chu-cada, C. House, Eton Coll d, E. P. M., T.’s Uncie, Banj i; 4 R YP I yf 


+. ms. es ed, 
Pimlico T. C., Aravracum, J. A.C., M. H., R. A. B.,H. W. P., H. W. B., F. V. B., Briends in Co.; 
C.H. F s TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


.G., 
: 





broke, Earl (of Northumberiand), | Cuarapr.—Mu-tin-y, Handy A., J. H. B., Julia C., C. N. M. C., Waged 11, Pod maj, Buzzwing, ete. 
| 
' 
| 


; F.. J.Q. H, J. E. P., Gribonelle, J. A. M., A. J. E., Rumpel, ete., Cassandra, H. 
Apna, Blotting B.'s B., Handy A., W. A., J. H. B., Alcibiades, St. M., Julia C.,C.N. M.C., E 
buzzwirg, etc., Pod maj, A. E. V. 


Or Locooairur—W. Portishead, W.H. R., G.J.W., H. P.L., 8. G. W.E., J. W., Woolly, . ; = | 
0.C., W.C., Theresa, Also Now Ready, price Twopence, the Second Edition of | 
| 





| 
! 
j 
| 
Cabana C., Cassaudra, C. 


| Blodgerand T., Cider Eye, N. O. T., F., Medway Owl, Ultima T., F. W., 
non ond P.,, Tonaoume, C. House. Cnuar ey and a ephesee, penieee. tesa M.S., Eton 
| Coll, _ FE. P.M., Banjo, Pim T. C., Araur, ete., M. H., R. A. B., H. W. P., H. W. B., Frionds 

| inco., F. V. B., C.H.F., J.Q. H., J.’E.P., Gibonelie, J. A. M., Ruimpel, ete., H. 8. G., Apna FUN ALMANACE 
| Carsandra, Blot B. B., Handy A., Alcib, St. M., Julia C., Buzzwing, etc., A. E. V. pua, N ° 

















Mx. Srreeter, of Conduit-street, has followed the example of the Eicureen-Carat Goip.—“ The use of machinery inthe manufacture | 
Americans in producing his watches by machinery, thereby saving | of gold articles is of great advantage to the public.”’—TZimes, Dec. 18, 
one-third of the cost.— Zimes, Dec. 18, 1868. 1868 


Mx. SrreererR makes his parts of a watch in the same manner, : ; ‘ 
saving an immensity of cost in labour, while at the same time he EicutTren-Carat Gotp.—“ By the introduction of machinery 50 per 


produces an accuracy of fit and proportion which can only be secured | cent. is saved in the manufacture of gold jewellery.’’—Standard, 
by machinery.—Datly News, Dec. 10, 1868. September, 1867 
Mr. Srkezrer has already succeeded in producing by machinery P P ; ‘ ; 
i EicutTgeen-Carat Gotp—“ Owing to machinery they can give 


well-made English Lever Watches, which he can sell at a price as low | 
as that at which an ordinary Geneva watch can be obtained, with the | 18-carat gold ornaments much cheaper than when they were produced 


greater advantage of durability.—Standard, Dec. 11, 1868. | by hand.” — Court Journa.. 


— -_ -—-——_—_-—— - 





ER eae 














Decempsr 31, 1870.] 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 199. 


An aged figure, bent and grey 
Into the darkness fades away 
And chimes ring out a merry din, 
While a young babe is ushered in. 


1. Alas, for pomp and pride of dress! 
They turn the young folks’ heads, I guess, 
Of little else think the 
Than fashion and display. 


2. From the sea behold a prize, 
Gleaming with the dolphin’s dyes, 
To the child’s delighted eyes. 


3. Hokey Pokey Wanky Fum 
Once ruled a nation troublesome ; 
But those old crimes have passed away 
Beneath a woman’s wiser sway. 


4. We've had too much of it, say I, for one— 
I hope sincerely twill be shortly done. 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 197. — Confer, London: 
Caracal, Olmedo, Noggin, Flaccid, Edabo, Riven. 


Correct SOLUTIONS OF AcrosTIc 197, RECEIVED DEc. 21.—Ruby’s 
Ghost; B 


A Royal Example. 
During the “ festive season” a plentiful supply of 
venison is furnished in the servants’ hall, at Windsor 
Castle —doubtless—her Majesty’s Christmas-bucks, 


Cold Comfort. 

A youna lady having a faultless Grecian nose declines 
to adopt an old-fashioned remedy for a cold—fearin 
that a prominent facial figure might appear to be of the 
‘composite ”’ order. 


Not Quite Perfect. 


ReporTinG a disastrous railway accident, the Times 
speaks of one of the sides of the van as “flying out in a ; 
perfect piece.” We can only imagine “a perfect tingle 
piece” —strange as if may seem—in Ireland. 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS, 


DECEMBER. 
In St. Paul's, the A. D., of whose verses we have so often spoken, 
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TWO OF A TRADE, 


Elderly Mufineer (with bell and voice both cracked) :—*'’Frens!”’ tingle- 


Rival :—“ Catt THAT A BELL. I'D MAKE A BETTER ONE OUTER A STALE 
MUFFIN !”’ 





Gushers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 


stands at last confessed as Austin Donson, the name being attached to | panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


some excellent vers de société. “ Ralph the Heir” grows in interest. 
We don’t agree with the critic of Brownine, who doesn’t seem to 
understand that “painful” and “disagreeable” expressions and 
metaphors belong quite as much to real poetry as pretty and pleasing 
ones. Will he show us how the effect of “Childe Roland”’ could be 
achieved without them ? 

In the Atlantic Monthly “ Indian Summer” is worth the price of the 
number. 

Our Young Folks contains a paper on “ Freed Children in Virginia” 
that has made us laugh till we cried, and then cry till we laughed. 

London Society is keeping up to its higher standard, but “C. A.” ’s 
block of “The Year 1870” is far too like a similar work in the early 
annuals of BEEToN. 

St. James’s is hardly a good number. 

The Overland contains more verse by “Truthful James,” and a 
delightful Tahitian paper by Sroppanp, full of poetry. A good num- 
ber indeed. 

We have also received the Westminster Papers, The Gardener's 
Magazine, The Young Ladies’ Journal, Le Follet, University College School 
Magazine, and Ipswich Magazine. 








The Piccadilly Annual. 
Ir is due to Mr. Horren to explain that a paragraph, touching his 
annual, written in haste and on wrong information, was inserted in our 
last number, and that we as a matter of justice withdraw it. 





Heavier Wet. 
In England it occasionally rains cats and dogs—in India it must, 


| in one spot, rain horses—at Nag-pore. 


VOL. XI. 


responsible for loss. 
‘* ORIGINAL.’’—Rather worse than the usual jokester,sending the same— 


pah! pun—and asking us if we admit ** fugitives.’’ We are not a “* Refuge 


for the Destitute’’—of sense. 

OLD Joz.—Too many old * Joes.” 

H. (Harrison-street).—You would not be ‘‘ out of collar” long, if you 
nat yee deserts, for sending that ‘For-lorne’’ joke, after all we have 
said. 

T. 8.—Come, come! Postmark “‘ Jersey’ doesn’t quite agree with your 
description of the horrors of war. 

ArGus.—Did you ever see an anonymous article, with the author’s name 
to it? Lucky dog! 

Locic.—You haven’t a leg to stand on—except your head, and the con- 
sequences of your standing on that would be fatal, because there's nothing 
to prevent the blood (or anything else) from rushing into it. To let. 

EK. F.—That piano advertisement has been played upon too often. 

DRIVELLING Ip1oT.—It's too bad to assume names like that;—it's 
worse than ‘‘ Constant Reader.”’ Accept our thanks. 

H. L. H.—You can submit the sketches if you wish. 

V.A. M.—We think not. : 

H. D. (Glasgow).—The stamp did not reach us. Why not comply with 
our rule, and send a stamped and addressed envelope ? 

H. CLEMENTS.—P lease forward your address, and the number you requir 
shall be sent. 

Declined with thanks :—G. D., Southse1; Plyn; Rewwelfken; E. R. G. ; 
P., Ipswich; Parched Peas; &c., Temple; T. H. T., Islington; EF. C., 
Dublin ; E. W., Waterloo; E. K., Sutton; M., Dhu; Toodles; J.O. B., 
Derry ; —, Newport, Mon; Poeta Non Nascitur; B. B.; Quilldriver; C., 
Liverpool; G. G. G.; Lester; Comet, Leeds; J. S., Ludlow; J. M., 
Liverpool; D.’W., Edinburgh, —, Brighton; W. T.; Not Yet; B., 
Oreskihe Jack Tar; G. . W.; J. A. F., Brighton; Praise and 
Pudding ; —, Halturittle; Songs of Cats; Subscriber; Alpha; A. G. J., 
Canterbury. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Dec. 28th, 1870. 


7 HERE can be no doubt about it. Joxn Buit must put his house 
in order if he would remain at peace. His love of peace has 


passed into a byword on the continent; but if he is so deeply 





enamoured of it, he the very worst way about securing his 
object. Si vis pacem para beljum is an admirable motto; and if Joun 
desires to be at he will do well to be so prepared for war that 


people will not molest him. Our army, our navy, and our volunteers 
must be equipped and ordered with the best and latest inventions 
and engines of war. “Can you fight?” said Box to Cox. “No!” 
said ae « fhe ime a ’ said Box. ‘an if os Oe 
promptly “ put up his hands,’’ Box would have 1 e peace is- 
turbed even by a threat. 


‘* Phe Room over Temple Bar,” 
Wrrs reference t0 Ma. Tuornnvury’s story, with the above title, iz 
Tom Hood's Comie one 1871, we gladl ney with the 
of Messrs. Curtp that we will explain to the public that the tale in 
question is a pure fiction, without any foundation in fact. 





THE POLICEMAN AND HIS NOSE. 


Onr day upon Newmarket Heath Policeman X was posted, 
Right scornfully he gazed around, and to his Nose thus boasted, 
“‘T wouldn't be a bettin’ man—no not for pounds a many, 
I’ve got a hupright conscience, if of quids I haven't any.” 


“ Ah,”’ said the Nose, “a hawful lot’s the men who study racing, 
(Aside: I tried it once myself but got well thrashed for hacteat, 
I think, dear sir, your ju ent’s right, you're better as a bobby, 
Oh would that I were tall enough, the Force is my chief hobby. 


“ But oh, alas! I’m but five feet ; and though my head’s a long ’un, 
Tt does not aid me in my height—nor is my nerve a strong’un ; 

So ‘stead of locking people up, I waits about the station, 

Or goes and wires around the pubs for “ certain information.”’ 


‘“‘In course I’m not partickerler, and like to earn a dollar— 

I shouldn’t had to work so hard if I was not a scholar; 

But eddication’s out of date—employers get so frightened 

Of men what's better bred than them.” At this the bobby 
brightened. 

‘“« My lad,” said he, “ my fav'rite study’s that of human nater, 

A hardent lover once was I—I’m now a woman-hater ; 

And your last words a heco raise within my hollow helmet, 

I never met a chap like you—your thoughts with mine are well met.” 


But best of friends at times must part, and each good honest fellow 

Went where his duty called him on that autumn eve so mellow; 

Close by the ring Policeman X°took up his station heedless 

Of ome. ane cries—to him the odds were nought, the hsts were 
needless. 


With nose in air, and toes turned out, he gavea glance most blameful ; 

He spoke these words unto himself; “I think this here’s quite 
shameful ; 

Behold in me a honest man doomed ne’er to handle guineas, 

While quids abound within that ground among them precious ninnies.”’ 

These words had hardly left the mouth of this imperious copper, 

When lurched a boozy backer by, slipped up, and came a cropper ; 

No sooner was he stretched at length than on him pounced the peeler, 

Who shook his pris’ner overmuch, and said, “ Come on, you reeler!” 


“ Oh, 8 me, sir,’”’ the backer cried: “I know I’m rather tipsy, 
But ’taint my fault, upon my word, it’s all through that there gipsy, 
Who bade me stand refreshments if I wished to hear my fortune 
From her; and then the more I stood the more did she importune. 
“‘ Oh, sir, if money is your wish, here’s all that's in my pockit, 

*T will ’nable you to leave the p’leece, to take a shop and stock it.”— 
‘‘T’m a honest and hindignant man, but come, give hold and step it!”’ 
The man, released, in anguish cried, ‘‘ He’s co all and kep’ it. 
‘‘T didn’t think he would have been so very very greedy, 

My offer was too generous—the Force is precious needy. 

ref cannot I obtain redress P— I'll turn police detector, 

And go at once and make complaint to X’s own inspector.” 


Meanwhile the Nose went on his rounds, here prying and there 


When se he heard a noise as of an infant weeping. 

He turned, and, guided by the sound, soon came upon one younger 

By several lustres than himself. The Nose was pinched with hunger. 

He saw the boy had got a bag containing someone’s dinner, 

A dreadful thought now seized the Nose. “I'll rob the little sinner.’’ 

So walking up unto the youth he pestered him with queries, 

And soon pent out, without a doubt—“ They’re mysteries’ these 
"ere oe 


He seized the youngster by the throat, he coursed and swore most 


roundly, 

And said, 2 a off, and leave your bag, or else I'll thrash you 
soundly,” 

The boy, who had mista’en his way, needed no second telling, 

The Nose sat down and gorged his meal so savoury and smelling. 


-- 4 one of those strange freaks of fate which happen but in fable, 
e flying boy his father met emerging from a stable, 

And ere the Nose had had half time to stuff himself completely, 
Landed was he before a beak—a feat performed quite neatly ! 


The justice looked up from his book—“ I think this case a sad one, 
I sentenced a policeman last— of course he was a bad one, 

But with regard to this man here, I think a force defective 
Which keeps, encourages, and pays these amateurs detective. 


“My sentence is six months at least, for such a clear and bare case, 
Upon the treadmill ’’—(that’s, of course, the pe eer staircase), 
Then taken to the station house and in a cell safe buckled, 

The first to greet the Nose was X, but neither of them chuckled. 


Poor X was in a dreadful mess, the backer’d been and blabbed all, 
The Inspector’d listened quietly, and sent for X, and grabbed all, 
And not content with doing that, had sentenced him to oakum, 
Said X, “ If e’er I’m free again, I’ll act with better ‘ cokum,’ ”’ 


Should anybody doubt the truth my story’s just related, 

He’ll find within the p'’lice archives the selfsame facts I've stated, 
And if he'll call in Cold Bath Fields, say on a Christmas morning, 
He’ll see the heroes of my tale the prison yard adorning. 


I think my moral’s very plain, in fact, nought could be plainer; 

By sticking fast to honesty each would have been a gainer. 

’T'was envy that inspired them, for while scorning virtue’s fetters, 

Both Nose and Copper had traduced their bettors and their betters. 
AUGSPUR, 


Here we are Again! 


We rather think this is an old friend who has broken out ina 
fresh place :— 
AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN, liberal, unprejudiced, and of good fortune, wishes 

to establish a pleasant HOME, or enter that of a strictly private family of one or 
two only, who are not given to humdrum wearisomenesses, Entirely confidential 
and most descriptive proposals indispensable, &c. 
We know the very family—consisting of two halves, both so excellent 
it is impossible to say which is the better. As for humdrum 
wearisomeness, there’s nothing of that sort in the house. ‘Three 
volume novels, Tupper’s works, tracts, collecting ladies, professed 
wags, musical enthusiasts and collectors of stamps and monograms 
strictly prohibited. Domestic quarrels and reconciliations, so amusing 
to third parties, will be supplied if desired; or an occasional fire, 
murder, or burglary can be arranged for in the immediate neighbour- 
hood. If this pro osal is not considered sufficiently “ confidential’’ or 
‘most descriptive’’ enough, we may add that the parties are young 
and lovely, sing duets like a pair of Pattis, and have angelic tempers. 
If the “ Elderly gentleman”’ will “establish a home” for them, and 
give them the run of his “ good fortune,” they will undertake to 
dispose of it in a manner that will at once and for ever ensure him 
against suffering in the faintest degree from humdrum wearisome- 
ness. 
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OUR POST-ALL CARD. oe 3 
Pies re. 





, : 
| fF: rer J ik 
) American President’s Message. Fizale. — Our message toTrain. “Git!” 
)| And he got! = America threatens Canada. She don’t eare a Dom-inion! = 
)| Woman tried to suicide herself and failed. Warned by magistrate that he 
‘| would have passed a heavy sentence if she’d succeeded. Or that sort of 
| thing. It’s usual. = Man fined for contempt of court. Luckyfor us the 
| 


fine isn’t oftener inflicted, as that’s our t for most courts. = 
Marriage market looking up in |‘ 


Divorce Court doing a brisk trade. 
consequence. == Anti-vaccination movement results naturally in an increase | ) 
of small pox. Pity Quackery isn’t equally fatal toits professors. — Meeting 
of gong-throated donkeys, who hope to stop a foreign war by saying ‘‘ Let us 
| bray ’’ in Trafalgar Square. = France an ee Oe et kicked up 
br English Rads and Conservatives. Prussia all the battle-doors. 
Vide Pickwick. = More French generals removed for incapacity. Govern- 
ment jealous of interference with their monopoly of it. = Paris will be 
bombarded shortly. Shortly is a long time. = Eclipse expedition steamer 
split on arock. It was not proposed to put off the eclipse in consequence. = 
Fenian prisoners to be released. Little traitors at large! — Russia thinks 
Prussia right in disregarding Luxembourg treaty. ‘‘ Ca’ me, ca’ thee! ’? = 
Lord Mayor won’t lend Guildhall to Merriman and Co. They can have an 
open-air meeting at Earlswood. = John Bright resigns. The more’s the 
pity. = Ayrton will probably want Bright’s place. ‘‘I’l! bray you like any 
sucking dove.’? = Polygamy to be put down at Salt Lake. So much the 
better for Polly. = Luxembourg question likely to end in smoke. Thought 
so! — Rumours of Armistiee. Not true, of course. = The usual Christmas 
“ils ”’—fill, swill, pill, and bill. 
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NE SUTOR. 


We have received a pamphlet which professes to expose — but 
of Astronomy. The s0- 

lines and odd of ignorant 
doggrel, the nonsense in which we are asked to accept as gospel, on 
the authority of a Mr. “Jonn Hamppsgn”’ (alas, that an honoured 

ent is that the 
book must be right Jecause the author was “no University Professor, 
no member even of a so-called Learned Society,” but was only “a 


doesn’t !—Srr Isaac Nerwron’s theor 
described ** work”’ consists of some hun 


name should come to this), of Swindon. And his a¥, 


journeyman-printer.’’ We know just a bit about journeymen-printers, 


and we should like to have their acute opinion about a University 
Professor or the member of a Learned Society, who should ground his 
claim to a knowledge of practical printing on the fact that he was not 
The pamphlet is signed ‘‘ Common Sense ’”’— 
clearly in the sense of the common where geese feed and donkeys 
But the fun of it is, that this Mr. HAmMppen objects to ridicule 
and craves to be extinguished by men of science!—just as if blind 


a journeyman-printer. 


graze, 


kittens should protest against a bucket of water and the copper lid, 


and cry aloud for a judge and jury and a solemn execution at the Old 


Bailey ! 
An Irish Study. 


WE have received the announcement of a sale in the County of 
Monaghan, which contains one amusingitem. After enumerating the 


articles in the ‘“‘ Drawing Room” and the “ Dining Room”’ it passes 


to the— 
STUDY— 


Round Table, Chairs in Hair-cloth, Writing-Desk, &c., &c., all in Mahogany; an 
excellent Revolver and Double barrel Gun. 
An Irish poet of some eminence once said that his— 
“ Only books 
Were woman’s looks.”’ 
The proprietor of this “‘study’’—apparently equality averse from 
dusty tomes and musty reading—might sing— 
Of learned lore no solver, 
My only books 
Were “ Shooting Rooks,” 
And “ Firing My Revolver!” 





Non Omni-buss. 


WE publish this as a solemn warning :— 

In New York a man kissed a woman “ for fun.” The jury of a court in which 
the suit was brought mulcted him in 150 dols. damages. 
If the jury had only gone a little further and imprisoned the rascal 
for life, we are not quite sure whether we would not have rewarded 
them by settling the Alabama claims eurselves. How dared the fellow 
kiss a woman “for Fun’? We always consider that our exclusive 
duty, and rather than it should not be efficiently and punctually per- 
formed, we’d devote twenty-four hours, or more, a day to it. 


How Nice! 
A rrru of butchers in Bond-street advertise their Clun Forest 
Mutton. The “trimmings,” of course, should be of Cluny Lace. 


A Licensed ViorvaLLer.—Old Father Christmas. 





261 





A WERY HARD HARD-WARY STORY. 


HE _extrao 
revelations made 
in the paper we 
publiskad a short 

riod » wun- 
er the title of “A 
Paris Food Jour- 
nal,” are complete- 
ly thrown in the 
shade by a com- 
munication we 
have received from 

a perfect stranger, 

on whose state- 

ments we place 
om reliance, 
ving never 
known him to be 
guilty of a depar- 
ture the truth, 
which is more than 
we can say for 
many with whom 
we have a better 

acquaintance. 

He assures us that, being an ardent student of natural history and a 
devoted friend to all dumb animals, he had been on the closest terms 
of friendship with the ostrich at the gardens in Paris. Knowing its 
partiality for tonics, in the form of horse-shoes, nails, scrap iron, and 
steel files, he was in the habit of filling his pockets with those comesti- 
bles whenever he visited the bird, which devoured them with a relish, 
and always showed the greatest delight on seeing him approach. — 

He was not aware that the poor bird had been slaugh and still 
less did he suppose he had dined off his old favourite, until the waiter 
at the restaurant where he took his meals informed him of the nature 
of the dish of which he had partaken. The shock was so great that 
he felt as if a horse had suddenly kicked him in the pit of the stomach, 
and the pain was so severe that on reaching home he applied a mustard 
plaster. It drew—to his great astonishment—so violently as to draw 
out a large horse-shoe! Similar pains than began to afflict him in his 
limbs, but it was not until the next day when he passed a shop window 
in which a large magnet was displayed, that he Tessas the full extent 
of the evil. From that window he found it almost impossible to tear 
himself away, and discovered that he was bristling all over with nails, 
horse-shoes, corkscrews—in short with all the unconsidured trifles he 
had enabled the ostrich to snap up. 

The ostrich swallowed the hardware. He swallowed the ostrich. 
We shall be anxious to learn whether the public will swallow him ! 


—————————eEeEeEEEEE——_—ee— 


A Shave. 

JupceEs are constantly being worried by witnesses whose evidence 
is inaudible. “ Very well, sir,” said a famous judge to such a witness, 
“if you choose to indulge in low conversation, you shall learn when it 
comes to the question of your expenses, the difference between aloud 
and disallowed!’”” Mr. Justice Byigs was hardly as happy as this 
the other day, when, attributing a witness’s indistinctness to his 
wearing a beard, he said:— 

An ornament is now generally worn by gentlemen which certainly much impedes 
the voice. (His Lordship glanced round the barristers’ table, where several flowing 
beards were conspicuous.) But I would restrain what I was going to say. I was 


not aware; but I hope no gentleman will take my observation as intended for him. 
I do not mean it, I assure you. But what I said as to the hirsute ornament is the 


result of long observation. 

We don’t quite see why his Lordship should feel himself allowed to 
address cutting—or rather shaving— remarks to a witness, but not to a 
barrister. Like all advocates of shaving he was in for a scrape, but 
we don’t think he made it any the better by applying his soft soap to 


the bar. 





Lines on the Approach of Winter. 
By A WAsHERWOMAN. 


Ou, Cramp and spazzum ! 
I often has ‘um, 

Nooralgy too, and tic, 
And roomattics in style— 
Which I rubs-in ile 

With op-pod-delly-dick ! 





Shame on Him. 
A muscumep individual in a state of “elephants” accosted an 
acquaintance the other day with “ Howdah do?” 
- 
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Performers: Gentleman—Lady—Dog. 


(DecempeR 31, 1870. 





He: I wish 8ue’D PUT THAT WRETCHED DOG DOWN AND ATTEND TO ME. | She: I wIsH HE’D TAKE HIMSELF OFF AND LET ME WRITE TO CHARLEY. 


ae 


A Good Move. 


Weare delighted 
to hear this :— 

A New Mint is talked 

of,to be erected in White- 
friars, with a frontage 
on the northern embank- 
ment, and between the 
Temple and the City Gas- 
works. 
We intend to write 
to Mr. Lower, the 
‘ Master of the 
Mint,” to suggest 
that a subterraneous 
p.ssage (witha tram- 
way and a car, large 
enough to carry let 
us say a thousand 
sovereigns) should 
be constructed be- 
tween the new Mint 
and our office. We 
really cannot see why 
we shouldn't have an 
equal right with the 
ingenious Mr. Tom- 
ting, M.P., to put in 
practice our notions 
of the right mode of 
utilising our bullion 
and coinage. 





Moonlight. 
Ata musical en= 
tertainment given 
the other day at Col- 
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NOTES ON NATURAL HISTORY. 


No. 5.—.A remarkable characteristic in the Musquito is its extreme familiarity. 


= 


ee. 


[All three yawn furtively. 


chester, we read that 
the glee club of the 
Inniskillings sang a 
part song, entitled, 
“Silver moonlight 
winds are blowing.” 
Now we can under- 
stand that a “‘ moon- 
light wind” is in- 
tended to be a wind 
that blows while the 
moon is shining. 
But what is the 
meaning of a “sil- 
ver wind’’? Should 
it be “ Winds are 
blowing silver moon- 
light’? Even then 
we don’t see how 
winds can blow sil- 
ver, though they may 
blow cold. There 
seems to us a good 
deal of moonshine 
about the silver ; 
though perhaps 
after all the expres- 
sion is not more ab- 
surd than the usual 
“words for music,” 





Wuen a difficulty 
occurs with a sub- 
marine cable, what 
course should the 
directors pursue? 
Grapple with it. 
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OUR HOUSEKEEPER. 


John Bull ;-—“CARDWELL, IT IS POSSIBLE I MAY HAVE TO GO ON THE CONTINE 


MY CARPET-BAG IMMEDIATELY, AND BE SURE YOU PUT I 
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SHORTLY, SO YOU MUST PACK 
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N EVERYTHING THAT MAY BE NECESSARY.” 
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1. Starting. 


2. Experimenting. 


Answers to Correspondents, 13, 23, 83, | Canine or Bark, 135 
43, 53, 63, 73, 83, 93, 103, 113, 123, 133, | Cireum Bendibus, 155 
143, 153, 165, 175, 185, 195, 205, 215, 225, | Courts at Sea, 165 


235, 245, 257, 259 
After Horace, 24 
Amanda in our Square, 26 
A BC Mixture (The), 35 
All is not Gold that Glitters, 46 
All the Difference, 62 
Art Tournament (An), 96 
All’ Ail, 111 
At Collar, 113 
Ancther Sporting Note, 115 
All Hail, 123 
Amy Robsart, 136 
Autumn, 175 
At a Pinch, 184 
An Old Maxim, 186 
Atra Cura, 194 
Alhambra (The), 217 
Annual Chat (An), 257 


Brown (Mrs.) on Things in General : 
Interference, 11, 31 
Barcarolle, 14 
Bab Ballads (The) :~ 
No. 82.—Fairy Curate (The), 32 
», 83.—Phrenology, 45 _ 
», 84.—Perils of Invisibility (The), 65 
Blow for the Bench (A), 65 
Bills (The), 61 
By the Glad Sea Waves, 93 
Roat Song (A), 101 
By and by, 102 
Barmaid Show (The), 112 
By a Longway After a Fellow Poet, 158 
Behind the Mask, 167 
Battle Bicycles, 176 


51, 64, 74, 


Cuats on the Mags, 18, 23, 34 
166, 175, 196, 


84,95, 114, 124, 143, 154, 
206, 214, 236, 245, 259 
Courier of Lyons (The), 24 
City Garden (A), 44 
Contraband of War, 65 
Cum Grano, 83 
Cabbage Garden Competition (A), 111 
Chapeau Bas, 117 
Consoling Pipe (The), 118 
Croon (A), 123 
Cannibal Flea (The), 135 


EpIToriAL, 6, 16, 26 


Educationally Bored, 
Ecarté, 239 


Crying Evil (A), 168 
Cruel Kindness, 188 
Crisp, 208 


3. En juiring, 


Courageous Copper (The), 229 


Cattle Show (The), 246 
Crusty Critic (The), 246 


Dovstx Acrostic, 7, 16, 27, 41, 47, 63, 66, 
77, 94, 96, 114, 117, 131, 143, 153, 166, 
168, 183, 189, 208, 213, 224, 227, 245, 250 


259 


Double Acrostic (Answers to), 7, 16, 27, 41, 
47, 63, 66, 77, 94, 96, 114, 117, t31, 143, 
153, 166, 168, 183, 189, 213, 224, 227, 245, 


250, 259 
Dreadful Profession (A), 5 
Ditto to Mr. Burke, 8 
Do You 7138 
Declined with Thanks, 62 
Dogged Persecution, 122 
Duly Signed, 145 
Different Kinds of Compan 
Drop o’ the Crathur (A), 15 
Done to a Turn, 177 
Dog English, 189 


96, 106, 116, 126, 136, 146 


1:8, 198, 208, 218, 228 


Ex-cues me, 126 


Extra Superfine, 135 


158 


England and Freedom 
313 


Force of Ridicule, 6 

Few Muddled Momphare (A), 73 
Fatal Fire (The), 7 

Friendship, 83 

Fireworks at the Palace, 92 
Fishy Notion (A), 96 
Flight from Paris (A), 102 


36, 46, 


y 147 


Don’t all Speak at Once, 198. 


56, 66,76 


86, 
, 158, 168 


178, 


238, 247, 260 


Excursion Season (The), 52 
Editor’s Steel Pen gine), 75 
Eighty-totalism, 7 


4, 


Mounting. 


5. Viewing. 


Flattering Biography (A), 118 
Fizz, 125 
Frisc-o’ Fancy (A), 146 
Fernande, 169 
Few Legal Queries (A), 204 
Few New Ideas (A), 215 

Few Poetic Asides (A), 215 


Gettrxea to Sleep, 33 
Gardening Notes, 77 

Great Panjandrum (The), 188 
Going to the Cats, 207 

God Bless Him, 228 


Humesve, 
Holiday Tri 


Helen 


Horaee in 


Here, 
189, 
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a Aas 43 
Lona 

There, and 

203, 294, 237 


ard Hits, 205 


(A), 23 
n, 121 


Everywhere, 133, 141, 


Hard Hite Samaritans, 178 


ere we are Again, 260 
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ALLEN, 127 
Papers, 187 


Jzwst Son 


g, 75 
ournalism of the Day, 113 
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255 


Litrie and Big, 28 
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Love and Raeheh 

Leader 
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78 


Lowther Arcadian, 106 
Like a Shot, 116 
Latest Improvements (The), 126 

Les Absens ont Toujours Tort, 136 

Law of the Letter (The), 143 

anes Invaded by the French Infantry, 


Like a Shot, 153 


Lesson of the Btred 
of the Streets (The), 174 
Lorenzo Biggs, 225 


163 



































6."Beholding. 


Marpen’s Song (The), 6 

Monday Out, 7, 22, 53, 63, 81, 91, 103, 121, 
147, 174, 223 

Masque of War (The), 41 

Misunderstanding (The), 93 

Marine Store-y (A), 97 

Mathematical Poetry, 93 

Morning Draught (The), 125 

May we Ne’er Want a Friend, 152 

Match against ae, 173 

My Old Schoolfellow, 179 

Making Light of it, 187 

Made to Seil, 205 

Morality, 238 

Might, Right, and Bright, 244 


Nort if He Knows, 76 

Notes from the Stubble, 105 
Nuts to Crack, 124 
Neigh-Neigh, 146 

New Leaf (A), 177 
November, 198 

Nell in a Nutshell, 219 

New Torture (A), 250 

Ne Sator, 261 


On Building Lease, 26 

Old Saws with New Handles, 76 

Our Regatta, 97 

On that Head, 104 

Ode (An), 106 

Open Sesame, 117 

a Wishing, 137 

Odds (The) 151 

Our Post-all Card, 167, 185, 195, 203, 213, 
223, 235, 245, 247, 261 

Original Poem, 209 

Original Correspondence, 227 


Pornt of a Moustache (The), 15 
Post Haste, 36 

Peace at any Price, 74 
Protection for Sea Gulls, 94 
People about to Marry, 167 
Plenty and Pauperism, 177 
Preserving and Piekling, 185 
Pyat Matter, 204 

Prospect of Peace (A), 209 
Politeness, 214 

Piain English, 283 









Wanted—Heads, 209 
Warning (A), 240 
Wery Hard Hard-wary Story (A), 261 


Showing Him the Door, 29 
Safest Neutrality (The), 79 
Spenlow and Jorkins, German Transla- 


Paris Food Journal (A), 234 
Pointeman’s Plea (The), 248 
Pedestrianism Extraordinary, 249 
Policeman and His Nose, 260 
Reasow of it (The Yuter Rhymes, 247 Some Specimens of La Grande Nation, 
Remonstrance 
Retiring Constable (The), 12 

Right at Last, 44 

Rainy Day (A), 53 

Rev. Horace Honeysweet (The), 56 
Resignation, 73 


Turn of the Tide (The), 68 
To the Bitter End, 139 


Uplifted Sword (The), 99 
War Sensation (The), 58 
Word for Peace (A), 119 
Which Wins, 160 


Remonstrance (A), 95 

Ravenous, 104 

Return of the Correspondents, 122 
Recommended to Mercy, 125 
Rue-mour (A), 134 

Rouge et Noir, 193 

Reason in all Things, 216 


Banes in the Wood (The), 59 

Bruce and the Spider, 69 

Bearly Civil, 210 

Bear’s Leader, or Misleader (The), 221 

Bully for You, John? 241 

Civic Annual, 190 

Christmas Present, 252 

Disturbing his Peace, 49 

German Cookery, 149 

History Repeats Itself, 108 

Humpty Dummy-ty, III., 200 

How Mr. Pawkins was not Elected for the 
School Board, 220 

Idle and Industrious Curates (The), 164 

Intervention, 181 

Modern Cesar (The), 38 

Modern Andromeda (The), 170 

Old Man of the (Offi)zeas (The), 19 

On the Sands, 88 

Open Question (An), 191 

Our Housekeeper, 263 

Perfidious Albion, 129 

Railway Fiend (The), 18 


SrranaE Relation (A), 5 ENGRAVINGS, 


Sporting Notes an 
41, 47, 61, 131, 157, 193, 209, 243 

Selfish Ones (The), 24 

Skin-deep, 26 

Sculpture Cut Out, 28 

Set of Teeth (A), 3i 

Special a (A), 48 


Anticipations, 16, 27, 
Anp You Wouldn’t Think So, 14 
Authentic Portraits, 24 

Artless Art, 170 

Ambiguous, 216 

Alhambra (The), 217 

Age Commands Respect, 230 

— Effect, or Artistic Eccentricity, 


As you Wear, 250 
As the Cat Jumps, 257 


Sir Byngo’s Blunder, 71 
Sarve her Right, 73 
Symptoms, 73 

Similia Similibus, 78 
Serenade (A), 81 
Sorrow on the Sea, 83 
Salmon Steaks, 86 

but Surely, 91 

g Note (A), 105 
Speaking a Piece, 125 


Bas BALL«ps— 
No. 82, Fairy Curate (The), 32 
No. 83, Phrenology, 45 
No. 84, Perils of Invisibility (The), 65 
No. 85, Wise Policeman (The), 15t 
Barinaid Show (The), 112 
Banded Together, 165 
Battle Bicycles, 176 
Brain Work, 206 
British Drama and the Frerch 


rt to You, 145 
Would and She Would Knot, 163 
Sacrificed Scavenger (The), 183 


Cutttna Remark (A), 54 - 
Carte Before the Horse (The), 94 
Circumstances Alter Cases, 95 
Consolation, 98 

Colourable, 105 

Carrying Weight, 115 














Deticatr Compliment (A), 230 






Excursion Season (The), 52 
Economical, 62 
Easy Shaving, 170 


Frvr, 35 

Flower Show Fancies, 55 

For the Following Reason, 84 
Fireworks at the Palace, 92 
Flight from Paris (The), 102 
Franco German War (A), 142 
From the Country, 157 

From the Seat of War, 187 
Fog, 197 














GrirFr Beyond Healing (A), 78 
Ghostly Alternative (A), 125 
Gymnastics for Ladies, 174 
Grecian Bend (The), 196 


He Didn’t Mean I , 85 

Highly Probable, 166 

Hint of Coming Christmas, 204 
He was a Vulgar Boy, 248 
Here We are Again, 260 














Inn-DEeEpD, 34 
Interence (An), 258 







Lonpon Invaded by the French Infantry, 
152 







Mis-UNDERSTANDING (A), 15 

Monday Out, 22 

Melting Moments, 28 

Making the Worse Appear the Better 
Reason, 75 

Missus and Maid, 145 










Sleep—A Sonnet, 195 Shindy after Shandy (A), 9 Barbarous, 244 


Spirit-Haunted, 208 
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Song (A), 225 

Sham Ishmaelitism, 228 
Self Denial, 228 
Stretcher (A), 238 









New Cook (The), 132 
Nursery Dinner (The), 154 
Notes in Natural History, 180, 240, 262 







Our Lunatie’s Visit to Wim ledon, 25 
Odrabbit ’Em, 64 
Of the Period, 124 
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Song (A), 243 







Turnino Over New Leaves, 12,24 27,54 
62, 73, 104, 105, 142, 167, 185, 226, 243 







Thoughts in Cabs, 46 
7 seen on Things in Particklar, 


Tale of Tuscany (A), 51 
Twice is he Armed, 66 
Two Sides of the Question, 77 








Pipinac Times, 7 

Popular Voice (The), 48 

Playing at Father and Mother, 74 
Political Contest, 

Redistribution of Seats, 104 
Pertinent, 144 

Paris Balloon Post, 155 

Maris Food Journal (A), 234 

Page and Line References, 249 


Quitr by Accident, 77 








Thames Regatta (The), 82 
To Morrow, 183 





Return of the Correspondents (The), 122 








*Tis an Ill Wind, 116 

Two Columns, Sir, Too Much, 133 
Things Worth Seeing, 145 

Tale of an Umbrella (A), 179 

To the Bear, 218 

True and Original Tale of a Mare’s Nest 


Tender Composition (A), 235 
To a Blossom, 235 

Two Schools (the), 239 

Top Heavy, 240 

True Man (The), 249 
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Uncorrectep Proof (An), 51 
Under a Cloud, 178 
Upset (An), 227 








Scraps from the Barge Race, 12 

Savage and Unprovoked Assault, 13 

Show Him the Door, 29 

Suggestive Costume (A), 44 

Simple Proportion, 118 

Singie-ar Views from Windows of a Wed- 
ding, 177 

Sad Disappointment (A), 204 

Seasonable Weather, 246 ; 

Seasonable Fancies by our own Lunatic, 
256 


Soft Anser (A), 260 


Taames Regatta (The), 82 
Twixt Axe and Crown, 135 
To the Bear, 218 

Thinking and Being Sure, 226 
Theatrical Role (A), 227 





Vorces of the Ocean (The), 85 
Vigo Bay, 115 





UNFRIENDLY Suit (An), 237 
Unuttered Thoughts, 262 





Virtuous Resolutions, 142 





Variety is Charming, 194 









Wimsiepon Whims, 25 

Warlike Murmurs, 27 

Workmen’s International Exhibition, 42 
War News, 72 

Waiting for an Answer, 111 

White Spectre (The), 117 

War Prices, 132 

Way of the World, 144 

War &ong of Macon’s Mobiles (The), 146 
Wise Policeman (The), 156 

War in China, 184 
Walter Wenn, 204 
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Warmth of Affection (The), 8 
Workmen’s International Exhibition, 42 
War News, 72 

War Fever (The), 114 

War Enquiry (A), 134 

War in China, !84 

Words to That Effect, 186 

War Chart (The), 224 
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AN ODE TO FUN. 


ms is yery well known, 
itnetibe world was begun, 
That there’s one thing alone 
Of all ’neath the sun, 
That is perfect, and splendid, and always unchanged, and immortal. 
That's Fun! 


His praises are sung 
In a unison gran 
By the old and the young 
In every land :— 
And how much the dear creatures adore him, you must see, if you'd 
fain understand ! 


His wisdom and wit 
Ever mingling, they run ; 
And the sides he has split, 
And the good he has done, 
Are aie bond human computing; for, you see, all the world’s full 
of Fun 


He’s foremost in Art, 
And in prose and in verse: «* 
His pencilling’s smart, 
And his penning is terse, 
And he sells for one penny a week; within reach of the poorest man 
purse! 


Now this year has been named, 
As everyone knows, 
For one of the famed . 
International Shows— 
But the world's truly Great Exhibition is the one I'm about to dis- 
! 


For the triumph most proud 
Of the year Seventy One, 
By all people allowed, 
As sure as & gun, 
Is before you in Volume Thirteen of the famous New Series of Fun! 


sD 


\ 
L 
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‘‘ May it please your Serenity,” said Fun’s Groom of the Chambers, ‘LA BELLE FRANCE has called. Shall I show her up?” 

‘*No, sirrah! I don’t mind your ‘showing up’ her ministers ;—her you must usher in, if you please !” 

The G of the C smole and retired, and in a few minutes returned, a introduced LA BELLE FRANCE. 

‘*Glad to see you, my dear,” said Fun, ‘‘and hope you have got all traces of that nasty scarlet fever out of your 
constitution. You look exhausted—pray, take a seat.’”? The poor lady sank into the nearest chair. 

‘* And in what way can I be of service to you, Madame?” asked the great one. 

‘*Oh, Serenity! You know what changes of Government I have sutfered—the Empire—the Committes of Defence—” 

‘¢ And now after de fence, the carte and THIERS, eh?” 

‘My unhappy children are distracted for want of a Government,” she continued. 

‘We, madame,” said Fun, ‘‘are nearly distracted with the Government we have.” 

‘* You refer to your House of Communes?” 

‘‘Of Commons,” said Fun, correcting a mispronunciation. ‘‘ There is nothing of the Commune (any more than the 
uncommon) about their intellects, and so far from burning down our public buildings, there are yery few of them who lie under 
suspicion of a desire to set fire to the Thames. But I interrupt you.” 

‘*T come to ask your aid, then! My newly-acquired peace and freedom are threatened by the number of aspirants to my 
hand. First of all, there is one at Chislehurst, who erst chiselled ‘‘ III” after his name. He desires that ‘/e fils de son pére’ 
should take the place of ‘ le neveuw de mon oncle;’ and there are many who would help him back to my capital.” 

‘* And their own interests !” 

‘¢Quite so! Then the ORLEANS family have shaken hands with the elder Bourbon branch.” 

‘‘Truly Republican, that! The descendants of EGALITE take the Liberty of Fraternity to further their own ends.” 

‘* Now, I want a ruler who is wise, good, popular, handsome, witty, elegant, noble!” 

‘*H’m!” said Fun, ‘‘I really do not know where you'll get the article !” 

‘¢ Monsieur, who holds the mirror up to Nature, should consult the glass himself!” 

‘‘Eh! oh! ah!” said Fun, blushing gracefully, ‘‘ I beg your pardon; you are too flattering !”’ 

‘¢ Sire,” said LA BELLE FRANCE, ‘‘ hear my petition! Accept the Crown. Come, and rule over my people !” 

‘« Fairest lady, it may not be! I mst not give up to one country what was meant for mankind. 1, who rule the habitable 
globe, may not devote myself exclusively to any particular portion of it. Such are the penalties of greatness! Nay, restrain 
your tears, if I cannot accede to your request, I can at least assist you to rule your people yourself. A careful study of this 


work will teach you the wisdom you will require!” 
And then as FRANCE, smiling through her tears,*welcomed the precious gift, the potentate presented to her 


Ohe Dhirtecnth Volume of the Meo Reries of Fun. 











Answers to Correspondence, 15, 23, 33, 
43, 5 , 63, 76, 85, 95, 105, 115, 127, 137, 
1.7,157, 167, 175, 187, 207, 219, 239, 249, 
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Art and Srience, 88 | 
April Showers, 171 
Angelina to Egardo, 197 


Ree Bostock’s Mare. 99 

Board of Do-Nothings,118 | 

sselazravian Daughter’s Complaint (A), 
118 

Bubble and Squeak, 1°9 

Busy Bee Wright, ete., 252 


Cuats on the Mags, 14, 94, 4, ot 76, 96, 
96, 1 6,116 128, 139, 149, 78, 198, 
208, 220, 240, 250, 258 

Comic Lecture (A), & 

Card A), 25 

Cinderella, 37 

Cart before the Horse (The), 46 

Comic Copy, 93 

| Conjuration, 127 

Coming Boatrace (The), 135 

Castles in the Air, 139 

Census (The), 145 

Correspondents’ Column (A), 

Coppernicking System (The), 170 

Cosme’ ic Catastrophe (A), 199 

Calumny (A), 239 


Dovere Acrostic, 6, 16, 25, 37, 53, 61, 67, | 
8+, 95, 105. 107 118, 170, 145, 149, 167, | 
170, 179, 01, 209, 239, 241, 253 

Duffer-' Guide (The), 21 

Dw and the Damsel (The), 33 

Disinteres'ed One (The), 46 

Distressing Case (A), 51 

Do you smoke it ! 56 

Dea man's P int, 73 

Dream ‘A), 108 

Doings of the Cracks (The), 209 


Fasay (An), 98 

Exami ation Papor (An), 120 . 

Edmund and Jane, or the Bold Bohe- 
mians 197 

Fxtremely Adamantine C in, 201 

English Gentleman (An), 212 


Frost (4), 31 

Flowery Lanenage, 87 

Fo tunate America, 97 

F «te’s Favours, 129 

“Feast in the manner of the Ancients 
(A),”” 188 


Gey Rottonstone, 79 

Gr mma‘ical Hom@opathy, 125 

Glory, 13: 

Groves of Bloomsbury (The), 159 


Hxen, There, and Evervwhere, 47, 62, 
125, 140, 165, 181, 232, 242 

Honest Criticise, 27 

Has Anybody Losta Dog, 41 

Hist ry of a Hero (The), 55 

How thev did not Advertise when there 
were Dramatists, 107 

How I was Shot for a Spy, 137 

Hand«—No, Feet off, 145 

Highly Satisfactory, 149 

Horses 'The), 217 | 

History (A), 233 

Ix hi« Teens, 5 


In the Matter of Popular Processions, 180 
Juxz the ——th! 242 
Kixo of Brentford (The), 26 


Lures toa Old Air, 16 
Lesson of the Lifeboat (The), 23 
Lukewarm, 25 

Little Confusing (A), 55 

Lines written in 84 
Letters to the Editor, 108, 150 
La‘est Telegrams, 127 

Last Pipe of Winter (The), 141 
Least Sensation (The), 165 
Labourer’s H:re (The), 170 
Legal Fix (A), 181 

Lay of the Impecunious (The), 190 


Mr Pocket, an Autobiography, 41 
My Birthday, 41 vs 


169 








Muddled Chivalry, 78 
Man- Miliners, 75 


Moonshine and Mist. 95 a ae . , = 
My sole Proprietor, 99 | Worn for W omankind, 4; 
Modei Des‘gn (4) 115 Way to do it (The), 62 

My A ; ; | Wisdom of Nat ons (The), 79 


| My Anc stor, 135 

My Volunteer, 157 

Music, 181 
| Myste y of Spring (The), 187 
_M) stery (A), 205 


New Year’a Wishes, 15 
Notty Points, 17 
Not a Match, 54 
mel saying Much, 68 

w Language 
No:re Dame, 17 
Noble Nine of Knockemdowns (The), 


179 
Now and Then, 251 
| Over 


Orders, 11 
Odditua 
Oh, Heigho, 79 

| On All Fours, 58 

| Ore, 125 

Organi-ed Accidents, 150 


| Reminiscences of the Royal Academy, 


| Srranor but True, 7 





Very Bad Case (A), 157 
‘ Villanous Ambition (A), 243 





| Wait and Hope, 113 

| Woman s Kights, 140 

| Waiting for mv Chop, 160 
Whit is Laughter ? 165 


| CARTOONS. 


Broken Olive Branch (The), 163 
Bruceque Reasoning, 193 

Buil’s Census, 153 

Dame Bri'annia’s School, 91 
Darling’s Dowrv (The), 81 
Darling’s Wedding (The), 124 ‘ 
Demon Success (The), 19 

Derby Day (The). 217 

Field Mar-hall Winter, 29 

H.M.%. Bull Dog, 9 
' Imperial Burle-que of Peace, 111 
‘John Bull's Valentine to Dame Europa, | 


A), 141 
7 


hand Notes, 13, 23, 27, 43, 53, 

63, 66. 78, 93, 105, 107, 119. 130, 140, 

Ae | 165, 175, 185, 1§9, 207, 219, 231, 241, 
33 


(An), 26 


71 
Lent (and Worst) ‘* Occupation of Paris,”’ 
133 


| Modern Mazeppa (The), 234 | 
On Sufferencee, 255 | 
Peace at a Price, 101 
Reign of Terrier (The), 208 

| Splendid Opening (A), 59 

| “poilt Child (the), 173 

Partial Statement (A), 145 ' The last Paris Fashion, or the Cap that 

Puss on Protection, 199 ; does not Fit, 143 

Peep at the Prussians in Possession (A), | Too Busy Bee (The), 254 
237 | Too Late, 49 


Qurex’s Specch (The), 56 | Too 1 ttle for the Money, 29 


| Trying it on! 183 
Rowan Noses and Snub Noses, 13 | Who Next? 245 
Rema: kable Effect of the Weather, 46 
Randall’s Thumb, 57 
Round of the Pantomimes (The), 63 | 
Remin'scent Poem (A), 87 
Romance of the Period (Tt e), 98 
Kun through the Royal Academy (A). | 

1%] 


Ode to Simpson (An), 175 
On Sufferance, 252 


Prine of Spsin (The), 27 
Procrustexn Measures. 125 

~hi osuph cal Reflection (A), 136 
Persevere. 138 


ENGRAVINGS. 


As Long as It’s Broad, 15 | 
Aur and Hair, 18 | 
Aceomodating, 21 
| At ** The Nozze,’”’ 38 
| Avproachirg Roval Ceremony (The), 77 
April the Fir-t, 142 | 
Awakened Conscience (The)p155 
Among the Wrestlers, 166 
‘Art v. Nature 175 
*All-i owe ! 135 


| Bany Hippopotamus (The), 97 
Bar Practicepll5 ae, 


207 


Sketehed from tne Life, 15 
Sineular + ffect of the Late Frost, 16 
second Thoughts, 21 
Smoke, 36 
Sleeping ou it, 51] 
Songs Kefore Sunrise, 87 
single =, Double wayes’ 89 
Shocking Butchery (4), 95 Bo 

i atrace (The) 146 
Single and | oubie, 98 | een Bullods (Phe) eo 


s a- ‘j 30 . 
Saat a 131 eee | No 85, Old Paul and Old Tim, 35 
| Cvpm’s Dict 


Spring, , 

Scenes of Childhona, 169 | Course and | ffect, 114 

Second Month (The), 185 | Coming Events, AeFew Aquatic Sugges- | 
tions, 132 


Short and Sweet Ceunsel, 185 | 
| Commune (The), 172 


Sririts and Water, 2u5 
aoereee | Cruel only t ind, 17 
Spor ing Note: and Anticvations, 17,61, | ut and Come againy 210 
sax Sraffing eS eeekins Goelings, 75, 85, | Cummunist Refugees in London, 248 
, 108, 100, 127, 131, 141, 151. 161, 171, | Disuntow Bank (The), 8 
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r ( Difficult Passage (A), GB 
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54,85 138, 205, 247 Gi in To-Toe, 220 
Unions (The), Delicately Put, 231 
ithe) . e), 68 Discipline is Everything, 240 
wo and p ive, 105 Entry of the Prussians inte Paris, 100 
Tired, 115 Elaborate Compliant (ash 132 
Tables of Wood and Tables of Stone, 155} Baster Monday ), 156 
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enian Martyr (The), 9 
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GrnTLE Blow (A), 1l 
Golden Hair, 24 
Gun of the Future (The), 32 


HARLEQUIN Nightmare, 58 

Head and frort ot his offending (The), 62 
Hammersmith Bridge, 145 

Harrowin’ Eatin’, 241 


IttusTrRations of Popular ye 
‘ Idealities of Modern Co-tume 

| saath a eas Injured Female (An), 155 ° 

In Spite of his Teeth, 162 
International Kxhivition (The), 196 


Kree-Plus Ulster (The), 87 

Keep to the Poiut, 93 

Knowledge is Power, 195 

Licensine Bill (The), 186 

MopeErn Taste in Dres3, 94 

M ral Tale (A), 110 

Marriage, a la mode 120 

Making Assurance Doubly Sure, 198 
Miss-Steak (A), 239 


New Solution of the Old Difficulty (The), 
162 


Near the Church, 208 ; 
Notes in Natural History, No. 6, p. 25, 


No. 7, p. 76 


wr Contribution to Army Reform, 104 

Old Boy (An), 107 

One Man’s Meat, Another’s Poison, 133 

Oxford and Cambri'‘ge Athletic sports— 
Mind v. Musele, 152 

Our Derby Hieroglyphic, or Clear and 
Comprehensive Tip Typical, 211 

Our sporting Artist, 251 

Only That, 253 


Poprine the Question, 31 

Police Fe-tival (The), 52 

Pi'g im of Love (The), 66 

Pat Reply (A), 128 

Putt ng Him own, 155 

Post d Up, 178 

Pets, the Puss, and the Pitched Battle 
(Tne), 206 


| Proper Vehicle (A), 250 


Photographic Fiction (A), 244 
QuEEN of the May (The), 188 


Romance (4), 45 

Rival B aeks (The), 84 

Recutring Types, Ancient and Modern, 

Retiring Disposition (A), 155 

Romance of the Race (A), 218 

Rough on Rufus, 2:9 

Recollections of tue Roval Academy : 
No. 1, p. 192; No. 2, p. 202; No. 3, 
p. 234 


Sxateo-Shootifie, Adventures of Mr. 
Popsmash (The), 22 

Skinflints, 44 

Studies from the Antique, 51 

“addle on the Right Back (The), 96 

Season (The), 135 

signal—Danger, 169 

Sketch at E,som (A), “A _ Chiel’s 
Amang ye taking Notes, 209 


TALE of St. Valentine’s Day (A), 65 
Tempting, 106 

Too Young, 11$ 

To the Scientific, 158 

True History (A), 182 

Two Headed Nightingale (A), 238 
To the Purpose, 247 


Voucntrer and Voluntary, 14 
Valent nes, 70 

Very Accommodating, 168 
Vaterlanders, 28, 48 

Visitor from Foreign.Parts (A), 258 


Woe in Hendon, 42 
What Next? 54 
What is Sauce For, etc., 86 
** Wooed and Married, and A’,’? 117 
W Processi.n (fhe), 126 
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IN HIS TEENS. 


O W—of news blithe bearer— 
Time, the old scythe-bearer, 
Laughing so merrily 

Steps on the scenes. 
‘“ Readers of Fun,” he cries, 


Why ?—because verily 
Fvun’s in his teens. 


Volume Thirteen it is— 
Here plainly seen it is! 
This New Year’s gift you all 
Hail with glad miens. 
Pleased with its various 
Virtues, hilarious 
Voices uplift you all— 
“Fun’s in his teens! ”’ 


With rods for the foolish ones— 
Whips for the mulish ones — 
Scourges for knavery, 

Satire’s machines, 
Friend of humanity, 
Truth and urbanity, 
Foe to all slavery, 

Fvy’s in his teens! 


What an amount of wit, 
Truly a fount of wit, 
Sparkling, it bubbles up 


All men on earth fully 

Feel how he mirthfully 

Brightens Life's troubles up— 
Fn’s in his teens! 


Each one rejoices so, 
Raise your glad voices, oh, 
Princes, and Emperors, 
Monarchs and Queens! 
Nobles and nobodies, 
High bodies, low bodies, 
Each in good temper roars 
‘* Fun’s in his teens!” 


Wisdom and Merriment 

(Try the experiment) 

Both, from his pages glad 
Every one gleans— 

Laughter awaking still, 

See how he’s making still 


Folks of all ages glad— 
Fvn’s in his teens! 








“‘ Hail Seventy-One!” he cries, 


When one least weens. | 


-_-———— 


A 


A COMIC LECTURE. 


| _Sourx London appears to possess in the person of a Rev. Mr. 
Mvrsext a humourist of the Arremvs Waxp kind, with a touch of the 
Mark ‘I'wars order. He delivered a lecture on “ Naporron III. and 
the War” the other evening, from the reports of which we make an 
extract or two. He describes the “ man of Sedan”’ seated musing by 
a fountain at Wilhelmshohe :— 

The water seemed to change with the changes of reverie. ..... Now he was 
with Eugenie and his only son; but what made the surface look red ? It was but the 
darting by of a gold fish; but it ro changed his imagination that it conjured up 
the pent brow of Bismarck, the stern glance of Moltke. 

We fear Mr. Mursett is like many a genius, unconscious of his own 
| powers; or he would have put that quip in the more telling form of a 
| conundrum—“ Why is the darting by of a gold fish like the pent 
| brow of Bismarck?” Do you give it up, gentle reader? To do so 
| would be a confession of woheue-~anetele as we can’t tell you the 
answer. Or put it thus—‘‘ Why is the stern glance of Motrxe like a 
gold fish?”’’ With the aid of a burlesque writer, and a little violence 
applied to “‘ rudder’’ and “‘ ruddier,” it might be done. 
ut to return to our conundrumist: after a passing jeu d'esprit 
about the declaration of war on St. Swithin's day, and the fact that it 
has been raining blood ever since, he got towards the end of his 
entertainment, which he concluded, according to the South London Press, 
| with these words :— 

Humanity was putting itself once more on the march. The Empire of Napoleon 
| was vanishing for ever, and ever that prodigions foundering—that sublime victory 
| of life over death, there was one beam of thou, O Liberty! 

_ There is something a step beyond the sublime in the idea of the “one 
| beam of thou, O Liberty.” To borrow a form of speech from Mr. 
| Mursg1v’s apparent model, he is a most remarkable Thouist. 


Sceng:—A Bribery Commission. 


A Pocket Borough. 
| 
| First Commissioner: ‘‘ Well, sir—you say the candidate called on 
| you. What happened then?”’ 
| Witness: “ He insulted me grossly, sir!”’ 
Second Commissioner: ‘“* How do you mean, insulted you ?” 

| Witness: “ He took out a ten pound-note, and said I should have it 
| if I'd vote for him!”’ 

Third Commissioner: “ And, pray, what did you do?”’ 
| Witness: “Well sir, I felt T ought to ‘pocket the affront,’ and I 
| 2 ! ” 
{ 


Hints to Emigrants. 


We extract the following paragraph from an American paper :— 

In the United States just now there are 27 young women studying theology, with 
| a view to becoming preachers; 19 are studying law, and 67 are studying 
medicine. 
| Our advice to all about to emigrate to the States is founded on a study 
| of this interesting statement. We advise them to forswear sermons 
| (there are twenty-seven women going te preach, and the sex is long- 
| winded), to avoid litigation (there are nineteen women going to 
lawyers, and the sex argues more than it reasons), and, Tost But not 
_ least, to apprentice their sons to the undertaking business, which we 
| have sixty-seven good grounds for believing will prove lively. 


The Wrong Animal. 


A CONTEMPORARY relates that :— 

The professor of chemistry in the Iowa State university, said in a lecture : “* Fluo- 
hydric acid is very poisonous; a drop on your tongue will! kill a dog in a minute.”’ 

| We beg the professor's pardon—there’s a mistake there, and we'll 

| prove it, if you'll oblige us by letting the professor put a drop on your 

tongue. In that case it would kill not a dog but a donkey. 


| 
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oo FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan, 4th, 1871. 
T HE political skyis not clear yet. The clouds which we think have 


passed are succeeded by others, and a turn in the wind may 

¢*) bring them all back upon us. The weather is what sailors call 
dirty, and the good ship “(Great Britain” is not yet safe 

in port 

The Admiral looks round on his crew, and as he does so, and while 
he remembers what the good ship has gone through he smiles. His 
men will be true, and the vessel, if she stands in need of overhauling 
and repairing is still seaworthy. 

Allright: Let the storm come, she has weathered many a worse 
one, and will pass through this one unharmed ! 


enero 


THE THREE UNIONS. 


A Union there was when the world began 
Conferred as a blessing and comfort on man— 
One remnant of Eden, before the ban, 
Which at times he still recovers. 
A union still with happiness rife, 
Which strengthens the soul in that bitter strife 
With trouble and care, called Haman Life— 
The union of two true lovers. 


But another Union there is, I ween, 
A part of our pitiless Poor Law Machine, 
For grinding the face of the poor and mean, 
A jail-like, chilly and mirk house ; 
Where husband and wife are torn apart, 
And the babe is snatched off the mother's heart, 


By the name of the Union Workhouse. 


And now a third Union appears in view! 

It is not like the first of the other two— 

The Union, declared when the world was new 
‘Ere sin had marred simplicity. 

Bat the Union, which scorning heaven's decree, 

Forbids—in this boasted land of the free— 

The poor man, earning a humble fee, 
To dream of wedded felicity ! 


—eeeeeeeeeeeee 


A, Shocking Sell. 

‘ Loox here,”’ said Recmatp AttamonTt Browns, stopping in front 
of an elegant exhibition tablet, and reading, 
The bi-weekly Lively Baistence sells more then all the other sporting papers put 
og: Wher. 
“Sells more what? How can a paper sell anything ?”’ 

Replied his friend Averstus Firzusnnert Suytue, “ Dear boy, 
thats only evidence of the editor's ignorance of the English language. 
He should have said :— 


The bi-weekly Lively Existence sells (its readers } more than all the other sporting 


papers put together. 
“I see; but it's like reversing the fable of the boys and the frog. 


The throwing out of tips may be sport to the editor, but it’s death and 


d: struction to those whe are led by them.”’ 





An Anti-Climax. 

Tus story won't do anyhow >— 
Mrs, Agastis. says 
while the wedding festivities are going on, the bridegroom’s han 


pow bag filled with ‘ire-ants. If 
considered fit for the trials of matrimony. 


If instead of applying a few ants, they tried the effect of one, mother. 


in-law, we doubt if any aspirant wonld get through the ordeal. 





Information for the ‘Police. 
We regret 


some eminence, Moon by name, after frequently threatening him, 


blackened her son’s face ; and afterwards left him in an exposed place 
on a biting cold day ia--we. blush toy recond—a state of nudity. Js 


there no re-dress for him ? 





New improved and anagrammatical reading—Treaties; Tear ties. 


A pirricuit but praiseworthy task for the School Board :—Gatiitr- |. 
ng the juvenile outcasts of the street under Education's Forstérsing 
EY 


wing. 


that in certain Amazonian tribes, on the Gag of hia marriage, 
are tied up ina 
this torture smilingly and unmoved, he 


to have to record acase of “inhuman conduct of a 
mother "’ which eclipses all previous cases of the kind. A lady of 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 200. 


Tue land is wrapt in a silent shroud, 
And the voice of the river, once so loud, 
In frozen chains is dumb. 
The winds are bitter, their pipe is shrill, 
And Nature groans in the darkness chill, 
And life seems stark and numb. 


. Within the fair Alhambra Courts 
What wondrous architectural art, 
In arch and column tall disports 
The quaint devices, that 1mpart 
The secret of their foreign birth, 
No products of the Spanish earth. 


—_ 


In Australia’s central waste 

A plant by Providence seems placed, 
To feed the traveller in his need, 
With stores of a nutritious seed. 


3. “Tam not guilty!” cried the maid. 
lindfold and barefoot on she strayed, 
Nor did the irons, white of heat, 
‘Touch the pure ‘whiteness of her feet. 


bo 


4. Beyond the fens, upon the slope it lies, _ 
Where many a beck adown the upland hies. 


So_uTion or ACROSsTIC, No. 198.—Glad Yule:— Granny, Landau, 
Antipodal, Dance. 


Correct Sorvtions or Acrostic No. 198, Reerivep Dec. 28th.~- Goblins of 
Grays; Ardmore; Pik ; Old Maid; Timothy and Co,; Pimlico Tom Cat; Chief 
Justice ; Con; E.S. 


























Holt— Enough. 


In a recent theatrical action, brought by a Mr. Watt, to recover 
damages for breach of contract, Miss Exiszk Hour was culled as an 
interested witness for the complainant. On the very delicate question 
of tights, a pleasant conversation took place. Witness stated that— 

She ordered new things, such as boots and tights; to look nice. 

Mr. James.—You always look nice. 

Witness.—I always go to the green room to look at myself. 

After the foregoing gallant admission from the barrister for the 
defence, and the equally conscientious acknowledgment of the fair 
actress, who can wonder that a sympathising jury should declare 
the plaintiff’s favour? Not we; more especially as Miss Hott 
also said :— 

It is my first appearance here, which is verymnp!eagant, 

This we can readily believe, as it»really must. be quite distressing to 
have to appear in public with one’s chief: attractions hidden-under the 
antiquated garb of every day life. A good deal of the evidence turned 
on the question whether or not Mn. Watt read a notice pasted in the 
green-room of the Strand Theatre. The plaintiff distinctly denied 
having done so up to a certain time, and so gained the dayand the 
damages ; and when the verdict was given an indignant old lady was 
heard to exclaim on leaving the court, “ How could youvexpect a 
Watt-eyed party to read anything?” 


Remarkable. 


Tus is a strange tale of an alligator :— 


_ A Florida allieator recently deceased is reported to baye bad two billiard balls in 
its stomach. ‘Lhe directors, however, couldn’t “ find the cue.”’ 


Nor can we! If it had been a crocodile we might have traced a 
connection with *‘ pyramids.”” Though for that matter we, don’t see 
why the deceased alligator might not have lost his life in a * public 


pool. 





Curing him! 
Cuicaco is famous for its bacon. Here’s a wife who has been curing 
her husband bacon-wise :— 


Mr. and Mrs. Senson, of Chicago, filed cross bills for divoree. He #estified that 
she poured a pailful of boiling water over his head, and then scraped “the hair off 
with a pan, he submitting—~ to see how far she would go.” 

We'll bet she didn’t go far through a head so dense as to submit to 
such an operation. 





Wanted—a Transformation Scene. 


“Tue Dragon of Wantley ” will doubtless amuse some thousands of 
West-enders— would that some good fairy might spirit away from the 
East-end the Dragon— of Want. 
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No. 1 —THE STORY OF OLD REGINALD AND THE HONEST 






BURGLAR. 


: pees HOSE who do not 
37 know me may per- 


haps believe the 
following story. Those 
who know me will not. 
Still it is quite true. 

REGINALp was a plea- 
sant old gentleman with 
a fine sense of humour. 
He had considerable 
property and lived on 
Wimbledon Common. 

He‘had one beautiful 

_ daughter—but that is 
not to the point. 

One afternoon, as 
Otp REGINALD was 
reading books in his 
drawing room, it was 
announced to him that 

“wa Common Man de- 
SN. sired to speak with 
“ea him. 

He gave orders that 


the Common Man should be admitted. And admitted the Common 


Man was. 


He was a very Common Man indeed. A tall shambling, ill-looking 
fellow with an irresolute manner and a shrinking eye. He: was: 
pressed as costermongers are dressed when following their calling. 

“« What is your pleasure, good sir;”’ said OLp Recrnap. 

“ Beg pardon, guv’nor,”’ said the‘Common Man, “ I hopes you won't 


be hard on me.”’ 


“* Not at all,” replied Oty Recinarp. 
“ T'm—I’m a Burglar,”’ said the Common Man. 


‘“‘Indeed!”’ said ReGIinaLp. 


“ Take a chair.”’ 


“ Thank you kindly, guv’nor,”’ said he, “‘ but I’d rather stand.” 


And he did stand. 


So far there is nothing very incredible in my story. But it gets 


more remarkable as it goes on. 


“‘ How do you like your profession P’’ said Otp REGINALD. 
‘Well, guv'nor,” said the Common Man “I don’t like it noways, 


and that’s it.”’ 
“That's what ?”’ 


_ “That’s why I'm here. I belongs to a gang of twelve wot's werk- 
ing these parts just now. We cracks cribs by turns. It's—it’s my 


turn to-night.” 


And the Burglar wept like a child. 


‘‘ This, I presume, is Remorse,’’ said OLp REGINALD. 
‘“‘No, guv'nor, it ain't Remorse,” said the burglar. “It’s Funk.” 


‘The same thing,” said: Racinatp. 


“Tt ain't the being a Burglar that I object to. It’s the having to 
commit burglaries. I like the credit of it, sir, it’s the danger I 


object to.’ 
““T see” 


“ Now by the laws-of our gang we're bound to crack cribs in turn. 


That is: to sayy, one of us 
cracks: the onb> while the 
other eleven stops outside 
and — the — 

“T thought burglars al- 
ways worked in twos or 
threes ??”" said Oxp Reci- 
NALD. 

“P’raps I ought to know 
best?” suggested the Bur- 
glar. 

‘‘Perhaps youought. In- 
deed I am sure you ought. 
What crib do you propose 
to crack to-night ?” 

‘“‘ This here one.” 

“‘ Mine ?” 

«© Yourn.” 

“ Oh.” And OLp REGINALD 

repared to ring the bell. 
’ ot Please don’t do. that, 
guv’nor. You ain’t never 
a-going to give me into cus- 
tody ?” 
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“Well, I think it would be better.”’ 

‘No, no, guv nor, don't do that. Listen to me first. I ain't a-going 
t> hurt you.” | 

* It's my turn to crack your crib to-night. Now will you help 
me ? 

‘[ hardly see my way,”’ said Ocp Ree@rnatp, thoughtfally. “Still, 
if I can be of any use ——” . . 

** Look here, guv'nor, each member of our gang is bound to get fifty 
pounds worth of swag from each crib he cracks. If he dont he’s shot. 
Now, I see a handsome silver salver and coffee pot and cream jug as I 
come in here. Wot might be the value of that handsome silver salver 
and coffee pot ?” 

“The cream jug is electro. The coffee pot with sugar basin and 
salver may be worth five and ferty pounds.”’ 

“That's near enough. I'll take em. Here is a flimsy for fifty 
quid.” 

And he handed O_p ReGinatp a bank note for that amount. 

* Still I don’t quite understand—— ” 

“T want’s you, guv'nor, to be so good as to leave your bedroom 
window open to-night and place that salver and them silver traps where 
I can get’em handy. I shall have cracked my crib, bagged my swag, 
and made myself safe until my turn comes round again.” 

‘“‘ Certainly,” said OLp Reernaxp, holding up the note to the light. 
“‘ But, let me ask, how can you. afford to pay so handsomely for your 
depredations ?”’ 

‘There are a dozen on us, sim Each of us cracks a crib once in 
four months and each swags at least fifty pounds worth—often more, 
but at least that. After each plant, the profits are divided. Lust 
quarter, the twelve cribs we craeked brought us in eleven hundred 
pound—that’s ninety pounds odd a piece. When my turn comes, [ 
pays a fair price for the fifty pounds worth I swags (for I have been 

onourable brought up) and I gets forty pounds to the good. And 
forty pounds a quarter is a hundred and sixty pounds a year. And I 
lives on it. Sometimes it's more—now and then it’s less, but wotever 
it is, I lives on it.”’ 

And the honest fellow took a receipt for the note and departed. 

Oxtp ReGinaLp was as good as his word. He left his bedroom 
window open and placed the salver where the Honest Burglar could 
readily find it. The Honest Burglar was as good as Ais word, and at 
two o'clock in the morning he came and found it. 

So far all was simple and straightforward enough. But now comes 
the curious and incredible part 
of my story. 

The fifty pound note was part 
of the proceeds of a previous 
burglary. The number of the 
note was known, and traced to 
O_p ReGinatp who had to ac- 
count for its being in his posses- 
sion. 

Now the twelve burglarsshad 
in the meantime been arrested 
by the police (this is also incre- 
dible)* and were condemned to 
penal servitude for life. 

So Otp Reerinatp had no 
hesitation in stating the facts 
as I have stated them. 

No one believed him, as no 
one will believe me. 

So he appealed to the Honest 
Burglar to.corroborate his story. 

But the: Honest Burglar, hav- 
ing discovered that the whole 
thing, coffee pot, salver, andall ‘4 
was the commonest electro, was Nie 
so shocked at OLp [eGinaLp’s 
dishonesty, that not only did he decline to corroboxate his story; but 
actually and, I think, very properly identified him asan accomplice. 

And Op ReGinacp was also sentenced to’ penal servitude, and he 
and the Honest Burglar worked for many years together on thersame 
works and had many opportunities of talkingthe matter over:from its 
moral, social, and political points of view. 


—————————_[_[—_[ EE 
Hush! 


A CORRESPONDENT wishes to know if the horses occasionally intro- 
duced (in such exquisite taste!) on the boards of a theatre are rubbed 


down with stage wisp-ers. 


* Nore.—This is so incredible that it*is necessary to explain how it happened. 
The Honest Burglar, not having secured his fifty pounds worth of booty (for the 
coffee pot, &c., turned out, as will be seen by the sequel, to be electro), was doomed 
to be shot. This caused the honest fellow to give sacn information to the police as 


ensured the capture of the gang. 
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THE (DIS)UNION BANK. 


| 
! 
The Directors put their heads together. Grand anti-matrimenial results. 4. Matri—money,—any money not under £150 per aanum. . 


cts - 


5. For the Directors, with the ci mpliments of the season. 
6. We presume this is the sort of thing of which the Board approves. 
7. A degrading spectacle indeed —domestic bliss on £1C0 per annum! 


curtain lectures. 
. Shoald BS oy entertanates be labelled, in order that young ladies might be on 
their gu 


1. . G 
2, Even Bank Directors are but men, and let us hope there are still such things as 
3 
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Admiral Rull -—“NOW, MY 
ANY MINUTE. HOW’S ‘THE SHIP ?” 


First Tar :—“NOT QUITE SO TRIM AS SHE MIGHT BE, YER HONOUR, BUT 
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LADS, THERE ARE SIGNS OF DIRTY WEATHER, AND THE STORM MAY BREAK AT 


SHE ALWAYS HAS ANSWERED HER 


HELM, AND SHE'LL GIVE A GOOD ACCOUNT OF HERSELF AGAIN IF CALLED ON.” 
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ORDERS. 


Or all the cries on all the earth, 
To make a clever man regret 
That Thespis ever came to birth 
And started with his wagonette— 
A cry there is—the very first 
Of evils in the crying way ; 
The most persistent and the worst— 
‘‘T want an order for the play!”’ 


You don the buskin or the sock, 
To act as often as you can ; 

Or, black amongst a blacker flock, 
Become a literary man. 

No matter where you choose to go, 
No matter what you do or say 

This cry pursues you to and fro— 
“Tf want an order for the play!” 


Your country cousins come to town, 
At mistletoe and holly time; 

They hunt you up and hunt you down 
To send them to a pantomime. 

Your uncle, or perhaps your aunt, 
Prefers to go and not to pay: 

You cannot answer with a “ shan't,”’ 
‘“‘TJ want an order for the play !”’ 


Your tailor begs a box, perchance ; 
Or else your friend, your very best. 
Your Jovely partner in a dance 
Lisps out the very same request. 
In fact, you may as well prepare— 
From dawn to dusk, from day to day 
To hear this echo everywhere ;— 
“‘T want an order for the play!”’ 


Plane Speaking. 

WE are getting a little bored with pamphlets and 
other publications from a Mr. Joun Hamppgn, of 
Swindon, who takes the decided pseudonym of “Com- 
mon Sense.” He insists that the world is not a globe 
but a flat. Well! if it will content him (and relieve 
us of his missives), we don’t mind admitting this much, 
that if the rest of the world is like him it is a flat. Will 
that satisfy him ? 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


We can safely recommend Mr. Coote’s Robinson Crusoe, Tule of the 
Tub, &c. (Bropiz AND Mrppieton, Long Acre), when we give the 
grounds for our recommendation :—Firstly, because each book may be 
purchased at the small price of sixpence which, coute gui coute, is 
about five times more than it’s worth. Secondly, because they’re 
intended for magic lantern lectures for children, into whose minds it 
is desirable to instil such slang expressions as “I'll have your cat,” 
and such refinements of pronunciation as are implied by jokes about 
“firm ”’ and “terra firmer.” Thirdly: because age should command 
respect with children, and that from that point of view all the jokes 
are eminently respectable. Finally, because any one with ordinary 
ability and a magic lantern could improvise better lectures. 


Of all the comic publications we have seen for some time, commend 
us to 4 Lamentation on Republican France (Via, Rome) by Mr. Sr. Joun 
Brennan. It reminds us of the Swinburnian Muse, intoxicated on 
pap. What is the meaning (or metre for that matter) of “a throne 
pilastered with song?’’ Unless the author mean plastered with 
ballad sheets, we really don’t see his figure. The whole thing is an 
excellent joke, but we warn its author (seeing he announces several 
other volumes of “ poems”’) that it is a joke likely to pall on repeti- 
tion. 

The Bill Posters’ Direetory will be invaluable to publishers, public 
entertainers, and a host of others, containing as it does the names of 
bill-posters, number and nature of public rooms, and titles of news- 
papers in all the principal towns of Great Britain and Ireland. 


Illustrated F'ying Sheets (Trupner, Paternoster Row) will be a 


delight to the little folk; but the oldsters will enjoy it too, for it is | 
| the changeless luck of tenors, the even tenor of their way. 


full of those quaint Munich pictures which are a joy for ever to those 

who know them. The silhouettes especially, by Pau, Konewxka, are 

ag all question the best things of the kind that have ever been 
one. 


Messrs. Master Honason anp Co. are determined it seems that it 
shall be no fault of theirs if the Emerald Isle is in ill odour. Their 


Rosie :—“ Ou, Bria, 11's 80 CAPITAL! ae 
WILL CARRY you AWAY!” [ Charlie wishes he were the wind! 
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A GENTLE BLOW. 


Ir YOU STAND 80, THE WIND 





'«The Fl f Tullahogue” and “In 
The Flowers o u noah if followed 


new perfumes “ Lothair,’ 
Memoriam ” are not only fragrant, but boast a scent 
up properly will encourage a new Irish industry. 


Soa eee 


PERDU! 


“Tov art gone from my gaze as a beautiful dream,” 
And never again wilt thou gladden my sight! Es 
As I stood on the “ bridge,” "spite the wind’s wailing scream, 
Whilst we breasted the current of Thames’ muddy stream 
Thou did'st leave me, unkind one, to shift as I might! 


Ah! how little I thought as I gazed on those charms— 
And paid, all too costly, six bob and a sprat — 

Thou wert fickle as fair and, alas, from these arms 

Would’st be off —like a bird—mid the tempest’s alarms— 
My neat and expensive new wideawake hat! 





$$ —_—— 


A QUIP. 


A SuakesrerIAN clown and two mus‘cianers of the singist ove 
were once on a time at an hostelerie; ~. «hey bethought them t “! 
would drink, but to cheer the cup they were about to crush they said 
they would e’en toss up, or to be strict in terms, go the eccentric 
man out! 

‘“ Head, for a ducat, head!” cried the clown. 

Which it did. . 

The tenor tossed with a fiver having no smaller change—such 13 





Santon 7. clown, lvoking the stout and deep-toned vocalist 
| in the face, “ Bass is the slave that pays.” 

Oh, SHAKESPEARF, SHAKESPEARB, what 
| thy name! 


outrages are committed in 
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FUN’S TWELFTH NIGHT CHARACTERS. 
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Queen Burlesque. Prime Minister, “Citizen” Merriman. High Admiral Paul Herring. 











Master of the Buckhounds. Royal Basso and Tenor. 








A Cruel Outrage. | with the police. They wished us the compliments of the season with | 
bE Oe eee at our office | the usual fatal results. | 


and committed the cruel outrage us. ? OCR eee 
asked, ‘is the difference between a of a battlefield and a roasted Evolved from a Numskull. 





Eee” After many vain we assured him we gave it up. | Txosx who would preserve their health should ride little and walk 
said be, “isa other a warm apple.” He had | often—it's so easy to catch cold in a numb-nibus. 
the cruelty to leave us an attempt to resusci us, and we | 


were found several hours afterwards in our easy chair with acigarin| Panrisx—the thought! as the indignant labouring man, éut of | 
our mouth and our feet on the mantelpiece. e have communicated employment, exclaimed when offered “The House.’’ | 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


ANOTHER eclipse of the sun. General Sol superseded. = Vewcastle Daily Chron- 
icle ** twice slays the slain.”” Says ‘ the prisoners turned on the deceased and in a 
most brutal manner filled him. He was removed to the Infirmary where he died 
shortly afterwards!’’— Boxing Day celebrated by Christmas boxes on the year. 
King of Prussia contirues to prey for victory. = Paris not yet occupied by Prus- 
sians. Prussians fully occupied with Paris. — Another railway accident. Defec- 
tive tire. We are tired of defective system. = Paris runs short of coals. Fuel 
and far between. Prussians will soon supply firing enough. = Intense cold. Hope 
it will soon be in-past-tense. — Prussians have sunk six British colliers. Our 
Government will retort with coals of fire. — Tupper’s readings. JZe can’t read, 
and no one went to hearhim. Obvious result, a triumph! = British farmer send- 
ing out seeds to ruined French people. He will be looking after his labourers 
next! = Lord Lawrence Chairman of School Board. If the Horticultural Society 
will give a prize for sour grapes, the show will be large. — Immense competition 
for Secretaryship to Board. We should give the successful candidate a good 
retiring pension, and hang the others! = General Guerilla to be shot at Marseilles 
for retreating. It’s one of the first principles of Guerilla warfare! = Supply of beef 
exhorseted in Paris.= Great Britain getting-up mad because of colliers sunk in Seine. 
= American threw himself out of the window of the Albemarle Hotel. Why? 
‘Irritated because he could not spend the winter in Paris! ’?— Miss Ricketts head 
of Brighton School Board poll. Rickets are not catching. = Pardoned Fenians 

grumble. Just like ’em. We never did. — Testimonial to Prim from grateful 
Spain—seven bullets. 








ROMAN NOSES AND SNUB NOSES. 


Tue proud Roman nose, 
If to battle it goes, 
By the fist of the foe may be shattered ; 
But the nose that is snub 
Never cares for a rub, 
And will flourish in beauty though battered. 
Dear Fanny! 
The nose that is snub 
Never cares for a rub, 
And will flourish in beauty though battered. 


This snub nose of mine, 
Though LavaTEr assign 

To its owner some qualities bestial, 
To poetical eyes 
“ Excelsior!’’ cries, 

And proves all its longings celestial. 
Dear Fanny! 
My nose to my eyes 
“‘ Excelsior ”’ cries, 

And indicates longings celestial ! 


And, as noses, you know, 
Are for use, not for show, 
How the snobs who at snub noses carp, err ; 
My nose, you observe, 
Cannot boast beauty’s curve, 
But at smelling what nose could be sharper ? 
Dear Fanny ! 
My nose, you observe, 
Cannot boast beauty’s curve, 
But at smelling what nose could be sharper ¢ 


What Do They Deserve ? 


THERE is no smoke without fire. For some time past—within the 
last year or so—a set of uninteresting fools, instigated possibly by a 
set of interested rogues, have been obstinately opposing vaccination, 
and encouraging the ignorant poor to evade and resist the Vaccination 
Act. There was the smoke, noxious enough, and now we begin to see 
the smouldering fire :— 

Smallpox prevails in London to such an alarming extent that amongst the pauper 
population alone there are at present 308 known cases. The increase of the 
epidemic is especially notable in the East-End. 

Those, who have misguided the ignorant poor, with this result, should 
be compulsorily vaccinated, not with JennEx’s vaccine lymph, but a 
Jenner-ous application of cowhide. 


Quick Travelling. 


A scrgnTiFic writer puts this mild proposition before us :— 


The initial velocity of the gases developed by the combustion of gunpowder is 
about 7,000 feet (nearly one mile and a quarter) per second,—say from London to 
Margate, in a minute. 

No, thank you! When we want to go for a “blow” to Margate we 
would akan walk than be conveyed by the most elegant combustion 
that refined Owen cee ee: ee could be capable of. 


_-_- 





a 


The Lark, the Liver, and the Lac. 


On the authority of a daily newspaper we are informed that three 
individuals did a short time back lay waste the property of divers Bow 
tradesmen. We are told that they specially selected the shop of a 
respec table man for outrage, pelting each other with the respectable 
man’s fish till they were tired, and then throwing the rest of his stock 
into the adjoining house. The reporter then goes on :— 

They visited a butcher's shop and seized a calve’s (sic) liver, which they flourished 
and threw in’o the middle of the road. After capsizing several things they reach- 
ed Bromley, = observing a milkman, they upset a large milk can containing two 
gallons of milk, and the lacteal stream was spilled over the footpath. This was the 
end of their spree, as they termed it. They were all captured, and consigned to 
durance vile. 

Imagine, if you can, three burly fellows flourishing the liver of a 
‘* calve,” and throwing it into the centre of the Bow-road. This was 
no common action, but it must be observed that these were no common 
men, for are we not told that by the simple fact of their observing a 
milkman they upset a large can, for which they were, by some ignorant 
policeman of course, consigned to ‘‘ durance vile,”’ where Mr. ge 
after due admonition, sentenced each to pay a fine of 10s. We 
glad to see that clever men are respec ted by someone besides ourse ies = 
and beg to propose that for his leni vty M n. Pacet receives a testimonial, 
which should most connenaaral e the form of a calve’s liver and a 
lacteal stream. 





Inhuman Zoomen. 


On the principle that “who slays fat oxen should himself be fat,” 
we presume those who keep carnivorous animals must be expected to 
betray ferocious instincts. At any rate the members of the Zoological 
Society the other day listened without a murmur—unless a murmur of 
anticipative delight—to the proposition that :— 

It was very desirable to make a second attempt to get a live manatee for the 

London gardens. 
Dire as have been the sufferings of the Parisians from want of food, 
they have not displayed the same cannibal propensities as, we find, 
these scientific enthusiasts exhibit in their desire to have a live-man- 
at-tea! 





A Classic Con. 


Wuen was Aurora like Great Britain? When she was so delighted 
at getting rid of her Tithe-onus. 


Guswers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 


T. T.—Act on principle do you? In our opinion those who do things 
‘on principle’’ generally keep an eye on their own interest. 

Onck More.—If your errors against Prosody were duly punished you 
would be liable to a heavy sin-tax. 

JemmMy TAPE—would hardly be Read Tape if published. 

Aur. P. (Boundary-road, St. John’s- wood) sends us that for-lorne joke 
again and wants “‘ thirty stamps for it by retura.’’ We have stamped of ten 
enough under the infliction. e shall begin to kick svon. 

Mepicus —You'rea Cure! We hope your patients say so, too. 

TRAVELLER,— You must be, indeed, you've fetched that joke from such 
a disiance. 

Horace Op XI. Book I.—Not quite the subject for a joke just now. 

S (Ludlow).—See Dictionary for meaning of ‘‘ repeal.’ 

CLApTRAP.—No, thank you. Convey our high consideration to Bosh, 
your brother, and Humbug, your mother-in-law twice removed. (Most 
people, we believe, envy you. Zhey would be satisfied if their mothers-in- 
law were once removed. ) 

C. D. B.—Your Pegasus is about the roughest goer we ever met with. 
we a ‘ect a very decided spavin in his off foreleg. Sell him and get a 

icycle. 

| or Her Sex.—But, dear madam, are not the shriekiog 
sisters, who talk about Woman's Rights, asarule disappointed old maids 
—Man’s Lefts, that is to say? 

R. A. R. (Kennington). —Thanks ; but it would be doing him too much 
honour. 

B. TResstL1aN.—Send your address, and you shall have an answer. 

W. C. (Edinburgh)—The journal is one that it is scarcely worth your 
while noticing. 

I. C. (Wardour-street).—We cannot return MSS. unless the senders 
take the trouble to comply with our rules. See above. 

Declined with thanks:—F. 8.; A. F., Pitlochry  Barkis, Carmarthen, 
P.D.; B. M.; F. R.; Inventus; R. as Home Office; “ A Collision ;”’ 
H. F. ‘A, Upper Sy denham ; Constant Reader ; R. B., Mark- lane: B. B. ; 
A.N..M ‘ile End; Kk, Liverpool ; C. R., Edinburgh : S.; P. B.; Sub- 
scriber, Chichester ; J. M. S. ; Septimus S. ; rs ees Walworth ; Toodles ; 
J.M. L.;B., Leeds ; C. F., Dalston ; Brag ; S. L. F. D.; C.M., Islingto : 
D, Liverpool ; Cuss; The Eldest ; B- Sot T. J., Manchester ; Seedy Swell ; 
F., Highbury ; Curiosus ; Direetor ; Vv. W.; - Plenipo , S. R. M. 
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VOLUNTEER AND VOLUNTARY. 
(4 FACT.) 
Active Yonng Coster :— Hi, I say, Cap’N, WE VE BROUGHT THISH "ERE TO SEE IF IT'LL DO POR A HAMBERLANCE FOR YER SICK AN’ 


WOUNDED ! ”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JANUARY. 


Tus Cornhill is a good number this month. Mar. Gzorce 
Mexzpitu’s nt Richmond " improves on peyeeiniente.. There 
are two capital papers also—“ earing”’ and the “ Venetian 
Inquisition.” oe 


In Belgravia the most noticeable paper is “‘Year One of the 
Republic,” by the late Paris co ent of the Telegraph. Mr. 
Ox.isr’s “Thoughts in War Time” is much above the average of 
magazine verse. 

We have received samples of the various forms in which Messrs. 
Lette turn out their world-renowned diaries. He must be difficult to 
please who cannot in such a variety discover one suited for his 
wants. 

Messrs. Cantrzer’s admirable Vade Mecwm is 
this season, and is accompanied zm order sheet, which greatly 
assists the intending p . is spirited firm overcomes the 
inconvenience arising from the abolition of the sample post, by 

all seeds, &c., free. A sell for the Postmaster General ! 


and improved 








i8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENTS. 


STREETER 


(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated 


I8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. 


From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 
STEAM WORKS—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


und in cleth, Free for Two Stamps. 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phanix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, #,C, —London: January 7, 1871, 


MR. 


37, 
The New Illustrated Catalogue, 


[Serjeant Hugh feels intensely flattered, of course ! 


The City Diary, which is issued by the City Press,is in every 
respect worthy of the repute of that excellent paper. 

The Oxford and Cambridge Toilet Club Almanac of Ma. CLEeMeENTs of 
the Poultry is quite novel and original, and decidedly one of the 
prettiest of the many pretty publications of the kind, this season. 

The Chemists and Druggists’ Almanac is as excellent as ever this year. 
Among other things it teaches the reader ‘“‘ How to Live”’-—and the 
answer is not “ by avoiding doctors.” 


The Good Time. 
Tue other day forty-eight South London tradesmen were fined for 
deficient weights and measures. It is high time the public had a mea- 
sure—from the Legislature. "When that good time comes the traders 
will have to “‘ weight a little longer’’ instead of having short weights. 
NOTICE.—Now ready, the Nineteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
THE TWELFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s.; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 6d. each. 
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| for a small tea-party: The tea-cader. 
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NEW YEAR’S WISHES. 


| 

I wish you— well, what shall I wish ? 

For if your case to mine bears affinity, | 
All that comes to your net will be fish, 

And good luck be # real divinity. | 
I wish you a happy New Year, 

With no troubles and worries to fret it ; 
And to prove that my words are sincere, 

Let me add that I wish you may get it. 


May your friends all be honest and true ; 
May your foes be all open, avowed ones ; 
May you get all your debts when they’re due ; 
May the praises that greet you be loud ones ; 
If these are the things you desire, 
"Tis an honest ambition; to whet it, 
Permit me to say I admire 
Your object—and wish you may get it! 


May your home be a haven of peace ; 
May your wife be still fond and caressing ; 
May your comfort for ever increase ; 
May your children be always a blessing ; 
Muay each scheme you engage in succeed, 
And may nothing occur to upset it : 
Ah, that would be bliss! And, indeed, 
Sincerely—1 wish you may get it! 


May you never o’erdraw at your bank, 
Though you’ve generous e’en to excess been ; 
And may some of your pensioners thank 
‘Tne hand,that has kind in distress been ; | 
May you ne’er say a good word in vain— 
Do a good deed—and have to regret it. 
If you only get this, ’tis a gain 
Past counting. I wish you may get it! | 
The chance is against you, of course ; 
And when the long twelvemonth is finished, | 
Your trouble will all be in force, 
Your happiness somewhat diminished. 
In that case your comfort you’ll find— | 
And experienee is sure to abet it— | 
In a conscience that’s clear, and a mind 
Contented. I wish you may get it! 


Not iv THE Wronc Box. — The nice young man 


—~ —]—$ $$ 


SKETCHED FROM THE LIFE. 


WE have heard that the agonies of some gentlemen who undertake | 
to do special and picturesque accounts of battles, sieges, &c., are, when 





| venturing on a sliide—carefully remove them and ) 
| coat which would be the first to meet the ice in the event of their falling. 





AS LONG AS IT’S BROAD. 


Charlie (reading) :—‘‘ THE THERMOMETER REGISTERED 12 DEGREES BELOW 
ZERO CENTIGRADE.”’ 

Tom (dryly) :—“ Tuat 1s Not FAHRENHEIT.” 

Charlie (more dryly) :—“ No; BUT IT I8 VERY-FAR-IN-COLD.”” 





utmust regularity, and it was somewhat amusing to see those with spectacles—ere 
ut them intothat pocket of their 


How did each man find his own spectacles again? This our 


the time for work arrives, not much less severe than those of the wounded | informer did not wait to see, for proceeding through “a Russian city 
belligerents. Parted are their periods, severed their sentences, and | in winter ’’ (!) he emerged in Regent's Park, but here there must have 
nipped in the bud are the great historic word-paintings which were to | been a thaw, for we are told that “‘ the water was thronged in all direc- 
have become so famous. Did the general press but follow the example of | tions with pleasure seekers,’’ and this idea is not dispelled when we 


its leading sporting contemporary all might yet be well. Yielding to| hear that “ mixed and numerous was the throng that poured off the 


the universal demand for picturesque English, the Sporting Life looked | 
round for a man worthy of and equal to the occasion, and having | 
found one, boldly launched him on the sea of ice in the Parks. No| 
less boldly the inspector went on his rounds, and in due course, a | 
beautiful article appeared in the already sparkling columns of the | 
Iife—an article which must have made all the other sporting papers 
in London pale their ink with envy. Nobly he describes his journey, 
commencing with the following soul-stirring words :— 

‘* Hard lines for the skaters to-morrow ” were the first words that greeted our | 
ears on emerging into Fleet-street yesterday. 

What eloquence! What fancy! And then what powers of observa- 
tion : 

Journeying westwards through the Green Park, amid a severe and blinding 

shower of snow, one could hardly fail to be struck with the singular and weird look 
of the trees standing out bare and black against the white smow..... Life- 
guard-men, grenadiers, costermongers, idlers, holiday makers, and every hu mar 
genus were well represented; nor was the gentler attraction of ladies in every grade 
of society wanting to add charms to a scene which for variety and homogeneousness 
could hardly be equalied. 
_ Oh, thrice happy Sporting Life, to possess a reporter of such wealth | 
in ideas and glorious language with which to clothe them. But our | 
astonishment increases as we proceed. After describing the “ kaleido- | 
scopic scene’’ our friend proceeds in what our transatlantic friends 


would call a nonsequitous manner : 


The slides afforded the most varied study of humanity, boys, middle aged and 
elderly men all following one another down the slippery promenade with the | 
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Not Genu-wine. 
Tuere seems less of a stationery character than of a go-ahead one 


here :— 


At Leeds, John Sherry, stationer, has been fined £5 for personating a voter at 
the Schvol Board election. 
Perhaps he was only obliging :—vide playbills—“in the unavoidable 
absence of Mr. Biank, the character will be sup-port-ed by Mx. 
Sueury ’’—unsophisticated of coarse. 


Fly Not Yet. 
Mrs. Pratamop having read that “The Flying Squadron was 


| ordered to Bermuda’”’ said she had heard a good deal about ballooning 


during this war, but she had no idea we had a balloon fleet in 
England. eee 
A Needless Enquiry. 

WHEN you take a “stitch in time” do you hem-brace an opportu- 
nity ? e think sew. 

Wuy does the gorilla prefer the tropics to any other part of the 
world? Because it’s the only place he can call his zone. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, January 14th, 1871. 
HE great struggle between France and Prussia still continues, 





words “ Paris is not France,” and the fall of the capital may not 
conclude the campai Both nations have gone through a 
terrible trial. France been tried by adversity,—Prussia by 
success. Of the two trials the latter is the more difficult to sustain. 
With nations as with individuals adversity often developes unsuspected 

virtues, and splended heroism. Success on the other hand has not 
| 


seldom destroyed noble characters, and betrayed meanness and greed. 


in those the world supposed perfect. 
Let Prussia beware of the whisperings of the Demon of Success! 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 201. 


Ow Thames’s breast the mimic icebergs float, 

The which our lads with eager 2 = . 
Thinking, mayhap, o'er its imprison e 

| On ringing kee of gleaming steel to glide, 
And Fair, as in a former day ; 

"T'was held on Thames, they hear their grandsires say. 


| 1. What all seek as a blessing : 

Yet what folks once possessing, 

ee nm arto 

No blessing but a curse. 

Still wish we Fate would us 
Accustom to that cuss! 


2. He chews of dark remorse the cud, 
Who sheds—so history teaches—blood! 
Another fluid be it said, 

Tis oft as perilous to shed. 
An easy conscience would vou feel, 
Stain not with that your spotless steel. 


3. Once she illumed a bright and sacred lamp - 
But now, alas, for the burglarious scamp 
(How easily from good to ill we can turn !) 
She lights a dark and an unholy lantern. 


4. The Directors they gathered around their Chair, 
For the whole directorial body was thcre, 
And they made a decree 
To this effect—“‘ We 
Do hereby declare we'll consign to OLp Harry 
Any clerk we 
Who ventures on less 
Than one hundred and fifty per annum to marry. 
56. When little charity-children meet 
On grand occasions, they do not eat, 
Though buns in plenty, and cake galore, 
Make the tables groan with their ample store. 
Now what the charity-children do 
The penny-a-liner will tell to you. 


rae or Acrostic No. 199.— 4 New Year :—Array, Nacre, 
ar. 


Cornasct So_vtions or Acrostic No. 199, Reczivep 4th Jan.—Ashleigh ; Timothy | 


and Co.; Asphalitus; D. E. H. 
——EoEoEEE=EeEEeEEeEeEeEeEe—e—eeeeeeeeee 
Literary Notice. 
We are astonished to find among the literary announcements of 
Messzs. Loncmans anv Co. the following startling passage :— 
WHYTE MELVILLE’S GOOD for NOTHING. 


Mr. Metvitye is too well-known and too popular an author to suffer 
from this; but it should be a warning to writers to select titles for 
their works which are not capable of misinterpretation. 


‘*If you’re waking, Karl,” &c. 
Kart Burnp has written a letter to the Times 


Ridisuling Earl Russel’s idea of this country being threatened by Germany. He 
points out that Schiller styled this country“ the bulwark against tyrants.”’ 


We are not Buiixp,and so cannot see the connection. -—As for “the 
bulwark against tyrants,’’ the Buit hasn't been working that way of 
late. He has been paying less attention to Schiller than te siller. 


A very Old Grievance. 


Ancurmepss ‘only wanted a lever of sufficient length ind iulernm 
to move the world; even in those days the “ purchase’ system was 
defective. 


How To Farirrgsr away Tims }—IJn making omelettes. 


____--—- 
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LINES TO A VERY OLD AIR. 


In the Sandwich Islands it is death for a man’s mother-in-law to vi-it him 


and may still be prolonged, for there is truth in GARIBALDI'S | without permission. Happy Sandwich Islander:!—Vide Press. 


Who was it, when I first was wed, 
Declared I was her “ dear son Frexp,”’ 
But dida’t mean a word she said ? 

My Mother-in-law 


Who, when our honeymoon was o’«r, 
Came just to stay a week—no more !— 
And proved herself a horrid bore ? 

My Mother-in-law. 


Who—coming for a week to stay— 
Remained serene, day after day, 
And showed no wish to go away? 

My Mother-in-law. 


Who sowed the seeds of married strife 
Between the husband and the wife, 
And brought a blight upon our life ? 

My Mother-in-law. 


Who never lets a quarrel flag ? 
Whose tongue is ne'er too tired to wag ? 
Who taught her daughter how to nag? 

, Mother-in-law. 


Whom would I fain—ah, fain beguile 
To some far-distant Sandwich Isle— 
The infamous old crocodile ? 
My Mother-in-law. 


SINGULAR EEFECT OF THE LATE FROST. 


A VALUED contributor, whose rhymes are generally so fluent that 
we have more than once or twice been compelled to remonstrate with 
him for putting too much water in his ink, writes to inform us that 
the genial current of Lis soul has been frozen up. He had planned, 
he says, a seasonable little poem, which was to have been composed 


in triplets, on the model of Mr. Tennyson's “Two Voices.” Having 
arranged all his rhymes, somehow after the order following— 
eiathcaniniebalane snow siceehianiecinanee aa PEE 
vicgiuaiiadapbaneia throw sricniesciblisiadetian a 
iis detente oh! eS sengesncccensse SUGCROee 


he found, on turning the tap of his imagination, that it refused to run 
at more than the rate of one line forthree. ‘Tne result is curious, and, 
'in a manner, perhaps unintended, striking. We have, it is true, met 
| with something like it before, in a certain work called “‘ Whims and 
Oddities”’; but it would be odd indeed if a whim were not to be 
repeated, say, once and a half in a generation and three-quarters. At 
any rate, here is our chilly contributor’s contribution :— 


“‘No more the steamboats o’er the wide tide glide, 
Or, when the narrow stream is low, go slow: 

Or when the Thames is making slack track, back, 
To keep the vessel off the fore-shore, or, 

Not to be technical, and drop shop, stop. 


No more from London Bridge away may they 
| 
i 





Start, or to Chelsea’s lonely pier steer near! 
The river's all blocked up with ice. Nice price 
To go by road! Though cab and bus cus us 
When twice the sum we on a May day pay 

Is now received with scorn as their bare fare. 


The poet in the public parks marks larks 
Beneath the notice of his pen, when ten 
Shillings is all the cash he’s seen (mean, mean !) 
To spend upon him:elf and some rum chum,"’ 


For charges, he assures you, he has actually been out of pocket, 
sir, in your service, what with cabbing down to Kensington, and 
walking across to Wandsworth, and bussing over to Battersea, and 
giving sixpence to this fellow, and a shilling to tAat, and looking in 
Aere for a drop of brandy-and-water, and pulling up there for a glass 
of ale, and watering the horses incessantly, and I really must say, 
when you come to consider the matter in a fair light, and you ought 
to be well aware that I am not the Poet to ask more than is right and 
is ty that half-a-sovereign in advance for personal expenses will not 
go between two in such weather as this, which has froze Joe's 
nose, though I forgot to bring in those rhymes before, or more. I am 
fully aware, as [ stated in & private note, that my faculties are unfor- 
tunately congealed, for a time. But I must throw myself on your 
kindness and generosity, at this inclement though festive season ; and 
meanwhile I am, dear Sir, your obedient servant, promising on future 

, occasions to write with pith, “Sirs " 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


A ReEtTROSPECTIVE AND BACKWARD GLANCE AT THE SporRTING YEAR 
OF ANNO Domintr 1870. 


Ir is now the commencement of 1871, and asa natural consequence 
the old and effete year of Anno Domini 1870 has passed into oblivion 
and into that bourne from which no dominies return. 

Yes, hail the sweet new year; Foram[ not still here? Still lead- 
ing of the van, And almost now a gentleman! 

That's my idea of verse, none of your long rigmaroles that one can’t 
follow. I must here beg to remind my readers that the word van, as 
expressed in my poetic muse above, has no reference to four-wheeled 
comveyances, springed or otherwise, for the transportation of goods or 
passengers by, the day, week, or hour, at moderate charges, or by the 
job. No; when I took to writing che sporting leaders which have 
astonished the world during the past few years, I gave up the moving 
trade, and though [ still hold my pen as though it were a coal-scoop 
nobody notices that, when the work comes out in all the dignity of 
large type, and though I can’t write straight even yet, that doesn’t 
muh matter to the public. 

The reason I make these remarks, Sir, is because a lot of people in 
their jealousy of my high and elevated, not to say lofty, position as a 
sporting writer standing alone— quite alone, I assure you—have begun 
to imitaté my stile of diction. I call it diction advisedly, because I 
always use a dictionary when I am writing. These parties, finding 
how vain is the attempt to produce such matter as mine, have in their 
dissatisfaction fallen back on the unprincipled plan of talking slight- 
ingly of a man—who though [I say it as shouldn't—isn’t fit to be 
compared with them. 

Yet if their minds to obloquy they turn, They’ll find I'll meet them 
with my gaze so stern, That never more they'll venture to asperse, A 
man as solemn as a funeral hearse. 

Of course the last part is only for the rhyme. 
different cast of countenance as you know. 

But to return to the van; and after that I will go on with the 
retrospective glance backward at the past year. 

The van I mean is,—well it’s not anything that goes on wheels; it’s 
a figure of speech, and as I’ve mislaid my dictionary I can't say 
exactly what. I do know however that 1 lead the van of sporting 
writers—not that I’ve ever seen it—but because I've been told so on 
the authority of a man who looks over my work in the paper upon 
whose circulation the sun never sets—need I say I refer to the 
Diurnal Eleectrum ? 

On mature consideration however I think I will not retrospise. Not 
that I am afraid you would discover anything against me, for you 
can't be always expecting me to give winners; and when I do make 
a mistake I always prove it’s the horse’s fault and not mine. Didn't 
I go for Kingcraft when Macgregor won; and didn’t I say Macgregor 
must walk in when Kingcraft landed? And then didn’t i say 
Macgregor was a “‘ puffed-up impostor’’? And didn't I say Kingcraft 
would win the Leger? And didn’t Hawthornden win’ And—well 
that’s a fair specimen of my last year’s form, so we needn’t go any 
further, especially as my amanuensis (a young man who adds his 
literary ability to my horseracing knowledge) has gone to spend his 
holly days at home, andthe Christmas tide hasn't turned yet to bring 
him back. 


I am of quitea 


Perhaps if it had the foregoing lines might have been a bit | 


different. 
There's an animal entered in each of the Spring handicaps which is 
certain to Win. Yours literarily, 
AUGSPUR. 





Mark-o Spada ! 


A contrMPoRARY states that Dr. CoLttis Browne has invented a 
new spade : 

The back forms, as occasion requires, a spade, a frying pam, era breastplate; the 
hincle can be used as a rest for the rifle, and, imadditiom. it can easily be transtorm- 
edintoa “pick” andan axe. ameorgst the minor details of this novel implement 
are a saw, a hammer, and a matehbex; amd the whole is so light and portable as 
to be easily carried on the march. 
We are inclined to think this implement will puzzle those terrible 
bores, who are always talking about “calling a spade a spade.” We 
give them due notice we are going to buy a sample of themew inven- 
tion ; and if any of them comes worrying us about calling @ spade a 
spade, we shall call our spade into requisition. After a fellow has 
been fried, breastplated, rifled, picked, axed, sawed, hammered, and set 
light to, the probabilities are he’ll leave off calling a spude names. 





Naval News. 


We see there’s a three gun double-screw gunboat in the service 
called the Bullfinch. We beg te suggest that it should receive a new 
nam*. Bullfinch is only appropriate to piping times of peace. 


So ee 


NOTTY POINTS. 


OUNG Luionet Ied out 
his men 
To battle with the 
foe. 
He raised his eword on 
high, and then 
He bade the bugles 
blow. 
The foe had vowed the 
county side 
To waste. He swore 
they should not. 
“ Charge!”’ to his mer- 
ry men he cried. 
They would not! 


And he had thought 
his men-at-arms 
Were braveas light- 
ing cocks, 
Who tound delight in 
war's alarms, 
And liked hard 
thumps and 





Who loved the battle’s fierce array, 
Who still would smite and spare not, 
The boldest warriors of his day. 
They were not! 


“Cravens! ’’ he cried, “aleneI go 
To reap a triumph glorious! 
Alone, will I defeat the foe, 
Alone, return victorious.”’ 
And—if the enemy had but 
Ilis fierce assault withstood not— 
He them in pieces would have cut. 
He could not. 


Back to his castle halls that day 
Had Liongt returned, 

The conqueror in that furious fray, 
What tame he would have earned ! 

He wou!d have won a laurel crown 
Such as won e’en the Cid not! 

Ile would have gained a bright renown. 
He did not. 


Yet still, you say, although he failed, 
lor courage so intense, 

That not a moment e’en it quailed 
Before such odds immense,—- 

lor pluck that bravely fought and fell, 
Shall History, with her quill, not 

Record the name of LioneL +: 
She will not. 





Bound to Bath. 


Tuere are a set of madmen—or lect us say of enthusiasts, it means 
the same thing and is more polite—who even in such weather as this 
bathe in the Serpentine, where the ice is specially broken for them. 
We thought these water Cures were umsurpassable ; but it seems that 
Canada boasts bathers with water-on-the-brain more abnormally 
developed. Baths have been erected above the falls of Niagara 
which :— 

Enable the bather to enjoy the sensation of a plunge—holding a rope, be i: 

understvod—into the rapids of Niagara Though the frst impression appears to be 
that of being torn limb from limb, it is s,id, after getting used to it, to be a 
delightful sensation. 
Tt’s all very well to say “holding a rope’’ but suppose the rop: 
doesn’t hold! Besides a cramp, a momentary spasm even might make 
the bather loosen his grip and then—well, there would be one fool less 
inthe world. People, who go to Bath inthis perilously sensational 
way, ought to have their heads shaved,—and a straight jacket fitted 
on them. 





Polite: Language. 
In answer tu the anxious emgniries of “ Etiqnette’’ we beg to say 
that when a man is said to “‘ take his hoox”’ it does not mean that he 
* follows his bent.”’ 





Too Fast.—How is money soonest wasted! By ducks and-rakes. 
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A Precedent. 


Somznopy wants 
to have Cleopatra's 
Needle brought to 
England and erected 
in honour of one of 


our great generals. 


offers a 
cedent for this, which 
will at once occur 
to our readers when 
we quote the words 
“ Date Obelisk Be- 


lisario.”” 


Grammar. 
“Bsware of the 
Bull” is of course 
wi —— But 
ow would you parse 
the “cow mooed ?”’ 





A Query. 
Wuen “the tide 
serves,” do ite “* wai- 
ters” all wear white 
ties and Berlin 
gloves ? 





Why is biting a 
i like oppo- 
Because 
counter- 


sition? 
it's a 


| action. 
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AIR AND HAIR. 
“ My mother bids me bind my hair” is a charming song. 
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But in these days of chignons it must not be sung with tuo much spirit. 
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Superlatively 
Wise. 

We are informed 
by a philologist of 
of great eminence 
(he lodges in an 
attic) that the super- 
lative belonging to 
the comparative 
‘‘jeer”’ is “ jest.” 


Stranded. 


Ir is said that it 
is impossible tomake 
a ropeof sand. We 
haven’t tried, but 
really we know 
so many “strands ”’ 
ready made for the 
purpose that we 
don’t see the diffi- 
culty. 





Don’t Split. 


Mrs. PrRaamop, 
who has been read- 
ing the _ sporting 
papers lately, says 
she is not sur- 
prised to learn that 
the turf is in a bad 
way, there are s0 
very many “cracks ”’ 
on it. 


| 
| 
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A Precedent. 


Somgnopy wants 
to have Cleopatra's 
Needle brought to 
England and erected 
in honour of one of 
our great generals. 
History offers a pre- 
cedent for this, which 
will at once occur 
to our readers when 
we quote the words 
“Date Obelisk Be- 


lisario.”’ 


Grammar. 
“Beware of the 
Bull” is of course 
the indicative. But 
how would you parse 
the “cow mooed ?”’ 





A Query. 
Wuen “the tide 
serves,’ do its *‘ wai- 
ters’”’ all wear white 
ties and Berlin 
gloves? 





Why is biting a 


sixpence like oppo- 
sition ? Because 
it's a counter- 


action. 
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AIR AND HAIR. 


“ My mother bids me bind my hair” is a charming song. 
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But in these days of chignons it must not be sung with tuo much spirit. 
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Superlatively 
Wise. 

We are informed 
by a philologist of 
of great eminence 
(he lodges in an 
attic) that the super- 
lative belonging to 
the comparative 
‘‘jeer”’ is * jest.” 





Stranded. 


Ir is said that it 
is impossible tomake 
a rope of sand. We 
haven’t tried, but 
really we know 
so many “strands ”’ 
ready made for the 
purpose that we 
don’t see the diffi- 
culty. 





Don’t Split. 


Mrs. Praramop, 
who has been read- 
ing the sporting 
papers lately, says 
she is not sur- 
prised to learn that 
the turf is in a bad 
way, there are s0 
very many “cracks”’ 
on it. 
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THE DEMON SUCCESS, 


GERMANY’S PERIL. 
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| 
SECOND THOUGHTS. | 


Some people seldom think at all, | 
Though fancying they do; 

What thoughts they have are very small, 
And their ideas few! 

A thought if it, by chance, should e’er 
Within their heads be caught, 

Ts cherished with devoted care— 
They want no Second Thought! 


With one, brave thoughts come trooping on, ! 
Like soldiers in review ; 
And, like the ranks when pass’d and gone, 
Are soon forgotten too! 
He never halts Thought's flying feet, 
To see with what ’tis fraught ; 
And so we hardly ever meet 
In him, a Second Thought. 


Another is so diffident, 
And full of doubts and fears, 
That thought to him seems only sent 
For trouble, pain, and tears ! 
He hesitates some act to do, | 
Its reason must be sought— | 
Then puzzles as to what is due’ 
To adverse Second Thought! 


There is a saying, often good, 
But often bad confest— 
A saying little understood— 
That “ Second Thoughts are best.” 
They’re often not so good— but then 
This useful lesson’s taught, 
Well balance, both with speech and pen, 
*Twixt First and Second Thought. 


In life there are so many things | 
Our thoughts to occupy, 
While daily work its duty brings, 
And years go rolling by. | 
With rest and labour, woe and bliss, 
There’s little time for aught 
But little trifles—such as this— 
Which need no Second Thought! 
acai eatin 
| 


A Rider. 
Tue spur of the moment is a capital thing in con- 
nection with a stir-up. 


THE DUFFER’S GUIDE. 


(A Manvat For EveninG Parties.) 


Pxerace.—These rules are intended for the study of young gentle- 
men who can do nothing whatever to promote social festivity at this 
genial season of the year. They will not only exonerate the student 
from the task of amusing his fellow-creatures, but will also exclude 
the possibility of his being invited anywhere a second time. 

1. When the host asks you to dance :—Tell him you never did—never 
could—won’t—shan't! Say that you knew a man who danced 
beautifully in his youth and was transported for life soon afterwards. 
Ask him whether he thinks it consistent with anything like intellect. 
Give him a bit of your mind. Banter him in a cool and unconcerned 
bos about the greengrocer in evening dress who looks after the hats 

overcoats downstairs. ‘Tell him you should like to see Atm dance. 
Have none of his impudence, and end by never dancing at all. 

2. When the hostess implores you to sing :—Sprained your ankle in 
two places. Joke about a lame excuse; then run away and hide 
behind somebody until everything has blown over. Say that the gift 
of song is bestowed unly on the happy -the careless—the free’; and 
that you've got something so awful the matter with you that you 
really can’t manage it. Laugh audibly, and confess that you know a 
song about the merry, merry sunshine, but can only sing it in the 
summer months when oysters are out of season. Left your music at 
home. Anything you like; but, at all events, don't sing. 

3. When anybody asks you to say something funny :—Close the left 
eye suddenly, keeping the right one quite stationary. Incline the 
head slightly upon one shoulder, and thrust the tongue into the cavity 
of either cheek. Place both hands upon the knees, which must be 
extended somewhat by an artistic foreshortening of the legs. When 
the attention of the entire company has become riveted upon your 
every movement, roll your head rapidly from side to side, smile 


— 


Newsboy :—* Evenina 
ANOTHER GREAT GERMAN VICTORY.” 

Mons. Chose :—*‘ Go AWAY VID YOUR PAPER, I am FRENCHMAN.”’ 

Newsboy :— ALL RIGHT, 
GERMANS HA’ GOT A HAWFUL LICKIN’! ” 














ACCOMMODATING. 


PAPER !—TENTH 


EDITION. 


PAPER! EvVgNING 


YER HONOR, HERE'S ANOTHER, WHERE THE 


| naturally, and exclaim with much liveliness (as if the notion had only 


just struck you)—“ Here we are again!’’ If they don't like it, let 
them go. 

4. When the beloved one sits next you at supper :—¥Eat nothing, except 
while her deep and expressive eyes are turned another way. If the 
eyes remain too long averted, you can recall them by gently nudging 
their owner and suggesting the joint explosion of a bon-bon. At the 
moment of detonation she will probably struggle to repress a shriek ; 
upon which you can declare that she runs no risk so long as you are 
there to protect her. You may also assume despondency and absence 
of mind. Offer the beloved one mustard with tipsy-cake, spill the 
salt in her champagne, et cetera. 

5. When the entire company urges you to go home :—Say that you 
shan't if you don’t like. They be hanged! (Observations on’ the 
freedom of England and liberty of the subject. Attempt metaphysics, 
but shut up if an obvious and painful failure. Sing a little song about 
not going home until the appearance of daylight. Try to quote an 
epitaph beginning with “ Hic jacet.’” After pronouncing the first 
word with emphasis you can say that you don’t know any more Latin 
and don’t wish to. Leave the room with dignity if not with steadiness. 

6. Wien the man gives you your hat and over-coat:—Tell him you are 
excessively sorry that you have only a three-shilling piece in your 
pocket, and you can see by the look of his eyes that he has no change. 
Enquire affectionately after his wife and family. If he assumes az 
insolent demeanour, hit him violently somewhere near the nose. 
then order a five-wheeled cab, and inform the driver that you engage 
by the century. Tell him to take you all round the Zodiac and by no 
means to knock his head against the Equator. 

7. When you get home :—Go to bed and sleep soundly and innocently 
until the day after to morrow. 


Wuyis an arrest like newly-pitched palings? Because it makes 
one “tarry.” 
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Ease and Disease. 


A Chip of the Old Block. 
“ chopping ™ boy ; that ome's really bound t are afte bic. fmcs the ceciime of Gey beiegs co 6 copeumptics of 





Proverbial Phoolosophy. 
vs all very well to advise to “strike the ree whew X's bot. 
bet they bad better bold them bands of if they Gost wart the 
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JANUARY 14, 


< 
. 


SoME |] 
Tho 
What 
And 
A thot 
Witl 
Is cher 
The: 
With c 
Like 
And, li 
Are 
He nev 
Tos 
And so 
In hi 


Anothe 
And 
That tl 
For ' 
He hes 
Its Tr 
Then p 
Toa 
There i 
But « 
A sayir 
That 
They’r 
This 
Well b: 
"Twi 
In life 
Our 1 
While « 
And : 
With re 
Ther: 
But litt 
Whic 


THE spur 0 
nection with a 


PREFACE.—1 
men who can d 
genial season 0 
from the task 
the possibility 

£1. When the 
could—won’t-- 
beautifully in ] 
Ask him whetl 
Give him a bit 
way about the 
amd overcoats 
Have none of 


2. When the 
two places. J 
behind somebot 
of song is best 
that you've go 
really can’t mé 
song about th 
summer month: 
hame. Anythi 


». When any 
eyg suddenly, 
head slightly u 
of either cheek 
extended some’ 
the attention c 
every moveme! 





——————————— 


ANUARY 14, 1871.| 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 


Some people seldom think at all, 
Though fa cying they do; 

What thoug? ts they have are very small, 
And their ‘deas few! 

A thought if it, by chance, should e’er | 
Within their heads be caught, 

Is cherished with devoted care— | 
They want no Second Thought! 


With one, brave thoughts come trooping on, } 
Like soldiers in review ; 
And, like the ranks when pass’d and gone, 
Are soon forgotten too! 
He never halts Thought's flying feet, 
To see with what ‘tis fraught ; 
And so we hacdly ever meet 
In him, a Second Thought. | 


Another is so Aiffident, 
And full of doubts and fears, 
That thought to him seems only sent 
For trouble. pain, and tears ! | 
He hesitates some act to do, 
Its reason nust be sought— | 
Then puzzles «s to what is duc’ 
To adverse Second Thought! 


There is a saying, often good, 
But often bad confest— 
A saying little understood- 
That “ Secoad Thoughts are best.”’ 
They’re often aot so good— but then | 
This useful esson’s taught, 
Well balance, voth with speech and pen, | 
*Twixt First and Second Thought. 


In life there are so many things 
Our thoughis to occupy, 

While daily work its duty brings, 
And years go rolling by. 

With rest and \ubour, woe and bliss, 
There’s little time for aught 

But little triflee—such as this— 
Which need no Second Thought! 
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A Rider. 
‘HE spur of the roment is a capital thing in con- 
tion with a stir-up. 


THE DUFFER'S GUIDE. 


(A Manvat ror Evenaxo Panties.) 


REFACE.—These rules are intended for the study of young gentle- | 


. who can do nothing whatever to promote social festivity at this 
jal season of the yar. They will not only exonerate the student 
nthe task of amusing his fellow-creatures, but will also exclude 
possibility of his being invited anywhere a second time. 

When the host asks you to dance :-—Tell him you never did—never 
d—won’t--shan't! Say that you knew a man who danced 
itifully in his youta and was transported for life soon afterwards. 


him whether he thinks it consistent with anything like intellect. | 
Banter him in a cool and unconcerned | 


e him a bit of your mind. 
about the greengrocer in evening dress who looks after the hats 
overcoats downsturs. ‘Tell him you should like to see Aim dance. 
e none of his impu lence, and end by never dancing at all. 

When the hostess implores you to sing :—Sprained your ankle in 

places. Joke about a lame excuse; then run away and hide 
nd somebody until everything has blown over. Say that the gift 
yng is bestowed orly on the happy -the careless—the free’; and 


you've got sometiing so awful the matter with you that you | 


ly can’t manage it. Laugh audibly, and confess that you know a 
; about the merry, merry sunshine, but can only sing it in the 
mer months when oysters are out of season. Left your music at 
e. Anything you like; but, at all events, don't sing. 

When anybody ass you to vay something funny :—Close the left 
suddenly, keeping the right one quite stationary. Incline the 


slightly upon one shoulder, and thrust the tongue into the cavity | 


ther cheek. Tlacc both hands upon the knees, which must be 
nded somewhat by an artistic foreshortening of the legs. When 
attention of the entire company has become riveted upon your 
y movement, roll your head 


Newsboy :-—** Evenine 
ANOTHER GREAT GERMAN VICTORY.” 


Mons. Chose :—‘* Go AWAY VID YOUR PAPER, I am FRENCHMAN.”’ 
Newsboy :—“‘ ALL RIGHT, YER HONOR, HERE'S ANOTHER, WHERE THE 
GFERMANS HA’ GOT A HAWFUL LICKIN 


_not going home until the appearance of daylight. 


epitaph beginning with “ Hic jacet.” 


_ by the century. 


rapidly from side to side, smile | 
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ACCOMMODATING. 


PAPER! EVENING PAPEBR!—TENTH EDITION. 


>9 99 


| naturally, and exclaim with much liveliness (as if the notion had only 
| just struck you)—“ Here we are again!” 
| them go. 


If they don’t like it, let 


4. When the beloved one sits next you at supper :—Eat nothing, except 
while her deep and expressive eyes are turned another way. If the 
eyes remain too long averted, you. can recall them by gently nudging 
their owner and suggesting the joint explosion of a bon-bon. At the 
moment of detonation she will probably struggle to repress a shriek ; 
upon which you can declare that she runs no risk so long as you are 
there to protect her. You may also assume despondency and absence 
of mind. Offer the beloved one mustard with tipsy-cake, spill the 
salt in her champagne, et cetera. 

5. When the entire company urges you to go home :—Say that you 
shan't if you don’t like. They be hanged! Observations on’ the 
freedom of England and liberty of the subject. Attempt metaphysics, 
but shut up if an obvious and painful failure. Sing a little song about 
Try to quote an 
After pronouncing the first 
word with emphasis you can say that you don’t know any more Latin 
and don’t wish to. Leave the room with dignity if not with steadiness. 

6. When the man gives you your hat and over-coat:—Tell him you are 
excessively sorry that you have only a three-shilling piece in your 
pocket, and you can see by the look of his eyes that he has no change. 
Enquire affectionately after his wife and family. If he assumes an 
insolent demeanour, hit him violently somewhere near the nose. 
then order a five-wheeled cab, and inform the driver that you engage 
Tell him to take you all round the Zodiac and by no 
means to knock his head against the Equator. 

7. When you get home :—Go to bed and sleep soundly and innocently 
until the day after to morrow. 


Wury is an arrest like newly-pitched palings? Because it makes 
one * tarry.” 
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THE SKATEO-SHOOTIFIC ADVENTURES OF MR, POPSMASH. 
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Popsmash says ‘* Why net combine the two amusements ?”’ A splendid idea: away—away Enormous success! He brings down his’ bird. 
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Another enormous euccess. Wonderful instance of the sagacity of the “ friend of man.” Owing to the severity of the cold, the faithful 
creature is frozen to his inaster’s coat. 
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A surgical operation is required. (Siamese Twins, A frozen dog and a tailless man were seen urging They were Popsmash and his faithful hound 
please note.) their wild career. hurrying to home and hot water. 
A Chip of the Old Block. Ease and Disease. 


We know a beautiful Benedick whose wife has presented him with | Ovr cheery bagman tells us that phthisis is catching, for he always 
such a “chopping” boy ; that one’s really bound to axe after him. finds the decline of day brings on a consumption of spirits at night.; 


Proverbial Phoolosophy. Trrxey is called the sick man ; but Egypt should be called the old 


| Tr’s all very well to advise people to “strike the iron when it's hot,” W0™4n. Why? Because it’s a-Nile. 
| but they had better hold their hands off if they don’t want them W uy do monkeys in small menagerie cages die so soon? Because 
| burnt. they have been used to better climbs. 


| 
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THE LESSON OF THE LIFEBOAT. 


The life-boat Huddersfield, stationed at Hasborough, Norfolk. and the Grocers’ 
life-boat, at Mundesley, on the same coast, both ef which boats belong to the 
National Life boat Institution, were happily the means, on!Christmas day, during 
bitterly cold weather and in a heavy sea, of saving the lives of thirteen men, from 
the wrecked brig Minerva, of Seaham, and Schooner Flora, of Margate. 


Ou, Christmas Day 
Is blithe and gay, 
While loving-cups we’re pouring, 
And while we quaff 
We sing and laugh, 
And the great Yule-log is roaring. 


When kith and kin 
All gather in 
Around the fire together, 
And quite forget 
The cold and wet, 
The snow, and frosty weather. 


But Christmas Day 
Far—far away 
Beside the ocean hoary, 
On England’s coast 
May fairly boast 
A purer, higher glory. 


When heavy'n was black 
With flying wrack 

And high the waves were dashing, 
Far o’er the tide 
The boatman spied 

A cannon’s fitful flashing. 


And well they knew 
A hapless crew,— 
To sure destruction drifting 
Mid breakers’ roar— 
For aid from shore 
Were piteous prayers uplifting. 


Through sleet and spray, 
Away - away! 

They launch the Life Boat boldly, 
Though billows vast 
O’ertop the mast, 

And icy winds blow coldly. 


At risk of life, 
A noble strife 
With gale and billow waging, 
The storm they braved— 
The crew they saved 
From bafiled ocean’s raging. 


Think, landsmen, then 
We boast brave men 
Who will with courage steady 
Do deeds like these— 
Where’er you please 
To have the Lifeboat ready ! 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Tue projectors and producers of National Nursery Rhymes aud 
Nursery Songs (NovELLO AnD Co., RoUTLEDGE AND Sons), really deserve 
a medal. The book is a work of art in every way, and one that will 
educate and elevate the tastes of our children. Parents and 
guardians will be doing a duty as well as conferring a pleasure by 
purchasing it for their young folks. 
good, the music is pleasing, and the pictures are admirable. 

The Stereoscopic Company contributes a box of magical tricks for 
the amusement of the youngsters home for the holidays. 
not difficult to perform and not easy to detect; and what more can 
conjuring tricks be? 

Now that we have lost Mapame Crxeste from the stage, it is 
pleasant to see that an excellent photograph of her has been taken by 
Mr. CuHar.tEs WartEINs which will enable us to recall at any time the 
features of an old public friend and favourite. 


Immense Slaughter. 


A PARTY at a penny reading hearing something about “ the dead of 
night” said that at his lodgings they averaged about twenty, and 
would be more if he could only catch all Of them that bit him. This 
party, we may observe, is not a poet. 








The rhymes old and new are | 


They are | 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Kine Amapevs landed at Carthagena. Js he to be the Amadeus er 
machina ? = French general resigned. When will all Frenchmen be 
resigned—to their fate ? = Man killed by mob for beating his wife in 
the Commercial Road. Verdict: Ought to have done it quietly at 
home. = Prussians scuttle another collier. Evidently “on the scoop.”’ 
— Garotters flogged at Birmingham. Immense credit to civilization. 
= Artilleryman at Woolwich, in a drunken dispute on religious sub- 
jects, began proselytizing with the poker. This method of making 
converts is too old-fashioned. — Lieutenant of Marines dismissed the 
service for desertion. A homceopathic sentence. = Spaniards object 
because their new king doesn’t know the Spanish language. Can 
anyone tell us the Spanish for “idiots ?’? — Mont Cenis tunnel com- 
pleted on Christmas Day. The greatest bore of the season. = Man at 
the Victoria Theatre raised a cry of “ Fire.’”” Deserved to be extin- 
guished— under the pump. — General Schenk, new American Minis- 
ter, is to reopen Alabama question. Schenk you for nothing! — 
Prussians outside Paris begin shelling. Let us hope the product of 
the shells will be Pease. — Great manufacture of sausages for the 
army at Berlin. French papers say the Prussians are getting the 
wurst of it. — Greemwich asks Gladstone to resign. So much the 
worse for Greenwich! — I’rost breaks up. We thawed it wouldn't 
last. — Mr. Carlyle argues in favour of prose, and nothing but e. 
There are some cons however. = Spani say they don’t like a 
foreigner for king. Can't help it. Natives are too wise to go in for 
that line of business. = “ Aristocratic Composure.’’ Duke of New- 
castle’s creditors accept a composition. = Fort Noisy is silenced. 
Curious contradiction in terms: = Another levy of troops for Prussian 
army. Talk about British reserve after that! — Faidherbe wins a 
victory. Faidherbe is dispersed. Usual result of French victories. 
= They are beginning to eat rats in Paris. Good thing for the 
Daily Telegraph people that they are not in Paris. = Another meeting 
at Cannon-street. Mr. Merriman competes with the other clowns of 
the season. 
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An Unsaturdayfactory Statement. 


Tux Saturday Review, while condemning the Union Bank Directors 
for their antimatrimonial meddling, makes an excuse for them in 
these terms :— 

Nobody calls a private person tyrannical for preferring an unmarried cook ora 

a butler ** without incumbrances,” and the bank Directors, if they please, may take 
the same course. 
The cases are not parallel. A private person may fairly object to 
have part of his house occupied by a married servant with a family. 
It is a very different thing from employing some one in an oflice for 
certain hours a day. 


Guswers to Correspondents, 


| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
| responsible for loss.J 


Never-Say-D1ie.— Well, we never do say “die '’—except to a rich rela- 
| tive who has made a will in our favour ;—and he doesn’t mind it. But if 
| you would kindly call on him and read over the “ jokes’ you sent us it 

might have the desired effect. 
.— We don't know much about Natural History, but we think it likely 
that a ** Crocodi'e's-tears ” with his tail—like any other fish! 

JusTiT1A.—Your *f Ode to Neutrality’ is very properly written on both 

sides. At the same time let us tell you that MSS. written on both sides of 
the paper are of no possible use to us. We may even add, that the same 
remurk applies to a great many that are written on one side only. 

_ KR. S.—Thank you, we don’t fling rotten eggs. We leave that for pious 
partisans like yourself. Good morning. 

G. H. (Cheapside).—For your “original” conundrum, see our first 
| Almanac, new series. 
| H. (Regent’s-road, Bow Common).—You seem to see fun in blasphemy. 
| We'll bet you don’t see blasphemy in Fun. 

J. W.S. (Ealing).—You are too flattering for publication. 

C. West (Lower Norwood).—That for lorne joke still! It is to be 
| hoped that the Prince of Wales’ Presidency at the Earlswood dinner will 
| bring funds to the Idiot Asylum. They are clearly needed. 

| Locat Sxercues, No, 4.—Unsuitable. We wish correspondents who 
_ require answers would abstain from signing with monograms. 

- B. (Pimlico).—A good suggestion. 





W. B.—“ The Home Noose’’ awaits your call for home consumption. 

ARMOURER.—We won't trust you to make harness for heroes or horses. 
But there be quadrupeds— 

McK. (Canoabury).— Thanks. 

F. B. (Wilts).—Has been utilised. 

Declinei with thanks:—H. P. G., Liverpool; — Love; Paddington ; 
Late Archbishop ; G, Old Kent-road ; B. B.; Little Fun; H., Ardingly; 
Hardup; G. G., Shields; — Kingstown; C. Leven; A. M. A.; D. W., 
Edinburgh; L., North Audley-street ; R. 8.; R., Gloueester Crescent. 
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GOLDEN HAIR. 


Artist :—“ H’m—rine HAIR! BgravtTirut cotourk Do ExAcTLY FoR MY OPHELIA.” 
Model :—“ Fing natn! So iT ovGut To BE, I sHovLp say. IT COST ME TWO POUND FIVE!” 








| 
CHATS ON THE MAGS. | bound. The same may be said of the proposition to mix up with the | 
' advertisements pictures belonging to the magazine. 
JANUARY. | ; . , 
ioe . . | The Gentleman’s Journal is a good number, and contains an instal- 
London Society is a good number as a whole, though the introduction | mont of an excellent and useful map of “The Defences of England.” 

of pictures without any accompanying letter press strikes us as hardly 
an improvement. Terhaps too there 1s a little too much essay and not 
enough story this month. ‘The Flaneur”’ is a welcome revival, 





though how Mr. Yarzs can keep it up in a monthly form we are Tuat sea Moss Farine’s very new we all own, 
curious to see. ar caer ; a ; Its flavour is sweet as Verbena: 

_The Era Almanac, while it maintains all its utility for the profession, Still it must be inferior to Eau de Cologne, 
gives the general reader a fair share of the dulce in its pleasant little For that’s by Jean Marie Fariner. 
papers by eminent writers. 


Once a Week has a feeble frontispiece, and contains rather too many . “ae as 
serial papers, consequently fookien variety. Mr. Asue seems out of an is a sheet of ice like the page of a book? Because it’s sledge- 
his el in he: = , , . ih e. 
ements in hexameters—at any rate these lines don't look like A Hint ror University Laps.—How to have the advantage of 


poetry :— the proctor: Cap him. 


| 
| 
Comparative Merit. | 
| 





The lisp of waves that are quiet, 
Seabeat rocks, fantastic with all the wear of the ages. 


Sunset. Glamour. Stars. The mystic murmurs of nature. . : ; 
English Society having—“not on cempulsion, Hal"’—altered its | NOTICE.—Now ready, the Nineteenth Half-yearly Volume of FUN, being 
THE TWELFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. ) 


cover, still maintains a strong family likeness to London Society ; but 
itis amusing enough. We don’t see the advantage of puttingone of | Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d.; post free, 5s. ; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 


the illustrations on the cover, as it must be lost when the volume is | Also, Reading Cases, 1s. 64. each. | 


| 








i8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENTS. i 


MR. STREETER 


(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated | 


I8- CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. | 


From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


37, CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. | 
; STEAM WORKS—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. | 


The New Illustrated Catalogue, bound in cloth, Free for Two Stamps. 
Printed by JUDD & CO., Phenix Works, 8t, Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-street, E.C, —London: January 14, 1871, 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 202. 


Tue wind to warmer quarter veers ; 
The ice breaks up and disappears ; 

The shroud, that lately wrapt the scene, 
Is gone: again the fields are green ; 
The skater heaves a long-drawn sigh? 
And sadly lays his irons by. 


1. Full in his face the rain and sleet 
Tn never-ending torrent beat ; 
Still on he rode, nor turned aside 
But swam the swollen river's tide. 
And when he reached his home, I wis, 
By early morning, he was this. 


2. When Tam o’SHANTER 
Spurred into a canter 
The gray mare he bestraddled, 
The witches flew out 
With a gruesome shout 
And after bold Tammie skedaddled. 


3. About BerrHoven and Mozart 
When Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
Begin to talk in terms of art, 
It’s probable they'll mention me. 


4. The fussy tug, with snort and scream, 
It’s course did onward bear ; 
And behind it, floated on the stream 

The grand old Témeéraire. 
No more to brave 
The stormy ware — 

The grand old Téméraire. 

Sotvution oF Acrostic No. 200.—Snow, Culd: Sara- 
cenic, Nardoo, Ordeal, Wold. 


Correct SOLUTIONS oF AcROsTIC No. 200, RECEIVED JAN. 11.— 
D. E. H.; Con; Ruby’s Ghost; Paddy; Gray’s-Inn; Biddy and 


SE 


Potter. 


Wanted a Turnover. 


Tue gentleman who has arrived at “the sere and 
yellow leaf’ would like to turn over a new one, and 
begin his little book again. 


A Never-failing remedy for Cold within :—“ Cold 
without.” 





A CARD. | 

TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. | 

Srr,— Literature is my profession, for years I have lived by it, and | 
as all literary men are brothers, I dare say you will be proud to make | 
y acquaintance when I inform you that to me the world is indebted | 


r that soul-stirring and famous music: hall ditty which runs thus :-— | 


m 
fo | 
Twas on a beauteous summer morning, 
Several hours before the day had begun dawning, 
That a young man gave his landlady warning, | 
For the very simple fact that she his togs had been pawning, 

| 


And he was a jolly dog. 


The landlady was all in a flutter, | 
And she fell down a flight of stairs with the bread and butter. | 
At the poor servant girl she was heard for to mutter, | 
Who couldn't reply because of her stutter, | 


[Norr.—This last word can be altered to “impediment,” or tongue — 
tying,” or ‘‘stammer,’ and will be sure to cause great laughter. | 
Though she was a jolly dog 
: I also wrote the. famous tiger comic ballad which had such a run. 
t goes— 
Come all you folks that loves a lark, 
I'll tell you of a spree, 
I was goyng out t’other night with my pals after dark 
And they was a-going with me. 


You will, of course, see by the foregoing lines that I am the literary | 
man you want— your verses are 89 dry, while mine are really comic, | 


and with the assistance of a broad brimmed hat and cutaway coat 

always make a sensation. Now, I'll give you a good offer. l’ll do 

the poetry in Fvuw for half as much again as you pay now, on condi- 

tion that you put my name to it. Answer yes or no at once and 

oblige SparkiinG Portwine Harry. 
[No.—£d. ] 


A P.eonasm in Theatrical Nomenclature: The Veau de Veal. 
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IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


No. 6.—“ The remarkable silence of the cat tribe in their step is one of their most 
leading characteristics.” —BUFFON. 








LUKEWARM. 


Ir is cracked through and through or is broken, 
This heart that still tenants my breast ; 
Since the words that may ne’er be unspoken 
Were breathed by my brightest and best. 
The most wretched of men you behold me, 
With Hope newly torn from his clutch ; 
For the lips of my Lucy have told me 
She loves me “a little— not much.”’ 


It was cruelly kind to present me 
This ringlet, her carte, and a glove: 
It was not in such gifts to content me— 
The gift that I sought was her love. 
But I fear that my Lucy possesses 
A heart that no passion can touch, 
When she frankly and fairly confesses 
She loves me “a little—not much.” 


Shall I brood on my grief like a Rovssgav, 
Or find a new partner for life ? 
Shall I imitate Ronrnson Crusoe 
Or Ca:.ers in Search of a Wife ? 
What an end for the hopes that supported 
My steps through the world like a crutch, 
To be told by the dear one I courted 
She loves me ‘a little—not much!” 





A Good Reason. 


An American paper alleges that Louisville, Oregon, is the quietest 
town in the United States. It adds “there are but three women in 
it.” Enraged at this insulting libel on the fair sex, we at once 
telegraphed to Louisville, regardless of expense, to enquire if the three 
ladies would sit down quietly under such an accusation. The answer 
we have received is that the three ladies live several miles apart; 
that one of them is deaf, another is dumb, and the third is bedridden. 
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FUN OFF.CE, Wednesday, Jan. 18th, 1871. 


KING COLD. 


Great King Cold 
Is a warrior old: 
He rules o’er the realms of snow. 
He is marching forth 
From his lair in the north,— 
You can hear his clarion blow, 
Where the keen wind pipes o'er the frozen seas 
And the dead and shrouded wo?”. 
And the banner he flings to the icy breeze 
Ts the yellow fog-wreath's fold, 
He is coming great Kinz Cold! 


He has come where the focs are met, 
Before the starved and leaguered town. 
His flag in the frosty ground is set, 
And he flings his ringing gauntlet down. 


Ani he laughs, the great King Cold, 
At the French and German nations; 
As he cries “* Your fathers in days of old 
Lacked much of your civilisations. 
For when my trumpet blew, 
And when my banner flew, 
From camp and leaguer, watch and fray, 
For winter they withdrew. 
They would not stay 
For me 'to slay 
As I now am slaying you!” 
And so in the hours of frost and dark, 
He deals his bitter blows, 
And side by side, so stiff and stark, 
Sinkdown both friends and foes— 
The coward and the bold! 
’Tis his joy to strike 
At all alike 
That grim old chicf—King Cold. 


AN ODDITUARY. 


We have to regret—but when we say “ we,’’ we mean ou. readers | 


| 
| 


{ 


rather than ourselves—the sudden and even unexpected demise of , 
itrty Tompkins (whose name as connected with the opening and | 
arrangement of our letters has been mentioned in our ‘ Answers to | 


Correspondents 
upon aan attacks of ‘‘ Head-scenter’’ of an aggravated kind, but 


we hoped to drag him through—by his hair, if not otherwise—when 
we were informed of the approaching marriage of the Princess LovisE 
to the heir of the Duke or ArGyLtt. When that fact became public, 
Jim (see above for correct name) was attacked by it, in a confluent 
form. About Christmas he began to refuse aliment in any other shape 
than that of roast beef and plum pudding; and we regret to add was 
found under our table last week, grasping in one hand a morsel of 
mincepie and in the other a fragment of a joke, bearing the words 
‘all for-Lorne.”? The latter fraction has been placed in the hands of 
the police, who are “confident they are on the track of the guilty 
person,”’ so that he is pretty safe to get off. We hope that those who 


’).* He had long been in a bad way, consequent | 


sympathise with us in our loss of this promising child will call. We. 


were often tempted to murder him, and we’ll try to make them do. 


Like Winking. 

Tue following seems to throw some light on the obscure statement 
that “(a nod is as good as a wink to a blind horse.’’ We confess 
however we don’t see what light, ourselves :— 

Here is the wav to tell a horse’s age: After the horse is nine years o!d, a wrinkle 

comes on the evelid at the uj per corner of the lower lid, and every year thereafter 
he has one well defined wrinkle for each year of his age over nine. If, forinstance, a 
horse has three wrinkles, he is twelve. Add the number of wrinkles to nine, you 
will always get his age. 
This is a wrinkle indeed, and will enable one to estimate the years of 
a gift horse without looking in his mouth, which is not polite, and 
what’s more not always safe with a strange animal. At the same time 
we may as well add that we believe the writer of the above paragraph, 
while penning it, wrinkled jis eyelid pretty considerable. In fact he 
wunk with his left eye solemnly. ‘‘ How is that for heye?’’ as the 
Americans say. 


Tue best day to go shopping: Choose day. 

















by a reference to a number some six weeks back (to be had on application with 
stamps, at this office), will be able to learn the right name, and regret accordingly. 





* Weare not quite sure whether the name is “‘ Billy Tompkins ’’—but our readers, | 


| 
| 
| 
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THE KING OF BRENTFORD. 


[4 humble attempt to naturalise one of our numerous French refugees— 1. 
Roi @ Yvetot.] 


Gxeat Brentford once 4 king possessed 
(He’s not in History written), 
Iie got up late, went soon to rest, 
And slept, by fame unbitten. 
His brows no golden circlet bore, 
A cotton nightcap nothing more— 
He wore! 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 


He, in his palace, built of mud, 
Through four meals daily scrambled. 
Upon an ass of no rare blood 
His kingdom through he ambled. 
His faith was cheerful, simple, sound— 
Ilis trustiest body-guard he found 
A hound. 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 


Extravagance was not his bent, 
Though he'd a chronic dryness. 
Yet since he gave them all content, 
None grudged drink to His Highness. 
Hie no exciseman kept, I wot, 
But levied on each cask—and got— 
A pot. 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 


To Beauty he was never blind, 
Although no more a laddie. 
He was so fatherly and kind 
His subjects called him “ Daddy.”’ 
His troops, ne'er sent to warfare stark, 
Had oft in shooting at a mark 
A lark! 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 


This good man ne’er from neighbour-state 
Annexed a contribution, 
A model he to rulers great, 
Made mirth his Constitution. 
His subjects’ eyes—unused to swim 
With tears—/rst, when they buried him, 
Grew dim! 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 


Of this old king of pure renown 
The portrait is preserved now. 
As tavern-sign in Brentford town 
For ages it has served now. 
On holidays from far and near 
Tne folks come there and swig their beer, 
And cheer! 
Oh, ho, ho, ho! Ah, how absurd! 
A pretty monarch on my word— 
My word! 





Flare up! and Drat ‘‘ The Union.”’ 

We are not surprised to hear that banking-clerks, when they dis- 
cuss the notorious ukase on the great Marriage question, agree to 
dispense with the monosyllable to which they are so well accustomed 
—* dis,” 


Off the Rail. 


Ir is altogether an error to suppose that the Commissioners appointed 
to enquire into the truck system are competent to pronounce upon the 


tramroad question. 


Defeat of General Chanzy. 


The efforts of GENERAL Cuanzy, like the efforts of all the generals of 
France since the war began, have resulted in General Mischanc(z)y. 
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HONEST CRITICISM. 


[THe success of Mr. Harn Friswetu’s recently published work 
emboldens the present author to give a few of his literary remini- 
scences to the reading world. If not quite so interesting as a novel 
in penny numbers they are at all events as true as Truth itself. ] 


TENNYSON is not at all the man that his works would lead you to 
expect. He loves beer, and smokes like the funnel of a Citizen steam- 
boat. You should see his coat when he goes out for a long walk in 
the country. Such acoat! and yet I’ve told him a dozen times if I’ve 
told him ence to send it somewhere and get fresh braid and buttons. 
He talks about his genius, too; but, says [, give me braid and buttons. 

The only thing [ don’t like about Mr T. Carty e is that he talks 
too:much. Just set him on—anything you like—and I can’t get a 
word in edgeways. For the gift of the gab [ should back Tom against 
Brrry GuapsTone or Jack Bricut, each of which eminent speakers I 
have heard at our club and appreciated. Carty e is all for Germany 
just. now, and that’s why we ain’t such bosom friends as we were 
before. 

I know Swinzurne. It was a great loss to society when young 
ALGERNON got married and became a sedate family man. [I like 
respectability very well in its way, but a two or a three of warm gin 
with animated and intellectual conversation is anything but bad. 
“Arey,” said I, on meeting this distinguished poet in Bond-street the 
other day, “‘ that waistcoat is rather too large for you.’’ I expected 
one of his bitterly cynical repartees in reply to my deserved sarcasm, 
but he merely smiled and passed on. 

Srvuart Mitt is an old and valued friend of mine. I once asked 
him whether he was a close relation to any of the Srvuarts who 
reigned over England some time ago. He gave me no verbal answer, 
but you should have seen his look ; it was worth a photograph to say 
the very least of it. I always like to tackle Mitt about his political 
economy; he writes very well about it, but in friendly conversation 
he is no match for the nimble individual who now addresses you. 

Another man that’ I know and esteem is Ronert Browninc. Simple 
as a boy, just like ‘his poems. No humbug about Bon. We talk 
about the weather, Bopand I do. He isa master of this absorbing 
subject. Full of epigram is Bon, and I always give him as good as he 


brings. 
I know Tcrrer anda lot of other clever people. Some day I shall 


tell you all about them. Live in hopes, please. 


A Nursery Note. | 


WueEn people see a child | 
bandy-legged they are apt 
to attribute the defect to its 
being “ put to its feet” too 
soon. They forget that the 
habit may have been ac- 
quired even earlier. A baby 
sometimes gets its (s) waddle- 
in’ clothes, we believe. 





A Pattern. 


Fancy-work too often 
leads to a neglect of real 
work. How often do chil- 
dren go in rags, because 
their mothers are tatters! 





Enthusiastic. 


We know a painter so de- 
voted to art, that he spends 
all the day in his study, and 
retires every night to his 
pallet. 





An Embrace. | 

Wary can you bracket a 
tooth-ache and its remedy. 
Because one’s a rack and | 
the other a console. | 








Archeological. 

Ir is a curious fact that 
not one of the beds in John 
o’Groat’s house can boast a A WT 
tester. | RSs 





WHEN is a chicken like | 
credit ?>— When it’s trussed. | (eq 7 ‘niall 


_ 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


MANTBUPFEL gives Faidherbe the lie. Faidherbe does ditto to Man- 
teuffel. The truth probably dies between the two. — Inundation at 
Rome; rather too impartial to be taken. by either side as a special 

judgment. But it will be—by both!=- Lord Derby talked sense 
| about Our Defences. But then he was not talking to the House of 
| Peers. — French lady says in Daily News that Eaglish ladies don’t 
know how to cook. English ladies show their powers of. guizzin’. 
Clearly, British female is not meant t> be roasted. Cannibals, plese 
note. — General Trochu proclamates. Pity, he stops at that! 
Generals might fight sometimes. — Greenwich washes its hands of 
petition asking Gladstone to resign. So much the better for Green- 
wich! = Released Fenians depart. Bar Halpin, who‘refases on “legal 
Not worth a Ha’pin-ny! — Bombardment bringing Paris 
Mens sana in corpore, Seine, oh! — Frost over. Plenty 
It was so hard lately, we had to go for it with a pick- 
axe. — More Cannon-street meetings. The great guns are loud. 
Blank cartridge! — Chinese atrocities at Hunau. Who knows where 
it is? = Army of the Loire boasts it has still some Chanzys left. 


grounds.” 
to its senses. 
of soft water. 





From Paris, Direct. 


Our special correspondent in Paris tells us a good story. He says 
that he went to dine at a restaurant the other day. He had a frugal 
repast, but when it came to paying he found its price most exorbitant, 
By a prompt measure he compelled the proprietor to reduce the sum 
by one-half. He told him, in fact, if he did not, he would go to 
GENERAL Trocuu and have him “ requisitioned’? as a war horse for 
the heavy cavalry. You don’t see it? Why he was such a high- 
charger. 


Making their Deboos. 

Tue three elephants at the Jardin des Plantes have been sold to M. 
Desoos, butcher, of the Boulevard Haussinann. Provisions would seem 
from this fact to be nearly at an end in Paris—at any rate food is 
truncated, it has run so short. 

WHEN does a pass deserve to be styled a gorge ?—When it’s of a 
ravine-ous nature. 


THE PRIDE OF SPAIN. 


; _  UCH has been said in days of yore 
‘Tl About the pride whick Spaniards claim. 
The days of Spanish pride are o’er, 

The land has nothing now but shame 
Her flag is stained— her scutcheon dim 
And blotted with the blood of Pam. 


He freed her from a rule of wrong ; 
In battle brave, in council great, 
With courage high and purpose strong 
He steered the storm-tost ship of State ; 
That ship had ne’er contrived to swim 
Save for its skilful pilot, Prams. 


Through troublous times he led the way 
And held a guiding torch on high ; 

He might have ruled with royal sway 
But put the crown seranely by ; 

No thoughts ambitious dwelt with him 

The purely patriotic Par. 


But patiently he ever sought 

A ruler for his native land ; 
For that he pondered and he thought, 

For that he laboured and he planned. 
Though storms might threaten— skies look dim, 
Undaunted still was gallant Pri. 


At length his toil had its reward ; 
At length a king is found for Spain : 
But freedom won, and peace restored, 
The martyred statesman blood must stain ! 
The cup of guilt o'erflows its brim 
When grateful Spain has murdered Par. 


Young monarch, on your new-found throne, 
By heart the bitter lesson learn 
Which by the patriot’s death is shown! 
To shame the pride of Spain must turn, 
For, hark! through loud triumphal hymna 
There swells the requiem of Par. 
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VATERLANDERS. 


1, The pious William—why don’t they canonize him ? 2. ““Fgo et rex meus.” 6. The wonders of the air. ; : : 
' 3. Hans Schmidt—warrior and cheesemonger of the Vaterland. “Ah, how goes | 7..The Herzog von Boschenschlossenstein and his hereditary grand cousins at 


4, German strategy—in ambush. looking on. : , 
5. A notion fur Moltke—the German band—if the Paris‘ans can stand that they can | 8, This is the dinner the Prussians promised themselves for Christmas day. Did 
stand anything. they mean Christmas day 1871? 






the cheesemongery now ?”’ Versailles. They don’t seem to care for fighting, but they ure very good at 
| 
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FIELD MARSHAL WINTER, 


| THE NEW ENEMY. 
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A FROST. 


Ir somehow always seems my fate 
To fail in all I wish to do. 
So when I said I’d learn to skate 
Of course I felt I should “ fall through.” 
«T'was ever thus from childhood’s hour ”’— 
I knew my wishes would be crost ; 
‘Vain was my hope the plain to scour, 
This bitter frost! 


They told me that the ice would bear 
A good deal more than my light weight. 
The promise of a treat seemed fair, 
My breast with hope became elate. 
““My obstinate and adverse luck 
My perseverance may exhaust ! 
Come— come, old boy, and show your pluck 
This bitter frost! ”’ 


In terms like these I strove to cheer 
My bosom till the happy day, 
When “early closing ”’ left me clear 
To seek the park and glide away. 
Of skates I chore a splendid pair— 
And down with pride the price I tost. 
“ Away,” I cried, “‘life’s sports to share 
This bitter frost!” 


I early sought my couch that night 
Prepared at break of dawn to start. 
As soon as ever it was light 
I rose and drest with beating heart. 
Then peeping past the blind I saw 
A sight that proved my bliss was lost— 
‘* Alas,” I cried, “why here’s a thaw! 
Ain't that a frost ?”’ 


So here I am, unlucky wretch, 
Encumbered with these useless skates 
I'd gladly sell for what they’d fetch— 
"Tis vain to struggle with the fates! 
My hopes are foiled! Who'll buy? Behold 
New skates— for half the coin they cost. 
[ Of course as soon as they are sold 
Will come a frost! ] 








a 
SNe 


ateceaatl — Az 
N \ v—. a —[=—_ = 
WANS —— 
an — —— 





POPPING THE QUESTION. 


(De Spoons feels sure he has found the residence of the lovely girl he met at the 


Smith’s party.) 
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"9? 
De S. :—“ Can YoU TELL ME WHO LIVES OPPOSITE, MY GOOD FELLOW ?’ 
Sweeper :— Yrs, siz! MY PAWNBROKER—WORSE LUCK! He's Got mY 
SILVER TEAPOT AND MY GRAND PIANNER!”’ 


Wuy is sham-piety always badly constructed P—Be- 
cause of its (s)cant foundation. 
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THE TEAPOT. 


By Aa TorTraut ABSTAINER. 


Don’t think, gentle reader, that I am a teetotaller. I scorn the 
word, and am a moderate all round imbiber, my special favourite, if I 
have a favourite, being at the present time threeorum hot with sugar 
and lemon. What I mean when I call myself a total abstainer is that 
I do abstain from and abhor fun of any kind. I always was of a 
serious turn, and at an early age took an interest in the police columns 
of the newspapers. 

It has been remarked of me that, by a combination of happy cir- 
cumstances, I am always on the spot when anything particularly 
harrowing takes place, and thus I have seen more brutal murders, 


shocking accidents, fatal fires, and have a more extensive knowledge | 
of police blunders than the oldest inhabitant. Many a time and oft | 
has the briny welled from these eyes as I have listened to the cadgers’ | 

Sympathy is cheap, and they are always welcome to it—at all | 


stories. 
events they don’t get anything else. 

But by far the most sorrowful thing that has met my gaze for many 
years occurred the other day. I was passing downa splendid terrace 
near the New Cut, when an old gentleman suddenly appeared at his | 
street door, and looked sadly down the steps. Seeing no one about, he 
drew from the tail pocket of his elegant coat a blocktin teapot, evi- 
dently of great age, and proceeded as though to throw it in the road. 
Just, however, as he was about to cast it forth, a better thought seemed 
to strike him, and bursting into a flood of tears, the old gentleman 
clasped the bruised pot in his arms and retired within doors. I was 
deeply affected by the scene, and wept a few, but wiped them soon, 
and proceeded to the Surrey Arms, where I raised my spirits and com- 
posed the following beautiful lines :— 

My old teapot, how many times 
I’ve drunk your blessed brew ; 
How oft I’ve thought of horrid crimes 
When stirred to madness by bad times 
And been subdued by you. 





My old teapot, thou held’st a quart 
When first I purchased thee ; 

But now thy measure’s getting short, 

Thy sides are bashed, thy nose the sort 
That cannot straightened be. 


My old teapot, now I am rich 
And join the giddy throng, 
I can’t you in the dusthole pitch 
Without a nervous conscience-twitch, 
And thought that I’ve done wrong, 


My old teapot, you are the last 
Of all my varied set, 
By ones and twos the rest have past 
Into the cart, which is the last 
Sad scene they all have met. 
My old teapot: and shalt thou go 
Into the dustbin too? 
My answer must, I think, be No, 
I'll have thee mended in Soho, 
And made to look like new. 








Happy—happy Pair! 

Ar the risk of having our heads shaved—and really an audience of 
lunatics would have just finished off the scene —we would most of us 
have gone to Bath the other day to witness a wedding which took 
place there. It was a — wend 9 _ brides and the two 
bridegrooms being deaf and dumb; and when the ceremony was over 
a a a the Blind School played the Wedding March and “other 
appropriate music” we are told. What music is most a propriate to 
deafness we wonder! Did Mexpe.ssoun write “ Airs without Notes 
as well as “Songs without Words?” At any rate the wedded couples 
are likely to be happy, for they can scarcely have words with one 


another. 


—_—_—— 
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THE GUN OF THE FUTURE: A ROMANCE OF THE WOOLWICH MARSHES. 


4. The piece was levelled at a mark, inthe presence of theeommittee. But unfor- 
tunately the obstinate creature had its own ideas as to the position it 
should take up during the firing. 

5. The result was that the committee did not see the experiment carried out as they 
would have wished. 


1. The authorities civil and military theught it would be a good idea to have a gun 
to be mounted on acamel’s back. 

2. The notion was accordingly carried out. . 

38. There being no camels and no mules “in store,’”? a humble substitute was 


secured. 











SS 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Napoleon Fallen (StRAHAN, Ludgate Hill) is a clever and novel 





How Dust They! 


| Here’s the latest news of the counter-feit sovereigns—so called 
because they were only fit to nail to a counter :— 


example of lyrical drama, but we confess to a desire to see its author, 
Mr. Bucnanan, revert to the homely pathos of the London Poems, 
which still remain as his best work. At the close of the preface he 
says “I have nowhere in these pages expressed my own political 
opinions,” which is puzzling ; for one can scarcely see how he could 
avoid, in treating such a theme, the introduction of some tinge of his 
own political creed. 

Every Boy's Book (RovrLenGcE, Broadway) has deservedly reached 
another edition, ‘‘ with alterations and additions.”” With a view to 
collating the two editions, we asked for a sight of the copy we gave 
to an ingenious youth a year or so since, and were informed that 
repeated study and frequent application to it had worn it away to a 
stump. A fact like that says far more fur the value of the work than 
the most elaborate critique. 


Several members of * the New York firm’? which recently issued circulars offer- 
ing to supply counterfeit sovereigns to tradesmen in England have been appre- 
headed. It appears that they have not limited their operations to European cities, 
as it is stated that they have pretended to sell counterfeit bank notes in America, 
and, on receiving the money, have forwarded neat little boxes containing only 
sawdust and shavings. Merchants, farmers, and people of all classes are thus 
said to have been swindled. 

“Swindled ”’ is a harsh term to apply to a process common enough in 
the lapidary’s trade—the cutting of diamonds with the assistance of 
diamond dust. If the New York firm “swindled” those who applied 
to it for sham sovereigns, may we ask if the applicants meant to swindle 
any one else! It seems almost a pity by thus apprehending, or 
misapprehending, the ingenious firm to discourage this new branch of 
industry—we mean sawdustry. At least we are not quite sure what 


we mean. * 
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Let us hope—with Substantial Benefit. 


PHOTOGRAPHERS, on the occasion of the Eclipse, appeared oblivious 
of one of the first lessons of childhood—in the eagerness they mani- 
fested to “‘ grasp at the shadow.” 


proves that a man who wins the Newdegate needs not necessarily to be 
destitute of all poetical talent. We prefer the ‘other poems”’ to 
Muriel, and see in them much promise. 

AN APOLOGY. 

We regret that in our issue of the 24th ult. we should have 
| published remarks upon Mr. Horren’s Piccadilly Annual of a very 
| damaging character. The statement that the annual in question 
| was entirely composed of piracies and reprints is not true, and we are 
very sorry that it should have been made. 


| 

In Muriel and Other Pociis (SHRmmptTon, Oxford) Mr. WEATHERLY 
| 

| 


To Raw Recruits. 


DriLu may well seem tedious and interminable—of course, there can 
be no end to ever-lutions. 








Too Much of a Good Thing. 

ATHLETIC sports are highly to be commended so long as they are 
kept within reasonable bounds; but, unfortunately, there are those | 
who cannot even write a letter without jumping from the first person 
to the third. 


7 oe 


| * Anot uncommon occurrence with scribes. The disease is so prevalent among 

authors, journalists, and feminine correspondents, that it is known to the faculty, 
we believe, by the name of ** writer’s cramp.” Which accounts not only for the 
' lacteal secretions of the nuciform fruitage of the palma edulis, but also for the 

cramped English so often met with in the course of our reading. [This note, of 

which I am rather proud, has been added in the unavoidable absence of the editor 

—consequent on his being somewhere else at the time—by a gentleman on the staff 

of a scientific paper.—MasTeR PRINTER. | 
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THE DAW AND THE DAMSEL. 
An OPEREITA. 


ACT I.—Scenz 1. 4 Village Green. Villagers daneing. As soon as 
the audience get tired of it and express their disapprobation, the villagers 
come forward and sing. 

Chorus. 
The Men.—Hopping, skipping 
To and fro 
The Women.— Lightly tripping 
We will so— 
Both.—Catch the flee— 
Cateh the flee— 
Catch the fleeting bliss below. 


Tie Men.—Gaily dancing 
Here we go, 
The Women.—And, in prancing, 
We've, you know— 
Both.—Caught the flee— 
Caught the flee— 
Caught the fleeting bliss below. 


Enter Tomkino. He expresses by various actions his love for somedody. 
The villagers sympathise with him in dumb show. 


Song, Tomkino. 


Of all the maids so nicely dressed 
There’s none like Sarasalli. _ 

She is the darling of this breast, 
And resides in our valley. 


The audience think they have heard something like this before, and 
hiss loudly. Encore Tomkino. 


A hunter bold am I, 
I climb the lofty Alps, 
And I jodel up on high 
Like other mounting (with desperation) chalps! 
Despising wind and weather 
And frost and snow together, 
Seeking for cham— 
Seeking for cham— 
Seeking for chamois leather. 
Enter Sarasalli. Tomkino embraces her. 

Sara.— My love! 

Tomk.—My life! 

Sara (recitativo).—Your loving transports cease. Protect me! save 
me! Here is the police! 

Chorus. 
All,—Sarasalli, say—oh, say ! 
Why from him you run away! 
Whay’s your heart so quick and throbby, 
Did you Rob— 
Did you Rob— 
Did you Robert nickname Bobby. 

Sara.—Ah, no! far worse, far greater is the sin for which he 
threatens he will run me in! Oh, stars eclipses, comets, planets, 
moons. My missus says I’ve stole the silver spoons. 

They all draw back in horror. Enter the Rural Constable. 
Aria, Policeman. 


From information I’ve received 
From one who is to be believed 
You stole the spoons—you stole the spoons! 
| | He pauses for want of a rhyme. 
Villagers (coming gallantly to the rescue).— 
So let us dance our rigadoons. 
Policeman (suggestively).— 
And I will strike my gay bassoons. 
Solo, Tomkino. 


Now things have reached a pretty pass, 
Oh, cruel, cruel, fate! 
How can I wed, alas, 
A lass 


[ Which they do. 


Who steals her missus’s plate. 
(As heris singing, a tame jackdaw walks in with a salt spoon in its claw.) 


; Chorus. 
See—saw ! 
A felonious daw, 
Look at the spoon it has got in its claw. 
Tomkino.—You'll find all the rest 
In its nest 
In the straw. 


He approaches the bird, takes salt from the spoon puts it on the bird's tail. | 








FUN. | 33 











Chorus. 


The Villagers.—We caught the thie— 
Caught the thie— 
The leader of the orchestra shakes his head wildly. Villagers look ashamea 
of themselves. 


Tomkino (showing spoon. to constable).—You see Sarasalli could “not 
have stolen the silver spoons! 

Policeman.—Why ? 

Tom/.—Because they are Britannia metal. See the mark! 

Policeman.—Enough! Iam convinced. 

Sarasalli.—I have proved my innocence ! 

Policeman.—In no sense! 

Chorus. 


Ail.—Sarasalli and Tomkino 
Now shall have a gay wedino ! 
Tomk.—Thank you, friends, for words like this. 
What an assur— 
What an assur— 
What an assurance of bliss! 
A/!.—Let the wedding now begin— 
We're all assis — 
We're all assis— 
We're all assistants therein. 


Curtain. 





Milk Below! 


In Bermondsey, says the Sou:h London Press, recently the supply 
of water was so scanty, that it was purchased at three halfpence for 
four gallons. ‘Strange to relate,” adds the S. L. P., “it was supplied 
by the milkmen.’”’ We see nothing strange in the fact, for of course 
an unfailing supply of water is one of the first necessities in every 
diary. Aided by the white cliffs of his native Albion, a dairyman can 
dispense with cows, but he can’t do without water. We should feel 
obliged if our contemporary would state whether, under the circum- 
stances it relates, there was any falling off in the supply of milk in the 
district ; and if there was any rise in the price of mniftk. 


Eaton Square. 1 
Proressor Earon states that he has discovered that this globe will 
only support life for another twenty six millions of years. Well, it 
will last our time, if it contrives te hold out for about half that period. 
Floreat Etona, a8 we used to say at school. May the professor live to 
see his calculations proved or disproved. 


Aushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.} 


H. T. R.—Your MS. is too long. 

R. A. R.—Very many thanks; but we fear the public generally does 
not care much about the gibbeting of carrion. Nevertheless we do keep a 
barn-door. 

BoneEs.—* De bonis nil nisi mortuum.”’ 

CroprER —Cropper, Cropper, it’s scarcely proper! 

Boreas.—A bore, as we don’t require the article, and have said so a 
hundred times. : 

UNHAPPY PUNsTER.— Well, it is not felicitous to make a pun so obvious 
that it must have been made twenty times before. 

L. H. (Liverpool).—Necessity knows no law—and must therefore be 
guided by the opinion of its solicitor, 

E. L. (Maidstone).—That willdo. Thanks. 

E (Olympic).—The same thing, in other words, has been done. 

C. J. H.—Thanks, ; 

We J. J. (Brentwood).—We cannot enter into the matter. — 

W. V. (Kennington-park).—As you write from the office of a periodical 
(to judge from the envelope) you ought to know that to expect an answer 
in two days is absurd. We originated the idea of the Roman Fall, but 
there has since been such a rush for it that we have let the fall drop. 

P. P.—AIll back-numbers may be had on application at the Office—or 
through your newsagent. 

A. (Kensington).—Much obliged for the suggestions. _ ; 7 

McDurr —We have not room enough for ‘‘all your little chickens. 
And they’ re—weak. 

Declined with thanks:—A Clerk; J. S., Old Kent-road; A., Hatfield- 
street ; R. F., Southwark; §. T. P.; Bones; C. A. L. B., Woodbridge ; 
R. C., Bayswater; G. B. S.; J. W., Limerick; Prig, Deptford; W. C. ; 
G. B. G., Southend; J.J. A., Clapham-road; O., Arundel-street; G. F., 
Paddington; Noodle; N. D. H., Alfred Place; G. D. S., Battersea ; 
Medicus; Awful Cuss; J. C. C., Islington; Linden, Woodbridge; D., 
Ballymena: T. L. C ; Nelusko; D., Liverpool; F, F. L.; Amicus; Old 
Reader; M. D., Leeds; ¥. Z.; E-normous; Placid Party; > we. ae 


Manchester. 
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FOR MORE REASONS THA 


Grandfather :—‘‘ WHAT BE ’EE GRUMBLIMG ABOUT, JACK? YE DOANT GET ON WI’ THE PORRIDGE!” 
Jack :—“ WELL, IT BE 800TY—AND FULL 0’ LUMP8—AND THICK—AND BURNT—AND g80UR. THERE, DANG IT, THERE BEAN'T HALF b 








ENOUGH ON’T.’’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JANUARY. 


The Sunday Magazine opens the year with a strong number. 
‘‘City Man” breaks new ground, and the artists ure in force. 

Good Words contains a paper of Hawrnorne’s worth studying, in 
addition to other readable articles, including a very interesting essay 
on Hvucu Mitigr with a capital portrait. It is one of the best 
numbers we remember. We fear, judging from the sample in this 
number, that the Poet Laureate’s “ window ’’ is scarcely worthy of the 
panes he has bestowed on it. 

Good Words for the Young is full of enjoyment for the little folks, 
both in pictures and letterpress. ‘The Princess and the Goblin’’ is 
simply glorious fairy-work. 

The Atlantic Monthly begins its twenty seventh volume with spirit, 
with Hotmes and Loncretiow to the fore—and no Mrs. Beecuer 
Stowe. We specially commend “ Our Whispering Gallery’’ as 
charming talk about writers—without small scandal. Those who love 
Tuackgray—and who does not?—should read it; but privately, for 
if they be men they will probably cry over it. 

Our Young Folks has the beginning of a capital new story, “ Jack 
Hazard.” The other contents are quite up to the mark. 

We have also received the Young Ladies’ Journal, Le Follet, No. 1 of 


The 











—_ Seen 


Tue Sranparp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 
Catalogue, says:—“ The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.” 

Court Journal, 19th March, 1870:—“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unirep Service Gazetre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 








the Popular Edition of the Waverley Novels, Wisden’s Cricketers’ 
Almanac, and the Westminster Papers. 


A Mechanical Riddle. 


SevgRAL individuals have been placed in the strong room at Earls- 
wood for attempting too rashly during the frost to understand the 
following :— 

A LITERARY MACHINE.—A remarkable invention has been patented, which 

will enable a person to read and write when reclining back in an easy cha'r 
before the fire, and while lying in bed or on the sofa, obviating the fatigue of 
holding a heavy book, and the inconvenience of incessantly stooping over a table. 
At last then Sir Borie Rocue is outdone, for Brown says the 
machine will enable you to be in two places at once. Jonzs however, 
insists that it is no good in the summer when fires are not used; and 
Ronson has crippled himself for life in attempting to understand 
how to recline back in an easy chair. We have of course unriddled 
the problem, which is simply that when the “ literary machine” was 
patented the schoolmaster had returned from abroad, and was “lying 
on the sofa obviating the fatigue of ’’ doing his regular work and the 
inconvenience of attending to his ordinary duties. 


ArxuorisM for Extortionate Cabbies: Love me, love my “ Mogg.” 


Mornina ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“ It } has claims on all 


persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ”’ 
Pustic Oprnion, 16th April, 1870 :—*‘ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phasnix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Publisbed (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Jan, 21, 1870. 





JANUARY 28, 1871.] 











THE BAB BALLADS. 


No. 85.—OLD PAUL AND OLD TIM. 





SH ae 


vai 


F 





Jf HEN rival adorers come courting a maid, 
/ There’s something or other may often be said 
ey Why fe should be pitched upon rather than him, 
This wasn’t the case with Op Pavt and Otp Tim. 


No soul could discover a reason at all 

For marrying Trmoruy rather than Pavt; 

Though all could have offered good reasons, on oath, 
Against marrying either—or marrying both. 


They were equally wealthy and equally old, 

They were equally timid and equally bold. 

They were equally tall as they stood in their shoes— 
Between them, in fact, there was nothing to choose. 


Had I been young Emity, I should have said, 
‘You're both of you old for a pretty young maid, 
Three score at the least you are verging upon ’’— 
But I wasn't young Emity—let us get on. 


No coward’s blood ran in young Emrty’s veins, 
Her martial old father loved bloody campaigns ; 
At the rumours of battles all over the glube 

He pricked up his ears like the war horse in Job. 


He chuckled to hear of a sudden surprise 

Of soldiers compelled, through an enemies’ spies, 
Without any knapsacks or shakos to flee— 

For an eminent army-contractor was he. 


So when her two lovers, whose patience was tried, 
Implored her between them at once to decide, 

She told them she'd marry whichever might bring 
(sood proof of his doing the pluckiest thing. 


They both went away with a qualified joy ; 

That coward, OLp Pavt, chose a very small boy: 
And when no one was looking, in spite of his fears, 
He set to work boxing that little boy’s ears. 





em 


The little boy struggled and tngged at his hair, 
But the lion was roused, and Op Pavt didn't care— 


He smacked him and whacked nim, and boxed him and kicked, 


Till the poor little beggar was royally licked. 


Oxtp Tim knew a trick worth a dozen of that, 
So he called for his stick and he called for his hat. 


voL. XIII. 





“T’ll cover myself with cheap glory—I’ll go 
And wallop the Frenchmen who live in Soho! 


“ The German invader is ravaging France 
With infantry rifle, and cavalry lance ; 

And beautiful Paris is fighting her best 

To shake herself free from her terrible guest. 


‘¢ The Frenchmen in London, in craven alarms, 
Have all run away from the summons to arms ; 
They haven't the pluck of a pigeon—I’ll go 
And wallop the Frenchmen who skulk in Soho!”’ 


Op Truortny tried it and found it succeed, 
That day he caused many French noses to bleed, 
Through foggy Soho he spread fear and dismay, 
And Frenchmen all round him in agony lay. 





He took care to abstain from employing his fist, 

On the old and the crippled—for they might resist— 
An elderly one may have pluck in his breast, 

But the young and the strong ones are cowards confest. 


Op Tm and Otp Pavt, with the list of their foes, 
Prostrated themselves at their Emriy’s toes: 

“Oh, which of us two is the pluckier blade? ”’ 

And Emiry answered and Emity said: 


‘‘Oxtp Tim has thrashed runaway Frenchmen in scores, 
Who ought to be guarding their cities and shores ; 

Oxp Paut has made little chaps’ noses to bleed— 

Oxp Pavt has accomplished the pluckier deed! ”’ 
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Positively Comparatively Superlative. 


Tue South London Press is answerable for this assertion :— 
It is said that the sanitary condition of Camberwell is better than that of any 
other parish in the metropolis. 
That is to say that Camberwell is not only Camber-better than other 
panera, but is actually Camber-best of all. The South London 
istricts will be both Surrey and glad to hear this pleasing intelligence. 
Of course rents will rise, as people will flock to this most sanitary 
locality in the hope of living to a Camberwell Green old age. 





Natural Selection. 
Here’s an interesting bit for Dk Darwin:— 


An American paper states that in Detroit, Michigan, fashionable young men have 
taken to Wearing earrings ! 
And why not? We have no doubt these young persons felt that 
nature had not endowed them with such an extent of ear to no pur- 


pose. 
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5 FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Jan. 25th, 1871. 
HE attention of the country has been directed of late to the 
7 state of our defences, and the result of the scrutiny has been so 
,4) unsatisfactory that the subject is likely to occupy a prominent 
\“* place in the chief debates of the coming session. A number of 
energetic M.P.’s have followed the lead of Mx. TreveLyan, and the 
administration of the War Department is likely to be thoroughly 
criticised. If rumour is to be trusted—and it comes from quarters that 
ire well posted up—a few questions as to the state of things 1n Pall 
Mall will reveal eccentricities which it will be hard to defend or to 
explain away. : 

But before all these minor details of bureaucracy come the two 
how much money do we spend on our national 
defences ? and do we get the value for that money ? There is little 
need to pause for a reply. The sum is a vast one. The result is | 
microscopic. In the present aspect of things on the Continent, | 
England must be prepared for the worst, and Mr. CarpweLt will 
have to show that he is capable of so preparing the nation, or he must 


resign the task to abler hands. 


great questions— 


— ES 


THE DISINTERESTED ONE. 


You tell me you love me! It’s all very well ; 
You are truthful and tender, I know; 

But then all the force, tis not easy to tell, 
Of a love that has nothing to show. 

If this hand bore a ring (say a diamond for choice) 
Twould recall the last grasp of my dear ; 

And earrings (of pearl) my belovéd one’s voice 
Would whisper for aye in mine ear! 


Your letters, of course, in your absence, my own, 
My bosom encourage and warm ; 

But the depth of your love would more clearly be shown, 
If expressed in some solider form. 

Oh, do not for coldness your darling upbraid, 2° 
From accusatives pass to the datives ; 

Your sentiments might be so nicely conveyed 
In a barrel of Whitstable natives. 


Oh, return to me soon, and the day shall be named, 
That for ever shall make us, love, one! 

Yet let not my prudence be hastily blamed 
If I'd first see the settlements done. 

I know, love, you’ve lands and great riches in store— 
You don't prize them o’er much, I can see: 

But yet, dear, of course you would value me more’ 
If you settled the whole upon me. 





New-Matic! 

We learn from the Builder that the New York Post Office has come 
to a new arrangement with regard to pillar-boxes :— 

The pillar-boxes are connected with a pneumatic tube that runs round the city 
to the general reeeiving-house. As the letters are dropped into the box they are 
blown along the tube at the rate of 65 miles an hour. 

This of course is a good puff for the post-office: but will ordinary 
correspondents care to have their letters flung to the winds in this 
way? Besides what is to prevent the letters from being blown out of 
the box? We hope before our authorities adept the system, they 
will give it a searching trial, and finally settle the question—“ tubey 
or not tubey!” 





Duly Qualified. 
An American paper informs us that :— 


{ 
The Rev. Dr. Duvail, who is in the Winconsin state prison for murdering lis 
wife, has requested that he be appointed chaplain of the institution ! 
Well, there is no doubt that the gentleman must feel a strong “con- 
viction ’’ of his own fitness. He will probably hold the appointment 
for life, imprisonment for that term being, we understand, the punish- | 
ment for murder in those parts. In England such a chaplain would 
be “ suspended” before he had held the appointment long. 





Wanted a Light Porter. 
We are coming to something in these ballooning times !— 
()YERHEAD TRAVELLER WANTED, to carry about ten toas.—Full particu- 
lars to &c., &c. 
We supp ose the object of the advertisers—a Birmingham firm possibly 
—is to send a representative to “travel in cannons” for them in the 
French capital. But we think they will find it difficult to discover 
anyene capable of carrying ten tons. 


‘ FUN. 
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UCHLY it charms me thus 
to sit 


world ; 
While smoke - wreaths 
from a pipe new-lit 


curled. 
The printers copy need, I 
wot, 
And idle is their type. 
But why should J care, 
who have got 
My pipe! 


You rate me for my idle 


dreams, 
And designate me 

“ shirk.” 
The moment, you assure 


me, seems 
Just ripe for noble work. 
Well! things, you know, 






\ Se 
Ls Loo begin to rot, 
& SS > =v As ae as they arc 
ripe. 
So let them do it. 1 have got 
My pipe! 


I know what mighty prospects ope 
According to your view, 

Before me, bright with Fame and Hope, 
Great objects to pursue. 

On them why should I waste my shot, 
A brace of long-billed snipe— 

I hate long bills, and I have got 

My pipe! 

It’s very wrong, I know, of course, 
To let such chances slip. 

I feel one should exert one’s force 
To hold them in one's grip. 

But if I like my humble lot, 
Why should [ strive to gripe 

At Fortune. Don’t you see I’ve got 


My pipe! 


And after all, what 7s life, pray, 
xcept a whiff of smoke! 
And when you’ve puffed it all away 
What's left ?_ A pipe that’s broke— 
A pinch of ashes, on some spot 
Knocked-out, for Death to wipe 
Away for ever. Well, I’ve got 
My pipe! 


Plate, oh, thou reasonest well! 


Tus bit of news is a little foggy, as if transmitted by post! 
telegraph :— 

The camp table of the King of Prussia is graced with the curious thin, well-worn, 
old historical plates which the Great Frederick took to the wars with him. 
Are we to understand that these “ historical plates” are engravings ? 
Or are they simple crockery? It is not impossible that the martial 
monarch may have a natural admiration for engravings “in line.” 
At the same time, however, the pictures one would expect him to pre- 
fer for the sensational scenery of the theatre of war would rather be of 
A-delfy character. 


What’s the Hods! 

Ws clip the following from an American paper :— 

Some of the masonic lodges in Boston have both coloured and white members. 
The masonic lodges would seem to be built of dark bricks pointed with 
mortar. It would have been strange if such a benevolent order as 
that of masonry had excluded poor wights who had the misfortune to 
be black. But we should like to know whether when the masons are 
“tiled” the black brothers are roofed with felted wool. 








A Shaksperian Con. 
Wuy did Fatstarr call Barpotrn a lighthouse to his face? 
Because he had a blazing beak-on. 


} 


And muse upon the , 


Around my brows are | 


neti 


January 28, 1871.] 


CINDERELLA. 
As related to—and with the aid of—a Child of th: Period. 


Tue other day I was at the house of a friend on a visit, and was 
left by myself with one of the children fer some time. He was about 
nine; and although [ am constitutionally shy with youngsters I 
thonght I might manage to amuse him, so [ proposed to tell him the 
story of Cinderella. His acceptance of the offer alarmed me— 
* Thank you, I think I’ve heard the children speaking of it.” How- 
ever, having gone so far I vould not recede. 

Once upon atime, said [—* Yes, they generally begin like that,”’ 
observed he, critically ; “I suppose it’s a story for young ‘uns.” [I 
nodded and went on. Once on a time there was a Baron, who had 
bean twice married. His two daughters by the first marriage were 
very much older than his third daughter, whose mother died young. 
‘‘ He was pretty old when he married again then. Did he marry a 
young girl?’’ asked my juvenile friend. I nodded. He shook his 
head gravely. I went on again. The two elder sisters were very 
harsh and stern to the youngest and made her doall the work. ‘Stop 
a minute,” cried my juvenile friend, “did they keep a servant?” I 
ventured to say I thought not ; whereupon he continued, ‘‘ Because 
then, you see, of course one of ’em must do the work, and it was her 
place as the youngest. I always make the young ’uns fag for me. 
The law of primogeniture—I think that’s what Dr. Warsnor calls it 
—is a law of natural seleetion ; don’t you think so?’’ I hurried on 
with my narrative: After a time, said I, there was a grand bill at 
the palace, to which, as the prince was now of a marriageable age, all 
the young ladies of the neighbourhood were anxious to go. “ Would 
he be allowed to marry a subject?’”’ interposed my young friend, 
adding instantly, ‘‘ but perhaps he was only a German Prince.’’ I did 
not contradict the theory, but continued : CinpeRELLA’s two sisters 
went to the ball, gorgeously dressed, and left her behind crying by the 
fire. All of a sudden her fairy godmother—‘“ Eh!’’ said my listener 
starting, “I say! Is this a fiiry tale? Because you know, in my 
Youth's Preceptor, Proresson Matuer O'Puxact says that’s all nonsense, 
you know.” I said it certainly was a fairy story, and that 
CINDE«ELLA’s godmother was an enchantress. ‘* You mean a gipsy, I 
suppose, and that accounts fer the objections of the elder girl. to the 
Baron’s second marriage, and for CINDERELLA’s low occupations.” I 
trembled, but proceeded. CrinpERELLA’s godmother asked her to get 
her a pumpkin out of the garden. “ And then cribbed the spoons 
while she was gone,’ suggested my tormentor. No, I said, she 
merely told her to bring the mouse-trap in which there were six mice, 
the rat-trap, in which there were two rats—“I say,’’ said the boy, 
‘‘the Baron ought to have kept aterrier—or acat. At anyrate he 
might have had some vermin destroyer !’’—I went on as if I did not 
hear him. Then Crnpereua was told to bring four lizards out of the 
bick-kitchen. ‘* Would you mind, just to oblige me,” said my young 
friend, “‘ making them efts. You see, a back-kitehen is not the usual 
habitat of the lizard."’ In deference to his wishes I made the lizards 
efts; but when I went on to describe how the godmother chauged 
them into a splendid equipage and gloriously app:ireled servants, he 
once more interposed : “* Well, but the old gipsy woman couldn't do 
anything of the kind.’”’ But, argued I, this isa fairy story. ‘Oh, 
well, if you say that, of course there’s an end of the matter,” said he 
in the tone of a grown-up person giving way to the fancies of a child 
—only in this ease the conditions were reversed. In nervous and 
hesitating words I proceeded to describe the metamorphosis of 
CINDERELLA'S rags into a splendid ball-dress. ‘There, now,’’ said he, 
triumphantly, ‘‘don't you see if there were any of that fairy work 
how wrong it would be from a politico economical point of view, as 
discouraging our native manufactures? That old godmother ought to 
have been sent to the treadmill!’’ L[affected to disregard his remarks. 
CINDERELLA, said I, went to the ball—“ What! without a card? ”— 
and, I continued, not noticing the interruption, she danced with the 
prince—* What ! without an introduction ¢’’ But she was obliged by 
her promise to her godmother to leave the palace before twelve— 
“ How jolly-early for a ball!’’—under penalty of having all her 
enchanted finery and equipage transformed to its original state. The 
ba!l was continued for three nights. ‘ Wasn’t that rather vulgar ?”’ 
asked my infantile censor. Not in those days, said I, trembling as I 


spoke, lest he should demand the precise date. On the third night, | 


said I, the prince, who had tried very hard to find out who she was, 
but had faled—‘tI should have given my lord chamberlain the 
sack ! ’—contrived to detain her till close upon twelve. At the first 
stroke of the hour, she ran away, but before she could escape from the 
palace, her equipage had vanished, and she was in rags. But in her 
hurry she had dropt a glass slipper which the prince picked up. “I 
beg your pardon,” interposed my young companion, “did you say a 
glass slipper?’’ I nodded. ‘And she had been dancing! Why, she 
must have smashed it all to bits.” But then, I urged, this is a fairy 
story. “O,ah! I forgot!” said he, with a teo evidently contemp- 
tuous pity for me for having committed myself to such an absurdity, 
but with an equally evident intention te hear me out courteously. I 
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proceeded to describe how the prince sent out a herald with the glass 
shipper, declaring that he would marry her whose foot it fitted. 
young friend thought he would have done better to advertise ; bnt 
when I proceeded to say that no one could get the slipper on until it 
came to CINDERELLA, he could not help laughing—*“ I beg your pardon, 
but, you see, doing the work and slaving about as she did, she mnst 
have spoilt her hands and got big feet, like Maataa, our cook. I was 
about to urge once more that this was a fairy story, but he anticipated 
me, and apologised for forgetting that fact. “And I suppose,” 
continued he, “that the prince married her; but I should think he was 
jolly sorry for it, because she must have been precious like a scullery 
maid, you know!"’ 

At this moment my young friend's parents returned, and I was 
enabled, by taking a hasty leave, to escape from him. But if ever 
I tell a fairy tale to a child of the period again, may I be condemned 
to prosecute researches with the spectroscope into the composition of 
the solar orb for the rest of my natural life! 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 203. 


Tue fatal circle closes in around 

The hapless city. On the startled ear 
Hark how the voices of the guns resound, 

As still the foe creeps nearer and more near ; 
Perchance at last, with one resistless bound, 

A path with steel, and not with fire, to clear, 

Aud o'er the fallen town his conqu«ring flag to rear! 


1. A “ vestment”’ about which, I ween, 
The High and Low Church folks between, 
There has much controversy been. 


2. Happy grammarian, versed in many a tongue, 

His long life crowning 

With quiet sleep, he had his requiem sung 
By Ronert Beownince ; 

In long procession up the mountain's side 
His followers bore him, 

And laid him where, except the heavens wide, 
Was nothing o'er him, 


3. Supposing I were you, and supposing you were I, 
And supposing we both were somebody else, a change we should 
descry. 
4. Once ’twas a graceful pastime on the stage, 
But now vulgarity is all the rage ; 
Breakdowns are rampant, wit and humour dead ; 
And legs have quite usurped the place of head. 


>. The vessel shakes her snowy wing, 
And I my love must leave ; 
Her arms around me closely cling, 
The while my lips receive 
The parting kiss that says farewell, 
As words could never—never tell. 


6. The baron has ridden fast and far, 

To tell the king where the fuemen are ; 
And red with blood from his charger’s side 
Are the spurs that flercely the baron plied. 


7. Four beggars met, and small, I ween, 
Had the meals they that day tasted been, 
But each produced from his wallet his store, 
Nuts, oranges, raisins, and figs gulore— 
And what for a banquet could beggars wish more! 


Sotution op Acrostic No. 201.—Rive, Skate: Riches, Ink, Vesta, 
Edict, Regale. 

Correct Sotvurions or Acaeertc, No. 201, g¢cerveo Jan. 18th.—Zamberinn ; 
Pimlico Tom Cat; T. and T. ; Smile ; Brace of Owls ; Ardmore; Dinan; Buggins 
and Muggias; Con; Erahom; Tom Pinch ;.C.J.A.; D. E. H.; Asphaicus; Har- 
row Weald; Ruby’s Ghost; Goblins of Grays; Cusses at Brighton; Nellie and 
Charlie; Biddy and Potter; Pentonville Champ; J. O. P.; KR. B. H.; Yerrip; 
Ashleigh; C.C.C.; Chuscada; Slodger and Tiney; Sour Lemon; Caummie ; 
Timothy aad Co. ; Old Maid; K. K.; G.H.E. 


Oh, Snakes! 


We fancy there must be a screw loose in this paragraph :— 


every 24 hours from snake bites. 








From 75 to 169 British subjects in India die 
At that rate our eastern dominions will run a chance of being depopu- 
lated; for with every wish to provide the snakes with victims, w 
don’t think the supply can be kept up with so large a demand 
Perhaps there's a little error in the tigures, the adder not being « 
native of India. 


My 
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Young Lady (alluding to next box):-— “Tuer, AUGUSTUS, DON’T YOU FEEL INCLINED TO FALL IN LOVE WITH HER!” 


Augustus: —“ SHB 18 A VéRY PROPER OBJECT FOR AN ATLACHMENC—HOOK AND 


Too Bad of Him. 


An advocate of 
“ Woman's Right's” 
declares that man 
has taken the most 
unfair advantage of 
his supremacy by 
making our language 
even a standing in- 
sult to the sex. For 
instance, she says to 
describe wrong-do- 
ing, he has coined 
the verb to Aerr, 
while to sing sacred 
music is to hymn! 
A Good Charac- 

ter. 


We know a fellow 
who is so excessively 
hospitable that he 
will even entertain 
doubts, and has fre- 
quently harboured 
malice. As for his 
friends he is always 
ready to take them 


in. 





Seasonable, 
very ! 

Whar is the dif- 
ference between eau- 
de-vie and cold 
weather? One ti 
the nose, and the 
other nips the toes! 
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DON'T BELIEVE HEARSAYJiEVIDENCE ! 


Emigré (‘o English friend) :—“ Au, MoN AMI, I JU8T COMB OF TO HEAR, IN THIS PLACE, 


OF ANOZER GR&AT BATTEL! TRRRIBLE FIGHT! 
Troo!"’—An, MY POOR counTRy !”’ 


I HEAR zEM sax “ SpiInacH won, Brocui 





Natural History. 
ScrENTIFIC peop'e 
have their preju- 
dices and predilec- 
tions, like the rest of 
the world. For in- 
stance, they have al- 
ways held up the 
bee as a model of 
economy and fru- 
gality. Yetasingle 
glance ata bee will 
prove that it is guilty 
of a much greater 
waist than the 
maligned wasp. 


Nautical. 


Tue French sailors 
in the forts outside 
Paris appear to have 
found a congenial 
cccupation which 
must remind them 
of their regular em- 
ployment. They are 
“pitching’”’ shells 
into the Prussian 
works. 





Whuy should you 
never carry an en- 
crier, or portable 
bottle of writing- 
fluid? Because you 
will find it an ink- 
convenience. 
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Britannia: “lM VERY MUCH AFRAID, MASTER CARDWELL, THAT YOU HAVEN'T GOT THE FULL VALUE OF THE 
MONEY I GAVE YOU!” 
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HAS ANYBODY LOST A DOG ? 


I was down Piccadilly some little time back, 
When the dirtiest dog ever seen 
Took a fancy to follow quite close in my track, 
To my lodgings near Paddington Green. 
I would willingly spend ev’ry atom I'm worth, 
To find out who his master may be; 
For, supposing he owns any master on earth, 
Why on earth should the brute follow me? 
Permit me to ask, 
As I'm still in a fog, 
“ Has anyone lest such a thing as adog?”’ 


Only fancy a gentleman drest in the style, 
And reflect what that gentleman feels 
When he tramps the metropolis mile after mile 
With a strange little whelp at his heels. 
But the worst of my story I've still to relate ; 
For he settled in front of my door, 
And informed me as plainly as language could state 
That we never should part any more. 
Permit me to ask, 
As I'm still in a fog: 
‘“‘ Has anyone lost such a thing as a dog?” 


If I drive him away he returns to his post, 
If I kick him he won't even stir ; 
And I’ve emptied a butt of cold water almost 
On the head of that quaint-looking cur. 
How he picks up his meals is a mystery quite ; 
Though I’m rather inclined to believe 
That he haunts the back slums in the dead of the night, 
And is awfully given to thieve. 
Permit me to ask, ' 
As I’m still in a fog; 
‘“‘ Has anyone lost such a thing as a dog?” 


Could I learn his address I might coax him away ; 
Could I hit on his owner at least, 
I would gladly part company, even to-day, 
With that highly intelligent beast. 
He has robbed me of peace, he has robbed me of sleep ; 
And I hardly know which I shall do— 
Whether sell him to pay the expense of his keep, 
Or present the dear creature to you. 
Permit me to ask, 
As I’m still in a fog: 
“‘ Has anyone lost such a thing as a dog ?”’ 


N.B.— The above has been rejected by all the professional “ comics ”’ 
of the day, and is recommended strongly to amateurs. 








Historical Note. 

Ir is much to be regretted that History, while it records with great 
minuteness the number of fiddlers attached to the court of the early 
monarch Cox, and even goes into details with regard to his partiality 
for a bowl and baccy, makes no mention of the manner of his decease. 
Recent researches in the British Museum have led to the discovery of 
a black-letter ballad in which occurs the passage :— 

Seuttled his knob in the twinkling of a bedpost. 
Weare led by internal evidence to the belief that this refers to the 
seutthiag of the knob of Cote. Antiquarians please note. 





A Stray Tip. 
WHEN a man is unable to tell the time by his watch because there 
are two hands and he doesn’t know “ whish-ter-ber-lieve,” it is a 
tolerably sure sign that he has partaken of more refreshment than 


Nature requires. 





*Tis Distance Lends, &c. 
Ovr friend Lackcorn says he has an extensive relation—one of the 
‘‘ widest-spread"’ nature possible. He is his aunt’s grandmother's 
third husband's sister’s niece’s brother-in-law’s uncle, twice removed 
«nd he isa regular miser. Which, says L, proves that his existence 
is “ far and near.” 


AnotHer Cape of Good Hope: Cape-ability. 

(Tux following has been delayed in transmission).—An occasional 
correspondent points out to us how fruitful the Germans are in 
resources. On a late occasion when fucl was scarce they constructed 


a Yule log froma Feld Poste. 
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MY POCKET: AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 


Artgr leaving school I retained the simple and unaffected manners 
of boyhood; in the left pocket of my inexpressibles I still carried six 
yards of string, some toffee, a pair of scissurs and along piece of slate- 
pencil. Cherished memorials of the olden times! 

I grew up—accomplished, beautiful, and overflowing with senti- 
ment. I had no money to speak of, but my Uncle Epwanp from 
Bombay possessed millions. He choked himself with a fish-bone when 
I was nineteen ; and my piece of toffee, crammed into his mouth at 
the moment of suffocation, prolonged his hfe for several days. He 
left me all his money when he died. Poor Uncle Epwarp! 

In those days I had a tailor whose bill I refused on principle to 
settle. I ence met this persevering tradesmen on board a penny 
steamer. We were alone, close to the bulwarks; and he suddenly fell 
into the Thames, but I declare J never touched him. I immediately 
threw out my six yards of string to the drowning dun; he seized one 
end so tightly that I involuntarily abandoned the other. Verdict, 


' Accidential Death. 


_ fer a bride of equal opulence. 
and wealth; 
| abstracted a lock of her auburn hair. 


After Uncle Epwarn’s decease I became arich man. But I pined 
I found a lovely creature, all beauty 

With my own scissors I 
She married my rival and lost 
The hair was only 


but she leved another. 


all her money in railways very soon afterwards. 


| e/iqnon, 


| 





My slate-pencil has not yet proved of any particular service to me, 
but I still preserve it as a relic of my guileless boyhood. 


MY BIRTHDAY. 


Once more this old globe I abide on, 
Completing its circle forlorn, 

Brings the day round, so many have died on— 
The day upon which I was bern! 

*Tis the forty-sixth ) ear since the issue 
Of * My Life” in the form you survey : 

So the proper remark is—‘‘ I wish you 
Many happy returns of the day!” 


The book's sadly dog’s-eared and blotted— 
Nay, some of the pages are out! 

And some are unhappily spotted 
With teardrops of grief or of doubt. 

And my frontispiece seems growing yellow, 
And my hair is besprinkled with grey. 

But my friends say “ { wish you, old fellow, 
Many happy returns of the day!” 

No doubt it is kind in intention; 
But when one’s sick, sorry, and old ; 

There be plenty of things one could mention 
One would rather us wishes be told; 

And as touching the book you have read of, 
If you ask me for candour, I say 

That it’s time to write “ Finis’ instead of 
‘** Many happy returns of the day.” 





What does it mean! 


THERE are so many old statutes which can be routed up like the 
Sabbath Observance Act under which some struggling traders have 


| been lately prosecuted by a busy Bsr, who is not always Right ; that 


we never know what fossil statute may not be routed out by malice, 
bigotry, or ingenuity. Perhaps the following case is an instance of 
some such resuscitation :— 

A WuerLtnarrow Orrencre.—Frederick Wood, labourer, was charged with 
driving a wheelbarrow, on the 17th ult., at New-road, Barnet.—P.C. 335 8 proved 
the case.— Discharged on paying the costs, for which a week’s time was allowed. 
We confess we cannot see how driving—or even overdriving a wheel- 
barrow can constitute an offence, unless the overdriving means driving 
over some one’s toes. ‘The sentence is almost as puzzling as the 
offence, for the labourer was discharged without a tine—but had to 
pay costs, which looks curiously like the old verdict of “ Not guilty, 
but we warn him not to do it again.” q 


Shakespeare for the Million. 
“ Tizzy ‘nough—’twill serve’’—as the intelligent youth exclaimed 
when he paid his humble sixpence to the gallery. 
“Tue glass of Fashion ’’:— Nose-goggles, just now. 
“Ts is the prowdest moment of my life,’’ as the newly-launched 
ship said, when her bow touched the water. 
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i WOE IN HENDON. 





1. 5. The inhabitants of Hendon make up their minds to the dreadful emergency. 
2. 6. How they tracked the fearsome beast. 
3. 7. And ran away on seeing it (as they thought). 
_ 8. Why not call out the military ? say some. 
4. How he met a native—mutual terror. _ 9, No, no—the civil power is sufficient, say others. | 
10. Strategy by net is on the eve of execution when the bear is captured single-handed and produced by the proprietor. | ‘ 
In Hendon, when the sun was low, Then shook mamas, to terror driven, 
The bullseye of 820 O, For fear the youngsters should be given | 
Affrighted with its sudden glow To that wild beast, whose force had riven | 
Young Ursa snoring peacefully. | The bars of the menagerie. | 
And Hendon saw a dreadful ight, But wider ’gan the rumour flow 
When startled by the glaring light, In Hendon, and those parts, you know ; 
The youthful Bruin sought ight And soon they vowed the overthrow 
The shrubs and evergreenery. Of Ursa, ranging rabidly. 
By that bear-rumour sore dismayed, ’Tis morn ; at least it’s nearly one, 
Each. nursemaid owned herself afraid And, armed with blunderbuss and gun, 
For their diurnal promenade Assembled every mother’s son 


To take her charge of infantry. In volunteering panoply, 
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The strife approaches. On, ye brave, 

Who would from bears your offspring save, 

Wave, rustics, all the pitchforks wave, 
And charge your rusty musketry 

When, lo, who is it that they meet 

But Mr. Wakner inthe street, 

And ‘neath his arm, subdued and beat, 
The cause of their anxiety ¢ 


—_— - 


A very Soft Answer. 
_ Wuart we like to see in scientific discussions is temperate and logical 
language. We generally get it, more or less: but we ‘seldom fall in 
with a specimen of such calm argument, such grave deliberation, and | 
such considerate language, as are to be found in the following letter, | 
addressed to the editor of the City Iress by the enthusiast who will 
insist that the world is flat because he can’t see round it:— 
TO THE EDITOR OF THE CITY PRESS 


Ir rot,—How about the solar eclipse, on account of which this nation has been 
swindled out of about 2,000/., including the loss of the Psyche? You, and other 
ignorant biockheads of the press, said it was it a disgrace to England not to lend | 
her aid ; ard I alone told the Government that you were a parcel of lying knaves. 

Am I right or wrong ? 
Swindon. 


JoHN HAMPDEN. 


We have received a polite note from Mr. Hamppen, but as it is not 
quite so much to the point as this one we will not waste type on it. 
‘* How about the solar eclipse ?”’ is a question which at once silences 
all scientific men. It was only predicted long ago on a theory, based 





among other things on the belief that the earth is a globe revolving 
round the sun, with the moon revolving round it. ‘‘ How about the 
solar eclipse ?”’ says Mz. Hamppen, in order perhaps to prevent others 
from asking him the question. 

But all this has nothing to do with the innate grace of Mr. 
Hamrppen’s arguments. ‘“ Ignorant blockheads”’ and “lying knaves ” 
are unanswerable syllogisms. What “Ideot’’ means we don’t under- 
stand, not being versed in foreign languages. And what is the 
English of “phool’”’ ? Perhaps Mr. Hamppen knows. 


———— 


Cab Rank. Hi! 


On Monday evening Mr. and Mrs. George Moore entertained 150 cabmen to 
supper at their house in Kensington Palace Gardens. Oa leaving each man was 
presented with an almanac and a new shilling, 

Now this was very nice and very appropriate, all men require 
“knack ”’ to get along in the world, but who so much as he who has | 
to get along a “knacker.” And to no class of men that we know of | 
can a shilling of their own be a thing more perfectly new than to the | 
(50 times 150) cabmen. Still it is to be feared some of the favoured | 
150 whilst holding the “ glittering bauble’’ in their hands actually | 
spat upon it for luck, and it may be imagined that some—those | 
advised to avoid drunkenness— went so far as to “ split their shilling” | 
in order to Drink Long Life to the generous givers in a noggin-neat, | 
and just one noggin-Mo(o)rE! | 

Theatrical Mem. | 

A CORRESPONDDNT wishes to know whether the waggon of Thespis 
was the origin of the word “dray-ma.’”’ We don’t profess to be a 
classical coach, but as only men performed in the earliest times we are 
inclined to think that Thespis’s waggon was really a stage and carried 
the mails. 


! 


| 
Walking in the Zoo. 
Wuar is the difference between a zebra and a Cannon-street orator ? | 


One's the donkey that’s got the stripes; and the other's the donkey 
that deserves them. | 





- 


A Happy Accident. | 


Kine Frost having placed his veto on more than one suburban | 
é : 9? e 
gate-meeting”’ several cases of broken /egs have since been noted. 


A Nut for Republicans. | 


It is a well-ascertained fact that as a rule the centre of a common | 
wheel is a nave. 





A Query for the Choir. 


Wovuxp choristers sing better if instead of surplices they wore 
tune-ics. | 





Oh! | 

Tr a man sells you a second-hand paletét, and charges you the full | 
ice of a new “ Ulster,” why ought you to keep your carriage in it? | 
use it’s a coat. chouse. : 





ditto! — Frost madean R. A. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


ContTinvep bombardment of Paris. An ocean of shells seem to pro- 

duce as little effect as “shells of ocean.’’=— The famous Sergeant Hott | 
has taken himself “ hoff."’ Said to be a Prussian spy. Prussian- 
spy-dishcovery, common in Paris, as groundless as the old four-and- 
twenty blackbird’s ditto. Petition for winding up of Patent Bread 
Machinery Co. Limited. It of course came before the Master of the 
Rolls. — Mr. Forster, at Bradford, expressed his belief in his Educa- 
tion Bill. His constitutents don’t share in it. Bill consequently 
dishonoured. — Mr. Roxgnvck writes to say that England is in a bad 
way, and is in need of a man to preserve her. He knows a party— 
‘address J. A. R.”’—J. A. R. gon! — Jury have recommended that | 
the manufacture of gunpowder, caps, and other explosives be carried 
on “under” a government inspector. Rather hard lines for him, 
poor fellow! — Anti-Gladstone Meeting of the hole-and-corner order 
at Greenwich. Gladstonites turned the tables, and amashed the 
chair. — Weather continues unsettled. A great many Christmas bills | 
In consequence of the recent inclement 
weather ¢ — Lorn Vexnon Chairman of Committee for sending seeds | 
to the French farmers. Jer-non semper viret. Very proper! = Meet- 


ing of Republican French sympathisers, presided over by Odger. They 


sympathise with the French because they tell them “mob law”’ is the 
rule of the fou/e. — Certain silly volunteers think because they have 
paid for their uniformsthey may wear them where they like. Mustn’t | 
wear them at all without leave of the authorities, as all sensible | 
volunteers know. — The sympathy of the better portion of the public | 
inclines to France, but checked by Tomfoolery of the Merryman. Save 
France from her friends! — French getting the worst of it. But the 
worst of it is they won't acknowledge it. = Mr. Childers has not 
resigned. We should not have been resigned if he had. 


Drawn with a Head. 
Binwer says he has a rooted objection to Teetotalism. We suppose 
he means a tap-rooted objection. 


Church Ratiocination. 
Iv the verger charges you a shilling for putting you into a seat; 
to refuse to pay him is pew-siller-nimity. 
Anti-Emigration. 
AN argument in favour of over-crowding :—“’Tis (s)pace that 
kills.”’ 


A Contradiction in Terms. 
Why is courage out of place in a dauntless hero ? 
his (s)phere. 


Because it’s not 


Guswers to Correspondents, 


, We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


LucirER.— Not posted-up in light literature though. 

F. C. B.—Alas, your much-prized jobe is not up to the mark. 

Tenax (Weymouth) does certainly ax ten riddles, but they are all weak. 

C. (Dublin).— Thanks, but we can take no notice of it. 

Frora.—Your floral offering runs too much to dandelions and grass 
rather than flowers of speech. The linea are so laboured, we could 





| almost fancy you grew them in mustard and cress. - 


L. (Islington) sends us some clever lines and begs us if they are worth 
anything to “ forward the sum to any deserving charity.’’ We shall send 
it to a Reformatory, as then in time L may reap the beuefit of it. His lines 
are stolen from an American paper! 

BRIEFLESS (Temple).— We are tracing the monogram, You will hear 
from us. 

Y. Z.—Your struggles to be comic remiod us of the plunging of the 
Rhinoceros when it fell into the ice the other day. We feel inclined to 
follow Mr. Bartlett’s example and fetch a rope for vou. ; 

PuNnist.— We don’t see why “‘to oblige you’’ we should insert your 
very bad puns—especially as we can make worre ourselves, if we only try. 


M. (Stratford).—Much — 
I. McK. (Manchester).— We hope to do so! 


H. M. (Preston).— Thanks for the suggestion. 


Declined with thanks :—T. T.; A. M., Ewell; T. N., Lambeth ; Doddy ; 
Taunton Hospital ; L. X. A, Manchester: A. M, Hull; F.8.; K.8. W., | 
Plymouth; W. J. J., Brantwods; R. W., Glasgow; H., Great Coram- | 
street; A. M.; Toodles; H. F. A., Sydenham; P. X. ¥. Z.; J. W., Sal- | 
ford; G. G., Shields; Whiskey; G. B., Brighton; F. L. W., eee i | 
S., Hornsey-street; W. M. T., Brecon; 8., Manchester; C. R. C., Bays- 
water ; C. J., Kennington Park ; Three, Hot: W. R. P., Liverpool; F. A. 
L., Fognall; D. W.G., Blackburn; C. R. W.: B. B.; J. K.; A. J. H., 
Leadenhall. stre-t; H., Wa'erloo; Uncle Jack ; Old Subscriber : _— od 
pay-the-rent; G. H., Whitehaven; J. W. C., Londonderry ; R. Wolver- | 
hampton. 
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SKINFLINTS ! 


Shopman :—“ Suortaces? Yes, MM: ALLOW ME TO RECOMMEND THESE, M’M,—REMARKABLE ENDOORIN’—MADE 0’ porpus aKIn!” 
Lady :—“Goop craciovs! Is THAT WHAT THEY DO WITH THEM? WELL, I HAVE HEARD OF CRUELTY IN WORKHOUSES: BUT 8SHOE- 


LACES OF paupers’ sxIn!’’ [ Collapses. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES Remarkable Evidence of a Previous State of Existence. 


Mr. Surmuxy Hinsern's Garden Oracle (Gardener's Magazine , A PROVINCIAL paper, reporting the career of an eminent divine, just 
ul . ee An I Se. Se eran ; el h d tributor to Serial Literat H 
every menth’s work. article on the man ent and ordering He was a well-known author and contributor fo Se iterature. He was 
small will ceedi Hulsean Lecturer at Cambridge in 1841-2, and examiner of Logic and Moral Philo- 
: ;  faonate be found ex ingly usef by those for whom sophy in the Uriversity of London. From 1841 to 1857—for eighteen years prior to 
os . 1853—he was Vicar of Wymeswould in Leicestershire, and during four succeeding 


1 ; ears officiating minister at Quebec-street Chapel. He owed his appointment (as 
Tue Royal Blue Book, which may be briefly described as the essence | } Nan ent cmnonvten te 1867. 


of the Directory is just issued, and is compiled and arranged with the . 

care and lucidi i since gai : . Marking well the dates, we are favoured with the conoluding remark : 

it aa Sees Aa apron oe 3 he pagers | He =. born in London in 1870.” If this is =? previous 
The Year Book of Photography under the able editorship of Mr. existence ’’ what is? Let the learned look to it. 

Warton Srupson continues to hold its position, and to appeal, by a a 

the many interesting scientific topics which it treats so clear y, toa Le Follet. 

wider public than its title modestly claims. Tue girl of the period is accused of being too practical. And yet a 
Spanish Towns and Spanish Pictures (Hayes, Henrietta-street) is one | glance at her chignon proves how fond she is of building castles in 

of those useful manuals which owe their origin to judicious selections | the Aair! 

from the well-kept diary of a traveller—not a “tourist.” Mrs. te Set ee eee 

Tortemacuz has collected much valuable information, and she | NOTICE.—Now ready, the Nineteenth Half-yearly Volums of FUN, being 














conveys it in an agreeable manner. THE TWELFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s.; Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 
Nor the Motto for Skaters: No heel-taps. 7 : hs, ead Cases, 18. os each. si 








Tus Examiner, 26th March, 1870:—*“ Catalogues, as a rule, are| Tue Courr Crrcutar, 19th March, 1870, says:—‘‘Mr. SrreereR, 
about the least in combinations of typography published, | of Conduit-street, has just published a neat catalogue, with very elabo- 
except, of course, those having some special object in view Mn. | rate and artistic designs of diamond ornaments, jewellery, and watches 
Srreersr, of Conduit-street, whose specialité is the manufacture ef | and clocks, made by maclinzry. By this process the most costly 
jewellery by machinery, has, however, produced a little book, artisti- | articles of this class may be obtained at a much cheaperrate. . . The 
cally printed, illustrated, and bound, containing :ome useful informa- | book is a very useful one, and handsomely got up.” 
tion on such topics as the quality of the gold and the workmanship of | Tx Broap Arrow, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter (everybody 
| articles of jewellery, the manufacture of watches by machinery, &c. | knows Mr. Spazerer), has sent us a very pretty little book, quite a 
| The engravings are admirably executed, and the designs show great | ‘machine-made jewel’ of a book; in fact, the type, illustrations, 

| taste and originality.” binding, and tout ensemble of which are perfectly unique.” 


Prinved by JUDD & Co., Phoenix Works, st. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Preprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London: Jan. 25, 1870. 
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The will was gone!!! Alas! poor Cyril de M. (nd the bad distant relation succeeded to 
the estate. 
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Or a gloomy night three villains lay in wait for Anon ‘hree mangled corpses strewed the soil. Ere one short year The fa'thless Emily-Alice was 
their victim. had expired. betrothed to the usurper. 


eee eT 





Madly Cyril endeavoured to drown bis griefs in the wild pleasures of the world. But in the silent midnight hours hie rest was ever horribly disturb d. 
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Reckless, at last, with rage, he tracked the savage intruder toits lair—when— 
ir a long-neglected chimney-pot he found—the will!!! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 1, 1871. 


JE have all looked forward to the London Conference as a 

/ means towards bringing the Prusso-French war to an end. 
Wo But Jutes Favre, instead of trusting to this hope, has 
wisely availed himself of the negotiations whieh brought him 

into communication with Versailles, to treat for peace, and arrange 
the terms of capitulation. All will rejoice at a step which seems to 
romise peace, but it seems impossible not to feel sorrow that France 
Lavieg so long and nobly endured should but drag her feeble limbs to 
the door of the Conference to sink exhausted on the threshhold— 


too late ! 
Slang 


REMARKABLE EFFECT OF THE WEATHER. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Sm,—I should have written to you before, but have not been able 
to collect myself or my thoughts sufficiently under my great astonish- 
ment. You will remember, sir, that we have had some frost. Also 
that we have since had a thaw. When the frost froze up all my water 
pipes I did not répine, as I considered that was but natural ; but, sir, 

© object tothe warmth coming in so swiftly as to thaw not only my 
water but the pipes also, which run all over the house. But the 
worst of the matter is, sir, that the butter, cheese, candles, and 
even the cold meat thaws in a most remarkable manner. In fact, so 
great is the change in the temperature that of a dozen eggs left by me 

or riment in an exposed spot last night only the six smallest 
( y they were also the hardest) remained this morning. I notice 
that the policeman, who is on very friendly terms with our cook 
ap to be suffering from an entirely opposite freak of nature, for 
he has within the last few weeks fattened out tremendously. Perhaps 
you may have heard of sudden warmth effecting similar phenomena, 


if so reply at once to Yours truly, 
PeTeR Pursuit. 





Conjuring Extraordinary. 


We shall notice next week the magic of Prorresson Hermann at the 
Hall, meantime let all take the children during the holidays. 


The ‘Telegraph’? Moon again! 
Ws are glad to learn that the “‘ real, original, old Blue Boar ’’—the 
aris who, in the days of the Empire, made us all love 
(if we laughed at) our Daily Telegraph is still alive, and well, in the 
besieged capital. Who does not remember the glorious moon which 
flooded with ur a night scene at St. Cloud, on a night which 
the Sa iew ascertained to have been moonless—to all except 
eee lunatics? We detect our “long-missing moonist”’ in 
e passage in the Telegrap/ of the 24th January :— 
P. Jan. 20.—Midright ; t 3 v: i i 
a Se P eta moon ene violemt cannonading in 
pres decay, and fétes at St. Cloud vanish ; Paris is reduced to dogs 
cata, but 


still our friend “‘ goes to dinner parties.” And still, true 

to its peer that no-surrender moon looks down with a bright smile, 
haunting his visions. Yes, there is tha‘ “ bright moon overhead” on 
the 20th of January, the almanacs ef ordinary e announcing a 
“new moon on the 2ist”—an arrangement which would have shorn 
their silver beams writers, who do not, like our friend, provide 





Stitch, Stitch, Stitch. 


Tux “Sick and Wounded” sentimentality, and the excessive and 
misdirected charity, to which it has given rise, have had a new light 
thrown upon them by the South London Press. That very able journal 
has discovered that the clothing sent out for the-sick and wounded— 
clothing which we havé it on the evidence of an eye-witness often lies 
useless and rotting—is made by contract, and that the contractors 
are— 

Now ing poor woman the extravagant f th i 
for Gnishing trour the iene coome of which only havelines suchen'he Zaethine! 
Itis possible, we understand, for a woman working hard during long hours, and 
only putting in “‘slep’ work, to make pairs per day, whieb, if it could be 
kept up, would realize five-and-threepence a week. Recent!y tents given out to be 
a gg St A 

—a , ; 
it to dlecined. , hmghe lh 2 — pence zen, each shirt, 


Shade of Aiton Locke! Still living echoes of the Song of the Shirt ! 
‘What chal] we “y to the charity that “sweats” the poor at home, to 
lavish advertised but needless philanthropy upon foreigners! 


A Pair of Seizers. 

We learn that Cincinnati arms its police with steel nippers instead 
of clubs or revolvers. The ents of course would do—ata pinch ; 
but we think we see a tendency towards the homeopathic treatment 
of crime in the use of pinchers for the suppression of vices. We sup- 


46 ——— FUN. 
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THE CART BEFORE THE HORSE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 





Srr,—I want to know what is wrong with these beautiful lines 
which I wrote the other day. I showed them to a critical friend, and 
he says I have harnessed the car of glorious Apollo in front of my 
soaring Pegasus. Yours, &c., 

A Barp, 
The moon was baying the watchful hound, 
As it stole through the azure depths profound ; 
And the dark made hideous the long-drawn how! ; 
As midnight hooted the lonely owl. 
The heavens had quitted the beams of day ; 
And the casement lighted the taper’s ray, 
Where her couch sought beautiful Isanst, 
As the hour struck the clock with silvery knell ; 
And beneath the window, the shrubs among, 
A serenade sang her lover’s tongue :— 


SERENADE. 

The hawk shall mourn the dove, 

The flower shall shun the bee ; 
Ere her deserts my love, 
Or me abandons she ! 


When mountains rills shall climb, 
When earth shall drown the sea ; 
Then us shali alter time, 
Our vows shall give-up we ! 


[The only parallel we can recall to this most ingenious instance of | 
Pegasus being backed to any amount is a story related of one,of our | 
ets—was it Crabbe f—who, being somewhat backward as a youth, | 


wrote the following lines on the death of a mouse, which was killed in 
his father’s house by the family cat. 
EPITAPH. 


This mouse killed our kitten ; 
And so its history is written. 


It is of course allowable in verse to arrange sentences in inverse order, 


but-then even i” verse they must not imply the converse of their reu! 


meaning.— Ed, Fun. ] 


Sportsmen ! 


Tue recent hard weather has crowded the columns of the press with 
accounts of the slaughter of rare birds, whose visits to our coasts are 
very few and far between. We protest in the interests of humanity 
and natural history against this reception of the feathered strangers, 
and we feel sure that if the newspapers would refuse to record these 
murders, for the glorification of those who commit them, one incentive 
to the slaughter would be removed. At the same time we ourselves 
will with pleasure record every instance in which a genuine sportsman 
lodges a charge of small shot in the tenderest part of those idiotic 
birds, the local geese, who will go hedge-popping after rare visitors. 


A Wonderful Conger-egation. 


A 36-Ib. Conger taken off Ramsgate fairly out-Ostrich’s Ostrich. 
Its stomach was found to contain, says the Surrey Comet (not to come 
it too strong, we hope), the following miscellaneous collection of 
articles :— 

A large thick woollen glove, three pieces of coarse blue serge, a pocket-comb 

three inches long, part of a leather brace, a bone button, some tobacco, and a long 
bone, apparently the leg bone of a wild fowl, nearly five inches in length, were al! 
tightly compressed together. 
We are asked to swallow the marvellous statement that “the fish ate 
well—when cooked!” Certainly it ate ravenously when living. 
Probably a few encaustic tiles would have suited its maw—the maw 
the merrier. 


The Greater contains the Less. 


A Paris correspondent tells this story :— 


A few days ago, in the same filst-rate restaurant at which I saw the supposed 
salmon, I was offered Jamb for dinner. The proprieter dcelared mos: solemnly it 
was invocent lamb. Whereupon, with a trust in human nature which is wortby of 


the garden of Eden, I agreed to eat the innocent meat. Whatdoyou think it , 


was! It was the opposite of lamb—it was welf. 


Of course the lamb had laid down inside the wolf, according to the 
Yankee definition of the millennial relations of the lion and the juvenile 
sheep. Under these circumstances lamb can hardly be said to be the 
opposite of wolf, seeing that it was the contents of wolf, and that 
considering the war on the continent, the correspondent in question 
need hardly have ranged himself among the non-contents, by com- 





| pose the constabulary of Cincinnati is described as a Police Forceps. plaining of the dinner. 


’ 
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| A WORD FOR WOMANKIND. In one point at least ' . 
Some sincere effort should be made to check habits which are notoriously on the increase, and which 2, eo than Harpies harder! 
threat. n to degrade women even of the well-born and educated classes beyond the help of theories, however When they d fouled a feast, 
; brilliant, of their rights. [tis honest and prudent to confess that drunkenness is no longer quite unknown They ne'er blamed the larder. 
lines even in the most charming drawing-rooms, be it under the form of dipsomania or oinomania, habitual or occa- Monsters bruta!-passioned 
, and ScOGRt CEEEN. . . When you've eae creating, 
my We could multiply stories of the shifts to which well feneed-in ladies have been reduced when in their own You what you have fashioned 
’ homes spirits were not easily attainable ; how one took to stealing therpirits of wine used for |amps, and an>ther > y : 
employed an old cio’ man to fetch her champagne. Saturday Renie.o. Fall to deprecating ! 
D ey 
‘7 sae ATURDAY Reviewer, Fie, the trick’s found out! 
wae a Whose unsparing whip'll | While with savage rigours, 
| Lo pd Flay all people, who err Thus you laid about, 
In the way of tipple, You but fought lay -figures.— 
wl Aas } Think you us in vile And of women too ! 
Ve oe X Credulousness sunken, Chivalry protect us ; 
“Ke i \ That you dare to style Champions such as you 
ta: 8 \ English women drunken ! | Never shall direct us! 
’ 
4 eo) ' ® 
a Fiction is your forte / You can ne'er have felt 
That secures you patrons ; _Sister’s care for brother— 
Let your fancy’s sport | You can ne'er have knelt 
Picture ‘frisky matrons.” _ By the knee of mother — 

English wives, we know, No sweet maiden e’er ' 

Do not cut such capers. With her love has dow’red you ; 

That’s no matter, so Or your pen had ne'er 

You can sell your papers! Shown thus venom-soured you! 

Girls, too, once you drew! Bayarp of the Press, 

“‘ Of the period ’’ named them ; _ Spite of all protesting, 

What foolscaps you threw— You will, ne’ertheless, 
of Yes, but no one claimed them ! Write your themes, suggesting | 
yur England, at your strictures Women all are drunken,— 
th, | Laughing, said of her maids Keep on flinging dirt, you !— 

in Yours were fancy-pictures, Women all are sunken 
| Fabulous as mermaids! From the paths of virtue. 
| Why, if true your case, Yet is throwing mud 
All the nation grovels | Manly occupation ? 

In a state more buse, Get you with bad blood 
T, Thar sensation novels Healthy circulation ? 
isl . (Which you say forsooth Is the game worth trying 

JT Wholly are exempt of At such cost of taper— 
Any spark of truth) Woman's worth belying 
Ever yet have dreamt of! Just to push a paper ¢ 

b | ed 
. HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. | The Good Old Times. 
) Tue Honorable Artillery Company gave their annual Assault of Who does not remember the lines of Scott in which he tells how— 
“ Arms on the 25th ult., and the large assemblage of ladies and’gentlemen | Belted Will Howard is marching here, 
° present showed the interest taken in the athletic sports of this ancient | Wich hot Lord Dacre with many a spear, 
3 corps—the fons et origo of all our volunteer regiments. ‘The enter- | The Lorn Dacre of that period was assisting Lory Howarp, warder 
. tainment was varied; there being foils, sticks, sabre and bayonet, | of the Western Marches, in repressing the lareenous raids of the 
: rapiers and gloves (not to mention some capital wrestling). The | Border moss-troopers. It is touching to find his descendant still 





most noticeable displays were the cavalry sword excercise of Burr 
and Orrerway (of the 2nd Lifeguards), the quarterstaff bout between 
Messrs. Nunn AnD Lawrorp, and the rapier encounter between 
Messrs. Waite AND Munpay, the latter of whom in this as ina 
fencing match showed himself a master of the small-sword. 

Cedant togis arma :—From rapiers to readings! We have much 
pleasure in noticing a charitable entertainment given by Mr. Ditton 
Croker on the 23rd ult., at Lammas Hall, Battersea; where his un- 
rivalled power of imitating celebrated actors were most heartily ap- 
preciated and warmly acknowledged. 

“‘Goop fortune,” as the proverb says (or words to that effect)— 
‘‘ makes us acquainted with pleasant lunch-fellows”; but our good 
fortune never served usa better turn in that way then when the other 
day it introduced us to a most agreeable company and a most excellent 
collation on board the good ship Gambier, the first vessel about to be 
despatched by the new and enterprising Capeand Natal Steam Naviga+ 
tion Company to the gold and diamond fields at the Cape. She is 
well-appointed int every respect, the low rates of her freight and 

sage money being due to an economy achieved by an improvement 
in her machinery, which saves coal without sacrificing speed. The 


best wishes were expressed for her swift journey, which was ensured | 
by the appointment of an able commander in the person of Caprain | 


Civil War. 


| reply, at which more than one in the oom expressed surprise. 


J. A. Cox. 


‘‘ Wears yet a precious jewel in his head!” 








standing up for the rights of property, as recorded in the following 
Case :— 
At the Saffron Wa'den p«tty sessions, John Rumble, a poor, miserable-looking man 


| with one eye, was charge with stealing a quantity of wood, value 2d , the propver'y 


of Lord Daere, at Crisball. onthe 7th December. He pleaded gutity, and ssid be 
to#k it to make a fire with; he had only ss per week and a family of six to keep. 
Fined with damage |ls., costs 9s.,or If days. De‘endant said he had no money 
and must goto prison. He was committed. . ; 
Lucky Jouw Rumave, who is a stick-stealer of the present day, instead 
of a moss-trooper of the good old times, when Scorr’s “hot Loup 
Dacre "’—who naturally would not have appreciated his suffering from 
cold—would have given him short shrift and a long halter. We t:u-t 
that, as of course he knows history and poetry and all that sort vf 
thing, he will reflect on this, and grateful to the present Loxp 
Dacue for his tender mercy. 


How is that for high ? 


Amenica is likely to have a crow— not to say an everlasting bird of 
freedom—to pluck with Prussia, in short, anether set of Alabama 
claims if this story be not all a bam :— 


General Von Moltke was appealed to by some gentleman in society the other 
evening to settle some disputed point in connection with the history of the American 
“I know nothing aboot the Amesican Civil War,” was the quiet 
**No,”’ said the 
great strategist, ‘I have purposely kept myseif in ignorance upon that subject; 
be cause there was nothing to ve 'earnt from it. War isa science, aud any record 


kh noox has just appeared under the title of One Thousand Gems from of the mere scrambiing of two armed mobs can only produce confusion in the mind.’’ 
the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. It is, it appears, a collection of quota- | Generat Suenipan, who is the American military commissioner with 
tions on various topics, extracted from the numerous discourses of Ma. | the Prussian army, must have been a very fiery Sherry, if he heard 


Brecuer. In other words the Gems are paste—and scissors. 





this report. And what will the presidential Burcer say! 
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VATERLANDERS. 


Paris, why should net the French armies seize on 5. The discipline of the army is something extraordinary. Here we have Fritz; 
for he has been put hers de combat, and is waiting for the werd of command to fall down. 


Berlin—A pleasant little surprise the Vaterlanders on their return. 
hated | 6. The Three Graces. Design for colossal group to be placed om the Arc de 


2. “The man in Europe.” 
3. Rumantic a of the war. — receives a sausage of the Fatherland from | Triomphe. 

Gretehen to whem he is troth- | _ 7. German imperial charity. Centributi th i . of 
4. The German hes a keen sense of humour. He must have his little jo‘e. ris. > Conteations to. the Ralgttals, amipleness Se. 0 
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TOO LATE! 


Paris (listening) :-—“ SURELY THEY CANNOT MEET WITHOUT SAYING A WORD ON MY BEHALF!” 
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SLEEPING ON IT. 


NEVER do a sudden deed | 

Or act without reflection ; | 
‘*The more of haste, the less of speed ”” 

I hold a sage direction. 
To act on impulses occult, 

I count a peccadillo ; 
And best my comfort I consult | 

When I consult my pillow. 


Some call such caution laziness, 
And say that while one lingers, 

All chance of fortune and success 
Is slipping through one’s fingers. 


For loss of what is but a fluke SD 


I ne’er will wear the willow ; | Js Wh 
All gambling hazard I rebuke, ws 
And so—consult my pillow. | Ee y 
. | = 

Give me a placid easy life, Ww 


Devoid of hurry-scurry. 
Let those who choose rejoice in strife 
And fret their souls with worry. 
I'd rather doze upon the shore, 
Than toss upon the billow; 
And so it is—as said before— 
That I consult my pillow. 


For eider-down I do not sigh— 
Spring-mattresses I spurn. 

On straw I am content to lie, 
The dry ground serves my turn 

As well as grand four-poster made 
By Mapte or by Gittow. 

Small matter where my head is laid 
When I consult my pillow. 


For life is nothing but a dream, 
A sleep and an awaking ; 
Then why about what does but seem, 
Such trouble are you taking! 
Whene’er my weary lids shall close, 
I tenut pulvillo | 
Shall meditate a long repose— 
No more consult my pillow. 


Snes 








A DISTRESSING CASE. 


ALTHOUGH as a rule we refrain from retailing gossip which is often | pocket picked of a silk 


malicious and always untrustworthy ; we for once break through our | 
regulation to relate a circumstance calculated to create the 
excitement and the wildest interest not only in commercial circles but | 
at the West-end where the misguided subject of our narrative has been | 
accustomed to move in the best society. Mx. (at the desire of the | 
police, in whose hands the matter has been placed, we suppress the | 





name) has for the last ten years been manager of a well-known and | 
| thriving bank. Although barely five and thirty he has always been | 


' 


believed to be a man of the strictest integrity and the most 
acute business habits. Two years ago he married; and although 
he at that time took a fine house in a fashionable square and 
began to give receptions of some magnificence, it was not for a 
moment supposed that he was at all exceeding his income, still less 
that he was guilty of misappropriating the large sums of money 
which were constantly passing through his hands, Some weeks age 
however he was observed by his subordinates to be somewhat distrait, | 
and excited. This he attributed to his suffering from a severe cold 
and an attack of neuralgia, and the excuse was borne out by his 
appearance, for he certainly looked far from well. 
On the morning of the 19th instant the employés at the bank | 
noticed that he was peculiarly restless and fidgety, frequently consulted | 
his watch, and every now and then seized his hat as if with the | 
intention of leaving, but as suddenly hung it again on the peg. At’ 
length, apparently after a desperate struggle he quitted the bank. | 
When next seen he was walking in the direction of the river, towards 
the docks. On his road he met with an acquaintance, and conversed | 
with him it would seem for some minutes on irrelevant matters, with 
apparent calmness. After this he must have retraced his stepe. | 
for he was seen by a friend, who was on a penny steamer, standing on 
the Thames Embankment, silently contemplating the waters, as if in 
anxious meditation. As the boat asteied on, that was the last this 
witness saw of him: but we have since learnt from the unfortunate 
man’s own confession that he immediately afterwards took the fatal | 


| 
| 
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STUDIES FROM THE ANTIQUE. 


Old Gentleman :—“ THESE STATUES ARB ALL THE CELEBRATED CRIPPLES— 
THEY WAS WOUNDED AT THE TAKING OF JERUSALEM, OR 
ANCIENT BATTLES, I suPPosE.”’ 


SOMB © THEM 





lunge—hastened to the dentist’s and had the tooth which had so long | 
ae aE him extracted. While returning to the bank, he had his 
-ket-handkerchief, of the recovery of which 


the police hold out small hopes. 











Form, Riflemen, Form. 


Tue City, always foremost in wise movements, has set afoot one to 
raise a fund for the purpose of providing ranges, drill grounds, 
armouries, head-quarters, «c., for the City Volunteer Corps, which 
have by hard struggles maintained a high position in the Volunteer 
Force of the country, and deserve encouragement and aid—or rather 
we should say claim them at the hands of those who feel that our 
national defences require strengthening and enlarging. We are glad 
to note that in the regrettable discussions, encouraged by OvcER and 
his following, touching the Favre demonstration, among the mis- 
guided volunteers who ignorantly confounded their rights as citizens 
with their duties as sgldiers, and the fact that they bought their 
uniforms with the fact that they could not wear them without leave, 
only one City corps was rep——no! misrepresented. We may add 
the Lord Mayor is chairman of the committee, which numbers many 
distinguished names, and that a handsome sum has been already sub- 


scribed. 


A Parallel. 


VERY occasional contributor informs us that he saw some ghosts 
tho other night and would have fainted but for a quartern of best 
pineapple he had handy, after taking which (hot and with) the spirits 
quite disappeared. If his statement be true (which we don’t be eve) 
why was our correspondent extremely unlike an isosceles triangle 
Beeause he was rumbuoyed. [We have inserted the foregoing out of 
a feeling of pity, as it is the first glimmering consciousness of even @ 
bad joke ever shown by its perpetrator. However, wo can promise 
our readers that it shall never occur again. | 


— 
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THE POLICE FESTIVAL. | OH, PRODGERGOUS ! 

The City Police have bad thei festival. .... catel Mrs. Caroiing GracoMeTTI PropGeErs has made another appear- 
seteieees tar Gee cee ae a. was agent io suet er | ance in public—this time in the Divorce Court. Mrs. C. G. P. has 
able manner.— (City Press. her troubles. Married to Mr. G1acomEeTTI— 

. . I : tti stated 
Ot City Police choct time aluse, when be spuges for 0 sestiteen of conjugal righte, that obe had 
(May their joy never cease— | refused cs Be pom bey Bee =e him, but " his wise bed caeeee, me Pande elena, 
Whil i 7 it tinue to live wi er husband. e gone 
ay Isis jellifioction to-keep oes men) his saliseen ease ap het con an went ower without leaving any message. 
At Bishopsgate Station— |Mr. Gracomerti is a sensible man. £50,000 lying solitary in the 
So long live our City Policemen! | Funds crying aloud for companionship have doubtless roused him to 
Long live our City Policemen— a sense of his duties. Half the amount would have had double the 
Our excellent City Policemen, effect upon us. ‘“ Why,” said one barrister to another, during the 
Poor Yard progress of the case, “did Mrs. Propcers so disfigure herself? 
Sighs very hard ive it up? Because, when her nose is transposed Mu. GiacomeErTi 


For men like our City Policemen ! 


~ the aoe set fur dancing, 
ow gaily were prancing— 
And each wita a partner apiece—men 
Who, for once meat duty, 
And thought but of beauty, 
Appreciative City Policemen! 
Long live our City Policemen !— 
Our sensitive City Policemen, 
Whose hearts on the beat 
Did duty complete 
For our amiable City Policemen ! 


nose her not. ‘But,’ replied the other, “if Mus. Propcenrs visited 
her husband's house and went away without leaving any mess(u)age, she 
cannot have deserted him, unless indeed, he were at the time—like the 
old ladies in the story—arguing his cause from different premises.”’ 
(Collapse of first speaker and clearance of the court.) 


Row, Brothers, Row ! 
Tue slaves of the pen are too often accused of a want of stamina and 
muscle and a consequent disinclination for athletic sports. We are 
glad to find that the Newcastle Daily Chronicle completely refutes the 


A SPECIAL EDITION of the Chronicle will be issued immediately after the 


so ad se : conclusion of the GREAT BOAT-RKAC«é THIS MORNING, giving a full descrip- 
Nor did music's delight tion of the contest by our own Reporters! ons 
Less fail to excite 


When for concerts did dances release men. Would we had been there to see the great boat race contested by “ our 


ee eae i ee eee - 


: own reporters.” We should like to see how short-hand could tackle 
With voices sonorous the long stroke. 
They'll “ take-up ” a chorus— 
Intelligent City Policemen ! : 
Long live our City Policemen— Cue-rious. 
Musical City Policemen! . Tu other day in an exhibition billiard match betwee Bennett 
May oma ree | and Coox the latter was credited with a break of 752. Brown says 
Bring onal cheer , this must be a mistake, for Jonzs (his informant) was on the spot all 


To our well-beloved City Policemen. | the time the game was being played. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 204. 


Tv England to herself is true, 

No foreign foe she e’er will rue; 
But when we see the forces great 
That fence each European state, 
We feel assured the English nation 
Needs better war administration. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Fevrx Pyar says, “Trocuv is a Laocoon who will strangle the | 
Republic.” So did not the classic Laocoon strangle the serpents. 
Trocuv will resemble the classic party and be strangled. — Paris 
papers say Germany is being invaded, and the Prussians have no 
refuge but Paris. The Prussians won’t be taken in by that refuge, if 
the Parisians are. = OpceEx wants to be paid for the sunk colliers and 
to have them too. Can’t have his cake and eat it as well. He’s cake 
enough for anything! = Sir Joun Paxincton says Bradford does 
not express public opinion and implies he does. And yet rude people 
will say the public is a fool! = Gampetta at Lille still preaches “the 





1. The dice are rattling, the cards displayed, 
The stakes are staked and the bets are made; 
When, lo, there’s a knock at the iron door, 


Sse 


bitter end.” Deserves a bit 0’ rope’s end. = Cireat want of fuel in nly sink ' 
Paris. It gets all its firing from the Prussian batteries — GAMBETTA | _ detective petiee as got ps a: 
says “ France would rather wage eternal war than allow herself to be On this secret zamin elihenenk. 
mutilated.’’ We would rather live for ever than be made into . i | 

sausages. = Latest telegrams from the St. James’s,—War is not a 2. An organ usually said 

lasting piece. = Bill-diecounters prosecute infantry officer. Law To be appended to the head. 


And yet the cricket—mark, I beg, 
Is blest with one in each fore-leg! 
Some insects (microscopic shewmen 
Prove) carry theirs in the abdomen. 


declines to help them, as they had been helping themselves—to 70 per 
cent! — Liberal Association at Greenwich pass a vote of confidence in 
GuLapsTONE. Confidence not confined to them, the hole-and-corner 
resignation-requisitionists must have their share! — Vicar or Sr. 
Pancras says that on account of large number of inquests on persons 
dying in the local workhouse, poor people won't take indoor relief. 
Not in that form. Rather dive out of it. — Miss Farrurvtt to lecture 
on behalf of French refugees. Ill wind that blows nobody’s trumpet. 


In dismal straits, we know. 
Iiow many fain would feel, as he, 
When in ashaky Co? 


4. Eastward of the Celebes 
L.ies an island in the seas ; 
And this place you puzzle o'er 
Stands upon its southern shore. 





BOAT SONG. 


Arirn—‘*In my bark I roll.” 


O RAPIDLY, rapidly onward afloat, 
Runs the turbid and truculent Thames ; 
I sit on the prow of my beautiful boat 
And manipulate manifold mems. 


5. This is a puzzling word to guess 
A contradiction and no less; 
For when you have the word aright, 
The contrary you'll find it quite! 


6. In Roman comedies, at times, 
To raise a laugh the clownish mimes 
Wore visors with capac'ous maws, 
That worked with practicable jaws ; 
And from the groundlings won applause. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 202.— West, Thaw: Wet, Elderitch, 
Sonata, Tow. 

Correct SotrvTions or Acrostic No, 202, Recrivep Jan. 25th.—Pik; Chiff; 
Old Maid; Blackheath Owl; Pimlico Tom Cat; Timothy and Co; Sour Lemon; 
Chummie; B. P. R.; Skinny Paw; Buggins and Mugg ns; T. O. R. E.; D. FE. HU. ; 
Biddy and Potter; Ardmore; 3 Eccles Cakes; Charley aad Ti; Ruby’s Ghost; 
Slodger and Tiney; Cruelty Reach; J. 0. P. 


I ride on the wave near the Battersea pier 
Of the terribly treacherous Thames ; 

[ long for a tankard of foaming brown beer, 
And I watch the trees waving their stems. 


Up, up, springs a breeze and the billows soon rise 
O’er the tacitly travelling Thames ; 

My gondola cleaveth along in surprise, 
And the spray looks like liquefied gems. 


‘“Wo; breakers, I feel,” cries the man at the wheel, 
And our sail giving way at the hems ; 

Out, out, go the oars, and we make for the shores 
Of the tawnily telluric Thames. 


Earlswood, Jan. 28. 


Sporting Papers please Copy. 
Wr is a racehorse’s journey from paddock to starting-post generally 


ihi like the opening of a sermon ? 
Bs Sine. Goeenens answer from millions of exicited turfites— Don’t know. 


Scientiric people—it is very pleasant for unscientific people to | Correct solution from unblushing querist— Because it’s a preamble. 
know—cannot always do as much as ordinary people, ordinary seamen, 
even, for instance :— | 


3. Marx Taprry jolly used to be 
} 








Professor Marsh has also, smong other curiosities, the result of discoveries made | Auswers to Correspondents, 
cues the expedition, a single joint of a venereme ia from which he will 
able to construct a spake not less then 60 feet long. ‘* The projecting arm”’ to | . E ; 
which the rib was attached shows the monster to have been inevery way areptile| [Wecannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 


of immense proportions. | panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


Many a common sailor has constructed a much bigger sea-serpent | responsible for loss.) 
than that, not only out ef a bit of floating seaweed, but even out of | 4, L. (Blackheath)—Why parody a parody that appeared so very 


nothing at all. | recently in our columns ? ie 
ae S. N. (Hackney).—As we can't insert the copy, it’s no use your “ thaak- 


i i ; i s to insert your name or initials at the end.” 
Throwing @ Light on +. MEN. ‘Cenaalumn-vendlys- Teh a great gun, according to our report. 

A CORRESPONDENT begs us to tell him the name of the author of the CuUMPKINS.—Consult History. 
following lines, which he has met with recently in the course of his| FF. S. (Chard).—If you wished the sketch back youshould have complied 
reading :— with our rules, ; 5 

Clear, moveless, fiery-tippéd flame ; M. (The Valiant).— Not suitable. 





On thee in lucky hour I came; E. (Ockendon-road).—See answer te F. S. 
Thy light the best I do proclaim, T. (Brecon).— We don't understand you. 
For writing fit, G. L. M. (3, Grosvenor-*quare).—') bat For-Lorne joke is treasonable. 
Despite thy weenee outlandish name, We shall communicate with Scotland Yard. 
Ozokerit. C. M. (Rathbone Place).—No, thenk you. 
Our answer is—Burns clearly ! C. R. W. (Wootton Bassett). You h»ve been answered. Have the 
scaiceiadanaieadeetdadaabiinaiininéimeinen goodness to wait your turn. Our correspondence is heavy—very! 


Declined with thanks :—Bones; R. W.: H., Eamont Terrace; Wide- 


Nothing New! awake; O. O. O.; D. S., Glasgow ; — Bristol; A. C., Edin bh; E.J, 
Hexe’s an instance of the force of example! Walworth; G. B., Brighton ; W. W. M, Canterbury; Toodles; J. , 
Barnsbury ; Etonian ; E. B.,, St. John's Wood; Banbury ; A Cuss; Blen- 


At th si Henderson was sentenced to 5 
"i months? imprisenm<nt 17, within a hectare his bankruptcy, converting | follern; KE. L. S., Mincing-lane ; Con-tan’ Reader, Sheerness ,C., ee 
his own use goods entrusted to him as baiee. He was one of the principal jewel- | Ww. P , Battersea; A. E. G.; B., Wolve hampton; V. L.; A. P. L. .» 
lers in Southampton. Barnsbury Park; Champagne Charlie; M., Blandford ; sons ee: 
Of ai : a jeweller | W., North Shields ; C., Deptford; G W W., Birmingham, 1f., Vudiey, 
peas 20 Bed taken tho Old Baileo as bis model. B8t J E. W., Clement's-lane ; C. J., Kentish Tuwn; T. F., Mark-lane. 


should know a good nugyet from a bad Newgate. 
aw RA on 
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| The genius of Byron was in 
| 





WHAT NEXT. 


Old Lady :—‘‘ WHEN DOBS THE NEXT TRAIN 8TOP HERE!”’ 


Porter (explaining) :—‘* WELL, 'M, YE SBE THE NEXT TRAIN DON’T sTOP 
, , 
ERE AT ALL, AND THE NEXT TRAIN AS STOPS "ERE DON'T GO NO FURTHER ; 





AND THE NEXT I8 A THROUGH EXPRE8s.’’— &c. Kc. 


[Old Lady is much better for the explanation. 


- —— 
ee 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Ix Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan (Trupner, Paternoster Row) Mr. 
Lzvanp aptly transfers his Teutonic hero, with all his old tastes and 
habits, to the battle-fields of France. The spirit of the old ballads is 
well-sustained. We shall not spoil sport by quoting any of the verses, 
but we can't resist one of the notes, explanatory of the by- 
this-time-well-understood (as Hans would say) word “requisition.” 
A little girl, the daughter of an American quarter-master,— 


Had “ confiscated” or “ ae or “ skirmished "’ as it was ind fferently called, 


| & toy whip belonging to her little brother of four years, who was clamorous! 
| —— y= 4 = fore “7 acest Ly =e the wae ole sho, prevely, “as I 
D t P ; but I can give you a requisioh for it on m 

who will give you an : ent.” om 


—=_ - 


on the United States Governm 

We have received what announces iteelf as Don Juan, Canto Seven- 
teenth, without giving us any external ground for supposing that it 
is not a genuine Byronic A glance at the first page, how- 
ever, is sufficient to prove that it is the most hopeless “ Brummagem.” 
ing-gown and sli during the 
composition of Don Juan ; but it never in its worst deshabille descended 
within miles of the bathos of this imitation, in which pitiful rhymes, 
bh metre, and an all- 








MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 


pervading lack of point, sense, or purpose 
find their appropriate level. We must, however, in fairness add that 
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NOT A MATCH. 


Kitty, sweet and seventeen, 
| Pulls my hair and calls me “ Harry ;” 
Hints that I am young and green, 
Wonders if I wish to marry. 
Only tell me what reply 
Is the best reply for Kitty? 
She's but seventeen—and J— 
I am forty, more’s the pity. 


Twice at least my Kirry’s age 
(Just a trifle over, maybe)— 
I am sober, I am sage ; 
Kitty nothing but a baby. 
She is merriment and mirth, 
I am wise and gravely witty ; 
She's the dearest thing on earth, 
I am forty—more’s the pity. 


She adores my pretty rhymes, 
| Calls me “ poet”’ when I write them ; 
| And she listens oftentimes 
| Half an hour when I recite them. 
Let me scribble by the page 
Sonnet, ode, or lover's ditty : 
Seventeen is Ki1ry’s age— 
I am forty, more’s the pity. 


\ ) 
1 


To those about to Marry. 


Tuere is a Young Ladies Society at Memphis, the 
members of which bind themselves not to marry any man 
| who cannot give his fancéea diamond ring. A weak- 
_ minded American print suggests that the young men 
should form a society and bind themselves not to marry 
any girl not possessed of a fifty dollar chignon. Why the 
dear creatures would get the fifty dollars out of their 
swains and the chignon would go to aid the diamond ring 
in decorating the mercenary damsel. No! let the men 
bind themselves not to marry any girl who has not passed 
an examination to qualify her as a suitable wife, who can 
make beds, pies, her own dresses, garments for a possible 
family, her husband happy and her home comfortable. 
All that is more difficult to make than the price of the 
chignon or even of a diamond ring. 


— 


From A Benepicr.—The best “ Bachelor's Bin.’’— 
When he’s din, and gone, and done it! 


——_—__—____-_y— 





there are seventeen stanzas out of the 107, of which the poem consists, 
that we can find no fault with save that their similarity is so great 
that when we quote one as a specimen, we quote all. We give the 
first that occurs, the preference :— 

VII. 
> . a & 


~ ce 
= o * a 


If the rest of the canto had been equally meritorious, we should have 
been able to say more for it. 


A Newt-onian Theory. 
_Ovr American cousins don’t seem to be very strong in their natural 


history :— 

A reptile of the lizard species has just been found embedded in the body of a 
petrified fir tree near Calistago, Nape County, California. Itdoes not open its 
mouth, but keeps up a constant palpitating motion of the throat. The reptile is 
about four inches long from the tip of the nose to the tail, and has four legs, the 
feet of which have five claws, whilst its head resembles that of a small frog. 


From the description it is pretty clear that this interesting little 
reptile is probably only an early specimen of the newt—in short, simply 
one of the eft-soons. 
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duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 


Conduit-street are of the best London make. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s, 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


Mux. Sruzerer, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir ; ‘Bronzes, 


watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 
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&c.—Mr. Srazetrr, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 


lery, machine made. [\lustrated (Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 
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DOCTOR’S STUFF. 


Farmer :—“‘ WHAT DO YOU THINK IS THE METTER WI!’ ’ER, Mr. QuackincTon?” ! 
Young Farrier, fresh from the Horse “ College :’’—“ Wetu—anHeM—A—I THINK THAT PROBABLY THE CARTILAGINOUS PROCESSES HAVE 


SUBTENDED THE OSSIFICATION OF BONE, AND THEREBY FORCED THE CORONAL ARCH TO THE MAGNETIC MERIDIAN ; 
WHICH ARE EQUAL TO THE 8AME THING ARE EQUAL TO THE 8QUARE OF THE HYPOTHENUSE; IT FOLLOWS THAT THB 


CONBEQUENTLY, AS THINGS 
LATERAL THKUST 


BECOMES 80 POWRKRFUL AS TO DAMNIFY THE ELLIPTICITY OF THE PROJECTION, PRODUCING 8UCH A CONCATENATION OF THE FLUID PORTIONS 


OF THE PERIOSTEUM AND LESION OF THE LESS 


COAGULATED PIGMENTS OF THE COGNATE THERAPEUTICS AS 


ELEVATES THB CHALYBEATE 


CONSTITUENTS OF THE ANTERIOR EXTREMITY OF THB TIBIA, WHICH MUST OF COURSE GUIDE THE TREATMENT TO BE PUKSUED.”’ 


Farmer :—“ Lor !”’ 


THE HISTORY OF A HERO. 

Sm Gvy lived in the middle ages, which was his misfortune and not 
his fault. He was fond of killing everybody who disagreed with him, 
which was his fault and not his misfortune. 

Sim Guy loved and was beloved in return. The fact of loving was 
pleasant, and the fact of being beloved in return was almost over- 
powerns ; nevertheless, he bore up against it like a hero as he was. 

e lady of his love was beautiful, accomplished, and amiable; but 
she could neither read nor write. Very fcw ladies cou/d read or write 
in the middle ages. 

Sm Guy sickened at bachelor life. The buttons were continually 
coming off his cuirass, and it cost him a pang whenever he gave four 
— and ninepence for a new hauberk. He longed for 
c e. 

We have already stated that the Lapy Aticra was beautiful. Her 
features may not have corresponded with our modern ideas of womanly 
ut she was admired in the middle ages, and we must 
ae the taste of our ancestors because we owe them every- 


rt the age of thirty Sm Guy was an supenves warrior. He had 
lost several arms and legs in battle, and had also contracted an incur- 
the point of 


able squint through the perpetual expectation of receivi 
an enemy’s cane in the tip of his nose. This was only one of the 


many anxieties which attended the feudal wars of that period. 
Sm Guy wedded the Lapy Aticra, not without having put the 


castle of her venerable father to fire and sword in order to gain his 


consent to their union. 
Were they happy? Let us hope so. 
Court in the Middle Ages. 


There was no Divorce 


VOL. XIII. 











A LITTLE CONFUSING. 


Ir any difference there be 

’Twixt Tweedledum and Tweedledce ; 
You'll own there also will be some 

’Twixt Tweedledee and Tweedledum ; 
And t’other, “looked upon as sich,” 

re | easily be told from which. 

And the conclusions drawn from these are 
That Pompszy, who resembles Cxsax, 
And Cassar, who'slike Pompey too, 

Are very similar to view ; 

But Pompey being, of the pair, 

The most resemblance said to bear, 

Why then, when we are told that these 
As much alike are “as two . 

It follows pea must differ from pea, 

Since Cesar is less like than Pomrey, 
Who were alike to such a pitch 
Themselves could scarce which from which, 
But each himself with chalk would mark ; 
And even then, when in the dark, 

Could no more see the difference 

Than you cf this can find the sense. 

For if you find oa eee you note it— 
You're better off than he who wrote it. 





Wuy does a Jack Tar remind one of Shrove Tuesday ?— Because 
one’s a Salt—the other batter-y. 
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. FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 8th, 1871. 


op HE coming session will open with some difficult work for the 
* Ministry. It is true Mr. Giapstone is still firm in his seat for 
Greenwich, and that the pretended petition asking his resigna- 

tion of the honour of representing the head-quarters of whitebait 

and shrimps was a dodge of the opposition, who counted too much on 
the ap to human selfishness which they pressed 80 hardly. 
Nevertheless several members of the Ministry have contrived to make 
themselves unpopular, beside the incapable Bruce and the irrepressible 
Ayrton. The session opens tishily—let us hope it will be a good 


oyster. a al Oia. 


Do you Smoke it! 

Tue Pali Mall doesn’t ioke—intentionally—just as “the 10th doesn’t 
dance.” We are therefore bound to believe that the astounding para- 
graph we quote is intended to be believed—to give delight to Cope’s 
Tobaceo Plant and cast a gloom over the Anti- Tobacco Journal. 


Smokers do not like to hear it asserted that they “ make beasts” of themselves 
with their nasty tobacco, yét the reproach is more just than perhaps they imagine, 
for it seems that some beasts, ticers for instance, are occasionally confirmed 
smokers. A correspondentof the Neilgherry Excelsior gives the foliowing curious 
evidence on that point :—** I observe,” be says, ‘‘ that you give an anecdote of a 
tiger snatching a cigar fromm a gentieman’s hand and bolting with it. A friend of 
mine onte hed a tiger cub and aterrier pun in rearing. He was a greatemoker, 
and the pets would play about th: room while he indulged in the weed. The 
sweeper noticed that there wee a gradual decrease of the cigar ends throwmaway 
by hie master, which could only be cue to h's master becoming less moderate in his 
habit or the use of the cigar ends by some oneelse. Determined to ascertain.the 
canse, he watched, and found one evening, after his master had retired to bed, that 
the tiger cub was the new eustomer for the cig«r ends, his companion, the pup, 
bringing him a firestick, stewlihily ab:tracted from the kitehen. These are not the 
only, instances of tigers teking to smoking. Mehemet Aly, the most enlightened 

a full-grown one, to which he always handed his 


r a tame 

hooks had.ex the scented opium ball.. On one oceasion, the Pasha 
havingegene out to dinner, the hookabadar prep:red the hookah, as usual, and 
leaving the e on ferour'te chair. of bis Highness, went to watch bis 


return. Enterh @ the room wittt tie Pasha; the first object thatmet their sight was 
the tame tiger lying fa t a+l-ep meur the hookuh. The Pasha called in vain, amd 
the hookabadar shook the tigerin vain. He was dead drunk, having exhausted by: 
smoking every atom of the seented ball.” It is fair, however, to edi! that 
smoking does not appear to affect the appetite of tigers in India, for, according to a 
rep rt reerntly made by Mr. Mackenzie, officiating Joint Secretary to the Govern- 
ment of Bengal, a« to the cost of dcstroy ng these and other wild animals, it seems 
that they continue to eat far more than their proper share of the poer people in the 
jungle districts. 
Had this occurred at the period mentioned by the poet— 

Once on a time, 

When pigs were swine, 
Aad monkeys chewed tobacco, 
we might have accepted it unhesitatingly — as it is, we are just off to 
call on Mr. Banrierr at the Zoologi 
weed with us in the den of the Bengal tiger. The experiment is a 
perilous one, but we will risk it, in consideration of the advan 
that may arise to the public if it be proved that tigers are as fond of a 
weed as wolves (according to the well-known story of the nigger 
violinist) are of music. What a splendid thing it will be for the 
‘Sahib’ who is implored by the natives of an Indian village to des- 
troy the local “ man-eater.’’ While exploring the jungle for the beast 
he will be able to take a hint from the Pali Mall smoker, and act on 
the old whist maxim—“when indoubt-play astump.” 


'--—~ 





A Hint for the School Board. 


a Russian scheme of military re-organisation has- just been made 
public :— 
E le subject of the Cvar, on Teaching the yi 

join the army, andou@i Reanrallo® feu fslyemre. Hawenstacrpoemes ve cit 
the colours and eight in the reserves.. No-exception an. aceount of rank is to be 
eoges and only public professors and teachers will be exempt from military 
As there is said to be a want of masters for thé schools to be esta- 
blished under the new Board, we venture to suggest as a remedy the 
adoption of the Russian mili system in England. We will bet 
our best set of teeth, our wife’s chignon, and the baby, to a ha’p’orth 
of roast chesnuts there will be no lack of teachers, then! 





Peace. 
Tus following paragraph suggests a difficulty for the supporters of 
Women's Rights :-— 
Mre. Esther Morr! ice of th in I 
4 oe ce of the peace in Iowa, has temporarily retired from the 


TUN. 


Gsrdens to ask him to have a°| ° 
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THE QUEEN’S SPEECH. 


Raprep ovr By Ovr Own Davenport. 
GEN- 


QpyY Lorps anp 
TLEMEN,— 
Be’t known to you 


That much this ses- 
siomyou will have 
to do. 

(But, by the way, 
although we bid 

ou do it 

We don’t expect that 
you will get half 
through it!) 


We note with joy 
the angry feuds 
that rend 

The continent incon- 
tinent will end: 

For we with all our 
neighbour states at 
peace 

Would gladly see 
the strife of na- 
tions cease, 

And: Commerce, Art, 
and Harmony in- 
crease. 

We saw the coming 
war with grief and 
pain, 
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And interceded. But we spoke in vain. 


America another envoy sends 

With whom we my discuss, like hearty friends, 
The question of the Alabama claim, 

Whereon perchance we somewhat were to blame: 
Then too we'll strive to calm with oil judiciary 
The troubled waters of Canadian Fishery. 


I next announce—with pleasure be it said— 

Lovise my daughter will a subject wed 

(To her no. doubt you will present a dowry), 

May the. young couple’s path be bright and flow’ry, 
For she is of the roses of our shore 

All cultivate—and he May-cull-’em-more ! 


My Farrurvut Commons. 

Go to your debates, 
And give attention to the estimates. 
“Twice is he armed who has his quarrel just,”’ 
But if he’d be thrice armed, perforce he must 
Be fore-armed too against all fear of storm: 
You'll find our-Army greatly needs reform; 
The. Budget will e all matters clearly, 
Remember safety can’t be bought too dearly : 
For a good army and a fleet, three-decker,. 
You'll tip the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
"Tis his to frame the Budget—yours to mend it ; 
You vote the money—he shows how to spend it. 


Mx Lorps anp GENTLEMEN. 
You’ll have some Bills 
Before you bought to treat of certain ills. 
At Universities to bar the use 
Of tests is one my Ministers produce ; 
The vote by ballot may your notice ask, 
And suffrages to equalise will task 
Your time and patience with some othe. themes, 
Domestic questions, and great social schemes. 
Which you will take into considération, 
And do such work with Heaven’s approbation 
: As shall most benefit and serve the nation. 
Vicrorma Recrna. 








A Fare Prospect. 
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Supposing the justice's other—we dare not say “better ’"— half should 
apply to her worship for a warrant a blessed infant for “a | 
ae of the are how + the learned Iadyact? Would | of 
she be Buurus— we ) Buvra, enough to bind over her own | tion on an eight-volume edition of SHAKESPEARE When he has 
ones | Andou me oe a emt zee ie arms! Would she | grazed his elbows and knees on a flight of stone steps, he will be duly 

the riot act an 1 out the military edon’t know. And we | qualified to become head of ‘the Commissariat Department in Paris 
have the honesty—rare in newspapers—to admit that we don’t! in case of a continuance of the siege. 










Tux gentleman, who kept his eye 7 one small dog for the space 
several months, is about to try whether he cannot feed his imagina- 
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RANDALL’S THUMB. 


ACT I.—Scene: Exterior of a Seaside Hotel. Enter Ranvatt followed 
by BuckTHorPE. 
RANDALL.— Here we are at Beachington. 
BucktHorrs.—Now that you have got me here, what do you want 
with me ? : 


RanpDA.Li.—I want you to make love to a young woman here, in | 


order to ascertain something which is not remarkably clear, about 

somebody whose identity is not definitely made out, but who left some 

money to a person to whom I will not more particularly refer, but 
which money I (for reasons that I need not enter into) am entitled to. 

Buckx.—And if I refuse. 

RanvDAtu.— I give you into custody on a charge of murdering some- 
body (never mind who) although you only killed him in self-defence. 

Buck. (apologetically to audience).—I am under his thumb. (Alvud.) 
Good. I consent. [ Brit RANDALL, 

Bucx.—It is one of the disadvantages of being under a man's thumb, 
that you must always do what he wants you to do. Ifyou don't, he’s 
annoyed, and then where are you? (Enter Epirn Tempxe.) Edith! 

Epiru.—Mr. Buckthorpe! This is a strange meeting! 

Bucx.—Once I loved you, loved you blindly. But your papa be- 
haved unkindly. And gave poor Reginald his congé. One evening in 
the salle-a-manger. 

(There ts no earthly reason why young lovers should talk poetry to each 

other ana Corkney rhymes in French don’t count.) 

Eprra.— Because he found you had been tricking. And up your 
heels you had been kicking. You often stopped out late at night, sir. 
*T was broken off and serve you right, sir. 

Bucx.—But I’ve repented of it sore, And I won't do it any more, 
To pardon me I pray you deign And let the match be on again! 

Enter RanDALL. 

RaNDALL.— Very good. 

Buex. (taken aback).—You should have hummed something as you 
came in. But what do you mean by very good? 

, RANDALL.—This is the young woman whose money you are to get 

or me! 

Enter Banauzs (an old Indian surgeon, marvellously made up and admir- 
ably played by Mr. Rigutron) and Miss Spinn (an elderly maiden, 
equally well made up and equally well played by Miss Maccre 
BRENNAN). 

Miss Seinn.—I'm getting up a picnic to the Clump Rocks:this day 
week, (Zo Ranpati). Will you go? 

Ranpdatu.—I will—so will Buckthorpe ! 

Bucx.—No; I must leave for town to-day. 

Epitu (Aside to Buck).—Oh! Mr. Buckthorpe, please to stay ! 

Ranpatu.—If you go I'l inform against you for that murder which 
you didn’t commit. 

Buck. (Aside, with some irritation).—I am so under his thumb! 

RanDALL.—Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Buckthorpe will join your 
party. 

(General delight of everybody at this concession-on the part of a total 

stranger, who is the companion of a most manifest and seedy swindler.) 


ACT II.—Scene: The Clump Rocks—iy the sea. Everybody discovered 
ptenic-tna, the luncheon being spread on two picturesque, but evidently 
damp and sea-weedy rocks. A general smell of anemones pervades this 
delightful spot, aud as the ground is covered with small sharp rocks, and 
all the party wear their shoes, the joy is general. As the luncheon takes 
place about half an hour before sunset in August—that is to say, about 
eight o clock p.m.—it may be presumed that the party were some time 
making up their minds to settle on this delightful spot. 

Somenopy.—As luncheon is finished, and as this agreeable retreat is 
swamped by the tide twice a day, and as the tide will be at its highest 
in half an hour, perhaps we'd better go. 

Somenopy Exsz.—It-can't*be too damp for me—I like it squashy! 

[ But they all go. 

Enter Enirn and Bucxtruorre (who have been overlooked, rather un- 

kindly, by the rest of the party). RANDALL /istens. ; 

Bucx.—They ve finished, and we’re just too late. Oh, Edith, Edith, 

ou would wait ! 
If we could find a glass and plate, We'd lunch alone em 
(étema-*éte. 

Enprra.—And_-will yon always love me, dear ? 

Buex.— While this heart beats with life, I sweer! 

Eprra.—But why do you with Randall chum ? 

Buck.—Because I’m under Randall’s thumb ! 

Epitu.— But how? 

Bucx.— Why, once upon a time 

I killed a man—it was no crime ! 

I killed him but in self-defenee,— 
Of that, I have no evidence. 

He knows it, and he says that he 
Will give me up to justice— me }— 
If I refuse with him to chum. 


| ' Botu.— 











' 

{ th theo: | the weight of Randall's thum)! 

[Exit Enitn, weeping bitterly. 
Enter Rawxpatt. 
Ranpatt.—You've blown upon me! 
Bocx.—I have. (He is not going to talk poetry to RANDALL.) 
Ranpauu.—TI give you one more chance. Get me the information I 
require by this evening and you are spared—refuse, and I give you up 
to justice! [ Brie. 
Enter Evitu. 

Enpitx and BucktTuorre sit on the dampest and mast sea-weedy of the 
two spiky rocks. What ave new dresses to her, or lavender trousers to 
him? The tide rises, phenomenally, through three cracks in the ground. 
It creaks—but they don't care ! 

Buckx.—This is true happiness, my love, I vow— 
I fear no kind of danger, Edith, now! 
Bnier RANDALL tn @ boat, 
Rawxnary.—I've come to fetch you off! 
Bucx.—We are quite safe—it’s quite calm. 
RANDALL (with awful intensity).—But there's a storm brewing for 

/you. If you want to escape it you must do as I tell you. 

[ Tableau ; BuckTHorre doing as Ranpatt tells him, 

| ACT ITI.—Scene: Same as Act I. Banarrs aiscovered. Buter Emitu. 

Epitu.—I’m going to be married to Mr. Buckthorpe! 

[Erit Epirn, all smiles and blushes and confusion. 
Enter BuckTHorPps. 

Banoues.—Sir, I congratulate you. 

BucktTHorpe.—Stop—it is only right that you should know that I 
am an adventurer. i am accused of a murder by Randall, who is a 
forger— but I am innocent. 

BANGLES (with military decision). —¥Edith shall marry no agunderer. 

Bucx.— But—— 

BanGues.—Don’t expostulate. I have always made up my mind thit, 
come what might, Edith should mot murder a marriner—I should say 
marry a murderer. 

Buck.—But I am no murderer. 

BanGies.—I will satisfy myself on that point. Leave it tome. Go 
away. [Brit Buckruorre. 

Enter RaNvatt. 

Banouies.— You charge Buckthorpe with murder. 

Ranpa_u.—I do. 

Banoies.—Then give him into custody, or I'll give you into custody 
as an accessory after the fact. 

Ranpati.—Confusion ! 

BanGies.—Write a note to the Superintendent of Police, saying that 
a notorious criminal is stopping here. (RANDALL does so.) Now you 
ean go, [Exit Ranvatt. 

Enter Bucktuorre and everybody else. 

BucktTHorPE (musing).— This was committed on the 14th of August, 
i868. 

Banoues.— Eh ? 

Buck. (in a general way).—I killed this m—his name was 

Peters, and he was a bagman—on the 1ith of August, 1868. 
Banoues.— You pitched him over Banton Cliff ? 

Bucx.— Yes. 
Banoues.— Having run him threugh the neck ? 
Buck.—Yes. 
Baneves.—Just here. (Showing his weck.) 
Bucx.— Yes -- yes. 
Banoues.—And hang it, sir, do you mean to say I'm dead © 
Buckx.—You ? It was Peters! 
Bano.izs.—Peters be hanged. It was I! 
Buckx.—Jdoy ! 
RanpaLi.— Confusion ! 

Enter Police. 


Porice.—John Randall—arrest you—charge of forgery. | 

RanDaL. (with decision).—I xepeat, Confusion! (Zsey take off Lis 
wig and whiskers.) 

Buck.— With joy I'm almost stricken dumb, 

Once more I'm free from Randall's Thumb! 
Cunralrn. 

OvrseLv:s.—A very loosely constructed and improbable plav—the 
end of the last act is almost farcical. However, the admirable 
manner in which it was acted by Mar. Vezm, Mu. Berronp, Mr. 
Frank Martruews, Miss Macocre Bremwax, Mu. Rieuton, Mus. 
Srepuens ard Mis« Kare Bisnor appeared to blind the audience to 
the defects of the play, and indeed almost gave an air of probability to 

| the most farcical incidents. Muss Bisnor is a charming ingénue, Mu. 
Ricuren a most valuable charscter-actor. Mr. Vezin’s modesty and 
self-denial im playingsa sarond-rate part is an example that should teach 
| many pompous incapables a valuable lesson. Miss Burron and Mr. 
AsTLey gave full effect to two redundant parts. The scenery is 
extremely picturesque, and the new theatre is the prettiest and most 
complete in Londen. 
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HARLEQUIN NIGHTMARE ; 
OR, 
WHAT COMES OF A ROUND OF PANTOMIMES. 
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A SPLENDID OPENING! 


John Bull :-~“ AH! I SEE THEY HAVEN’T TURNED YOU OUT OF YOUR OLD STANDING.” 
Mrs. @**ds**ne:—“ LAW, BLESS YOU, NO! IT’S ONLY TALK, BECAUSE I WOULDN’T TAKE TO SHRIMPS AND 
ITEBAIT INSTEAD OF OYSLERS—AND JUST SEE WHAT A GOOD ONE I'M GOING TO OPEN FOR YOU NOW!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 205. | 


At length is hushed the cannon’s roar ; 
And white winged peace returns once more, 
For wiser council now has sway, 
A statesmen holds the reins to day. 
Let fierce Gampertta loud declare 
What he had done had he been there ; 
His be the praise who sought for peace 
And bid the siege’s terrors cease. 


1. Fat mutton and rice 

By the Turk are thought nice ; 
And to show you great favour suppose he shall wish 
He will feed you himself with his hand from the dish. 


| 
2. This very queer worm— 
If that’s the right term— 





Strange legends prevail of 
A strange kind of beast, 
I can’t in the least 

Make out head or tail of. 


3. Where the streams of the Dnieper, rf 
Begin to grow deeper, IN “4 YW yaar il 
You'll find it, if into a map you're a peeper. Saas “SRD AN MTEL Peery a) 
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4. The man, who pokes 

. In other folks’ 

| Affairs his nose 

\ Will oft get blows, 
That are not jokes. 
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5. On either side along the hall 
Where brackets on the old oak wall, 
Whereon wax tapers were displayed 
And light as day the midnight made. 


So.tution oF Acrostic, No. 203.—Bombard, Assault : 
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Biretta, Obsequies, Metathesis, Burletta, Adieu, Rowel, / 
Dessert. J \ TH 
Correct SoL_utrions. oF Acrostic No. 203, RECK&IVED Fes. 1.— 
: _ None received. 
Con.—Does not appear to have reached nus. A DIFFICULT PASSAGE 
ae : fs : This is poor old Bowman. If you were to hint that he was getting slightly 
| . Enoranp’s Bis-mark for starving Paris: Bis dat gui deaf, he'd seus eae you ; and A he allows his landlady, who, = et 
cito dat. is neither young, nor beautiful—nor even amiable—to declare he's as deaf as a post ! 
. | me to your invention, and I wassaved. I enclose six penny stamps as 
SPORTING NO TES 7 | token of my respect and percentage on my winnings, and am,— 
Sin,—I have to inform you that the sporting season has once more “Yours, &c. 
begun, for the spring handicap weights have appeared, and the scales | “ Aw OLp Pat.” 


e ophthalmic organs of many unfortunate backers. | , ‘ : :, 
Ae it eed als be eaided by me things alehs be very different. |. ‘‘ A perusal of your packet has quite altered a intentions regarding 
I've just perfected my portable plan, by the use of which large | the turf, which for the future we intend to foster and protect, so as | 
fortunes can.be won by everybody. All you require is a bank, which | to have full value out of your splendid invention. 
is of. course a very trifling consideration. Having selected your bank (Signed) “ Averix H. Bu—cs, his X mark, 
(see Post-office Directory), you commence operations by offering “twenty Henpzgnson, Col. Commanding Foot | 
to one bar one,” taking great care to bar whenever anyone offers to Guards Blue. 
bet. When you have taken a sufficient quantity of the circulating | To show that we have spared no expense in perfecting our invention, 
medium, you had better hedge, a proceeding oftentimes attended with | I forward you the lines written for us by the sporting laureate, with- 


$ congo, but care and circumspection will carry you through. When | out which none is genuine, and to imitate which is forgery slightly _ 

on right side of the ainen aennt the re of ros way aaa Spe | tinctured with fraud :— | 
_ stop there until you hear what has won, and proceedings ma en 

a to the ar What these proceedings are can ai be com- | The Tre turf 
municated by private telegraphic code and unmitigated modus, both , For right is ever strong. 
of which may be obtained of the well-known firm of Avasrve AND Co. | Aa we con waite we're good to faht. 
for a small consideration. A reduction by takinga quantity. Gentle- | To sistke our patent gong, | 
men’s own materials made up to the required consistency. This secret | And sing our system's one, | 


r information, which has stood the test of most vigorous investigation, | : 
and has a out of the mae te Sera seca nee gold | Which me: y oe aie small, | 
jewellery, prevents an ssibility of losing. Indeed, many adven- | 
Tolnas Uncles ona areetaies ia the cma of testing our modus’s | Six samples enclosed. On behalf of myself and par ah i as 
value, tried to lose, and found themselves unable to do so. The | ©véer, UGSPUR. 
following are but a few of the thousands of testimonials received daily 


at our office :— Up goes the Animal. | 


y the important 
* Since we have of our own selves personally perased . Some people are never satisfied. Here’s one of them ! 


and icularly private information contained in Avosrur’s modus : - 
i » we have me renovated. Taken immediately after dinner | 4 few nights ago a labourer found a pocket-book at Sheriff Hutton containing 


it will be found to be an agreeable tonic, while it soothes alike the | £100. He restored it at once, and was rewarded with—threepence ! 
downy couch of wealth and the proletarious pillow of poverty.” | That labourer ought to have known better than to grumble at the 
ing money given him by the owner of the pocket-book. It is a penny 


“Gentlemen,—A few days ago and I was so poor that I was about | more than the sum the donkey ought to have been expected to go 








to do something desperate. Fortunately I met a friend who introduced | up to. 
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‘“THE HEAD AND FRONT OF HIS OFFENDING.” 


Operator -—“ Yur NO SAB BARE ABOOT THE TOP 0’ THE HEAD AS YER 
BRiTHER, Mr. Jonny.” 
Mr. John, with great satisfaction: —“ Yes, yes! I HAVE A GOOD DEAL 
MORE HAIR THAN MY BRITHER.” 
Operator :—“ But THEY DO TELL ME THAT THE BALD HEADED AYE HAS 
THE MAIST BRAINS.” 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Paxpme the alteration of the programme at the St. James’s, 
Mxs. Joux Woop has revived, to amuse her audience, the old 
bagatelle of “Jenny Lind at Last.”” Asin most other bygone burlesques 
the allusions in “Jenny Lind’’—though pointed and clever enough 
at the time of production— have long since become blunted ; and we 
should think that few in the straggling audience on the night of our 
visit recognised in Mz. Lionzt Buovon's extraordinary character the 
on conan Bunn. pene but the 
acting manageress ROUGH preven e piece falling 
as flat as its predecessor; and of itself Seam Lind” S ieeelitent 
to counterbalance the general dulness of the rest of the pro- 


gramme. 
The ripple of laughter which pervades an audience during the 
ef a well written comedy is undoubtedly a an 
sound to both and author. It is only when comedy holds 
peseeten ot Oe Oe at ree S sound differing 
from the loud guffaw attendant on the ee best efforts, 
or the doubtful cachinnation which follows the utterance of burlesque 
absurdity. This “ripple” can be heard to great advantage at the 
new Court Theatre, during the performance of “ Randall's Thumb” 
(adapted by Mu. W. S. Grupert from a story in Tom Hood's Comic 
Annual), & oe up to the author’s tation. Good as is the 
comedy, it is not, however, better than the i vee Sevens bent 
obtainable; and in the mouths of such thorough artists as Mespames 
Borrow, Bisnor, Basxwan, and Sraruzns, Mzesxs. Henman Vezin, 
Franxx Marruews, Ricuton and Barrorp, the sparkling dial re- 
ceives every justice. The house is a fine specimen of the bijou theatre, 
and is capi fitted throughout. Where all is excellent it is hard to 
pick out anything for special commendation, but we cannot pass over 
the proscenium grotesques of Mx. E. Guxpaw Darzret, which are 


(Feprvary 11, 1871, 


———— 
THE WAY TO DO IT. 


I xeVER was a rapid man ; 
In fact it may be said 

I tuke my time with any plan 
That enters in my head. 

I cultivate, perhaps, a taste 
That never suited you ; 

I never do a thing in haste, 
But—when I do—I do. 








The little girl that I admire 
Is like the damask rose; 

Her Ma will probably enquire 
If I shall soon propose. 

Dear mother, let the matter drop ; 
I like to bill and coo. 

I very rarely dare to “ pop,” 
But—when I do—I do. 


I lent a “fiver” to a friend 
A brother, so to speak), 

Who promised faithfully to send 
My cash within a week. 

I scorn to beg, I scorn to dun, 
And lawyers I eschew ; 

I seldom summons anyone, 
But—when I do—I do. 


Whenever at my club I meet 
JONES, RoBinson, or Brown, 

I feel that it would be a treat 
To knock the party down. 

I onlv venture now and then 
(‘Tis pity though ’tis true) 
To black the eyes of other men; 

But—when I do—I do, 


In for a Pound. 
We cannot help thinking that Mr Lowe ought to 


have sent us a few of his new sovereigns for notice. 
The oversight may have arisen in the pressure of busi- 
the mistake. We are always glad to encourage merit, 
send us an immediate circulation. We understand some 


who don’t like theirs may send them to us, 








extremely clever, and which we hope will inaugurate a new era in the 
style of theatrical ornamentation. 


We have seen some conjuring in our time, and, thanks to the works — 
of retired prestidigitateurs and the clumsiness of some professors of | 


the art, know how a good many of the tricks are done. But our 
knowledge avails us nothing 


marvellous tricks in a manner that defies detection. We most strongly 
recommend our readers to pay him an early visit at the tian 
Hall, and a | the intense pleasure of being thoroughly and com- 
pletely deceived with their eyes open and all their wits about them. 


Those who affect scenes ‘in the circle, who admire wonderful | 
ing mules, and comic circus clowns, and who have a | 


elephants, 
for trapeze and bareback evolutions of an astonishing descrip- 


fancy | 
tion, should by all means visit the Holborn Circus, where skilful 


t ’ t co and ree coolness exhibit themselves 
in a series of feats which excite the beholders’ wonder, and stamp the 
establishment as being the undoubted headquarters of equestrianism. 





Wanted. 


We are sorry to learn from the columns of a contem that the 
interest of our cannibal brethren in foreign partes are cian attended 
to as they should be. A home missio has recently stated that there 
are only two missionaries to twenty thousand cannibals : at which rate 
the latter would barely get a taste apiece. We trust that now we 
have indicated the want a supply will be instantly forthcoming. It 
is terrible to think of the sufferings of these poor cannibals, thus 
deprived of even the minor luxury which Sipwzy Surru described— 

d missionary on the side-table. 





ness consequent on the near approach of the meeting of | 
Parliament ; and if so it is not too late for him to rectify | 


and will insure for any of these works of art he may | 


dissatisfaction with the coins has been expressed. Parties | 





with so dexterous a performer as | 
Monstzun Hermann, who, without any apparatus, attired in evening | 
dress only, comes down among the audience and does the most | 


| 
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. fate; and. though after much: trouble and: 
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THE ROUND OF THE PANTOMIMES. 


Just at this season, worn down to a phantom, I’m 
Night after night compelled at duty's call 
To visit every new play and pantomime 
Going a circuit of the theatres all ; 
Whereof reports in Don Juanic canto my M- 
Use will here versify for great and small ; 
Though nowadays I fear this metre Byrony 
More often suffers mangling than does irony. 


At Covent Garden there’s the legend old, 
The Sleeping Beauty and the Sprteful Fairy, 
With great attractions, new and manifold, 
In scenery and dresses, rich or airy, 
And realms of elfland all of gems and gold. 
With comic business the effect to vary, 
Whereat one laughs until one’s sides are aching 
To see the taking Paynes are so pains-taking. 


At Drury Wantley’s Dragon rules the roast! 
And there the Voxxszs be, who act so cleverly, 
"Tis hard to say which of them pleases most ; 
And then the scenery is done by BEvERLyY ; 
And Buancuarp writes the story (who can boast 
He’s written the best pantomimes that ever le- 
Gitimate fun for little folks supplied)— 
And there’s good comic business too beside. 


To Astley’s next for pantomime we go, 

Where Harlequin Tom Tiddl:mouse is seen 
And Twelve Princesses dancing in a row 

By way of ballet—while the Frog, I ween, 
His hopper-atic airs is meant to show ; 

The transformation’s one of glittering sheen ; 
Wherefore is Astley’s not of charms bereft, 
Although the spirit of “the ring ”’ has left. 


The Surrey has:a pantomime as well, 
Hight Mother Goose (how well the story we know !) 
Wherein that old young actor P. Rosatiz 
Divides applause with veteran Bo.eno ; 
In short the matter in a word to tell 
The bird is cooked quite @ la Solferino ; 
I need but add by way of explanation 
The goose will anser every expectation. 


At the Victoria energetic Cave 
With Nimble Nip his audience delighting, 
Gives all the heartiest laugh the soul can crave 
By acting, singing, posturing, and fighting 
Better than some of whom our critics rave. 
The pantomime is Mx. Sovrar’s writing, 
And there’s a patter song of Mr. Leicu’s, 
To add to other matters sure to please. 


The Standard takes us to the famous cross, 
The Cross of Banbury, and shows beside 
Another cross ’twixt Chanticleer and hoss 
Whereon the legend calls on us to ride 
And see the dame who ne’er was at a loss 
For music, being so with bells supplied. 
Here very gorgeous scenery you'll gaze on, 
And silver Amazons look with amaze on! 


The Grecian treats us to the tale of Herne 
The Hunter, with the Conqussts’ wondrous feats : 


by While the Britannia has to serve its turn 


The Man with Mischief loaded; and one greets 
At the East London The White Cat, to learn 
Whose history was one of childhood’s treats. 
So there’s a chronicle in brief set down 
Of all the pantomimes in London town! 








Engine-uous. 

“T suan’r live up here much longer,” said HusznT DE WxNxyYx to 
his friend Jonzs when the latter calléd to i H. pe W’s new 
palatial suburban mansion in the N.W. district. “My feelings forthe 
partons engaged at our railway-station are teo much for me, and 

am getting thin with anxiety. I never miss one when I am entering 
or.emerging from a train without the most dreadful surmises as to his 

tient inquiry I have 

always found the poor fellow whom I sought, the joy of recovery is 
not equal to the- horror of suspense— and I must give it up. I don't 
know why if is, but the men engaged on the platform are always 
ing out, Have us to kill—and I can assure you that “my heart 


bleeds for them.”’ 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Paris capitulates through famine. Gamerrra says famine is 
nonsense. “* He jests at scars who never,’ &c. = French generals 
show tendency to suicide. General French policy has been of that 
kind. = Prussians throwing supplies into Paris. Half a loaf is better 
than shrapnel shell. = Gamperta says he will go on fighting —He'd 
gam-better not or he'll get the gam-worst of it! — Prorgrssor 
Huxtey of the School Board gives his affidavit that a school isa 
nuisance. We always thought it was—when we went to one. = 
School Board quarreling about opening their proceedings with prayer. 
Laborare est orare. When will they begin to work ? = New sovereigns 
issued with a drag-on. Quite right; we find our soverigns go too 
fast. — British Medical Journal, on suicides, says women seldom do it 
by cutting their throats. Of course not; if they did they wouldn't be 
able to have that last word. = Intense excitement as to whether the 
Maravis or Lorne will be married in Highland dress. Waiting for 
the Verdict—“ Kilty or not Kilty.’”” — Election of Clerk to Lendon 
School Board. Croap crowed over other competitors. = Capitulation 
of Paris per Favae. Recapitulation of nonsense by Gampetra. = 
Mr. Arrron addressed his constituents. Constituents gave him 2 
dressing in return. 


Too Fast. 


Tuere rs to be a good deal in a name, in spite of what 
SHAKESPEARE said. At least we can’t help concluding as much from 
this case :— 

Sprightly, paddle wheel steam-vessel, Staff-Commander P. Going, had another 
narrow escspe yesterday week, and the Hants Telegraph —** narrowly escaped 
being sunk in Portsmouth Harbour. She had been to Spithead as usual with de- 
spatches, and was returning into harbour with the flood tide at great speed, when 
she ran close up to the floating bridge, which was making its pass across the 
harbour at the time, and by a very narrow shave was a collision avoi “a 
Evidently the Sprightly was too sprightly and used too much despat: h 
eet for a despatch boat, and her commander was decidedly Goin: 
a ! 





Passing Strange. 

Tum Evening Courant which is the organ of culture and gentility in 
the Modern Athens contains an advertisement that reminds us of the 
mystery of the pig-faced lady :— 

Lost: on Saturday last, a Brown Silk Lady’s Umbrella (quite new), with nane 

on handle.—Finder will be Rewarded on bringing it to Walker Street. 
Walker-street is we understand a fashionable locality where we might 
ewes Gimp ct to meet a lady with a handle to her name, or a name to 4 
handle; but we confess that even there we should hardly hope to see 
such @lusus nature as a ‘ brown silk lady.” We trust the advertise- 
ment will meet the eye of Barnum whose Museum will be incomplete 
without this extraordinary phenomenon ! 





A Reason. 


Youna Brown when out dining was asked to take pork, 
And though he was a truth-telling child, 

He could not but say, as he played with his fork, 
‘“‘ Tf it’s rou~t, ma’am, I can’t; for I’m diled.”’ 


Sushers ta Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted: MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by @ stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. 
O_Lp Nick.—When with “ Augusta’’ you rhyme “ buster,” to us you 


prove yourself ‘* disguster.”’ 
A Risinc WirT.—You had better stop rising, because the fall will be 


yd ar 
N6TAN.—It was so cruel of you to say “I herewith enclese poctry '’— 
it wasn’t even verse—much less prose. Don't you do it again. 

W. C. (Aberdeen).—Evidently can't see a double meaning. 

Saqu1B.—A very poor fizzle. 

R. (Fitzroy-street).— Your “‘ attempts after the style of Artemus Ward” 
are confined to bad spelling only; and most people can spell badly without 
any effort. 

M. (Queen’s County).—We do not return MSS. unless the senders 
comply with our regulations. 

Declined with thanks :—R. M. W , Leamington; Pim; B. B.; G.S&., 
dinburgh ; E. C., Plymouth: Nik, Wolverhampton; Medicus ; G.H.P, 
Southampton ; J. Butler: F. T. H., Kingstown; W. W. D., Blandford ; 
R. H. H., Craven-astreet ; E. H., Penzance; B. W. W., Dublin Subscribe: ; 
C. D., Torrington-square; Scotsman; G. A. D., Littlehampton; G. L., 
Holloway-road; W. T. G., Old Kent-road; E. H., EAverpool ; a. Bs 
Barnsbury; Mrs. Hencrow; Toodles; J. R., Ashford; L. M., Jarrow; 
B. P., Cambridge; L., Colcbes'er; Barnsbury;,W. T. H., Kennington ; 
Hystericus; E. A., India Office, W. F. C., Fulham, D., Melton Bowling. 














—-_— -—--— 








1) 
it 


: ; 
: i 
' F 
: 
Ff ’ 
a 
, 3 
f 
; & 
‘ 
4 


FACE-ETIOUS | 
Rich Maiden Lady :—“ Wat, May, WHY ARE YOU ZOOKING 80 HARD AT ME?” 


May :—“T'u LOOKING FoR YOUR : FACE,” 
, 


Lady :~“ WHat OTHER PACB 


May :—“ Wux Ma 18 ALWAYS SAYING YOU HAVE TWO PACES.” 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 
iodical which might well be spared. “ Un- 


Moments is a 
lovers of "to quote the preface, would “ turn 
relaxation to good account” by abstaining from rushing into 


print, until they have by study and practice got a step or so on the 
standard’ at which they profess to aim. Children 


y learnt their A. B. C. should not be encouraged to 


Kilgobbin” are continued with fncrodag, interest and’ the. other 
” are ith i ing interest, the other 
articles are thoroughly readable, on the ecli 

In Belgravia Mr. Sara's “ Predoa in Pec Pa toe gem, bat the 


[Consternation of Mamma. 


He wre “ poets ought to live to a hundred at least, but the poetasters 
should be put to death in their teens : ’—is this a literary suicide? 


[Fserrvary 11, 1870, | 








Jounny LupLow gives us a capital story in the Argosy, in which | 


we may also note an improvement in the art department. 

Mr. Rime. as usual provides for the Feast of St. Valentine with 
an assortment of novelties, among which we may especially mention 
the ingenious application of the postal card and telegram to the 


requirements of the season. 


A Winter’s Tale. 


WE note with pleasure that Mrz. Frost has been received into the 
ranks of the Royal Academicians—“ Now is the winter”—to quote 
SHaKEsPEARE—“ made glorious.” 


NOTICE.—Nezt week, price One Penny, 


VALENTINE DOUBLE NUMBER OF FUN, 
Profusely IWustrated by the best Artists. 








18-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENTS. 


MR. 


STREETER 


(Late HANCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated 


i8-CARAT GOLD JEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE. 


From 30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


37, CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 
. STEAM WORKS—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


The New Illustrated Catalogue, bound in cleth, Free for Two Stamps. 
Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, st. Andrew’s Hil) Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C,—London: Feb. 11, 1871. 
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Thus it happened that a tender attachment had sprun b 
De Winkle’s grocer and De W.’s aunt’ _— 
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Said De W., “ Produce £100, as a settlement, within a week, and 
she is yours, 


FUN. 
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50 De Winkle hated his grocer—for he owed 
money and dared not to interfere, 


And De W. chuckled, for he knew that 
Bimms couldn’t. 













For six days Bimms was a prey to the 
bitterest despair. 
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Soe was De W,’s aunt. On the seventh day St. Valentine eame round. On that day (Feb. 14, 1871) De W. received a suspicious looking 
- (The illustration is from a Bodleian MS.) envelope. He said ; “It isan ugly one. I will not open it 
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I will send it to Bimms.” Which he did—and it contained a £100 note. 


and was happy. De W. wasn’t. 
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Then Bimms produced it, claimed his bride And Be W. had a dreadful night- 


mare as he deserved. 
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A TALE OF ST. VALENTINE’S DAY. 
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THE PILL-GRIM OF LOVE; 
Or, The Union-“ Bank-o's ghost” of a chance for the fair sez. 








The late ©, BW, Robertson. 


It is a very painful task to add another beloved name to the 
already too large obituary which records the losses this paper 
and those connected with it have sustained. Mr. Ronpenrson 
was for a long time—until indeed his well-deserved success as 
a dramatist left him no time to devote to periodical literature— 
4 regular contributor to these columns. The fame of his 
comedies has eclipsed to some extent the reputation he won b 
the clever e-work in which he was at first en , 
But the founder of our modern school of comedy can aftord to 
let the minor renown pass; his claims on the love and grati- 
tude of the public require no augmentation. 

e is, we 


When we consider how poor and trite our lan 
scarcely dare to try and put words to the grief which we his 


friends feel at the death of one we all loved, and were so proud 
of. We had watched his courageous struggle in the aida, 
had rejoiced in his triumphs, and were aware of the un- 
developed powers, which had he been spared a few years 
longer would have won him a yet bigher position ‘as a 
dramatist, and we have known the long and severe suffering 
from which he has been released. "He to his grave 
regretted ae Ge public at ; but loved and lamented b 
ay ae Sones Wee 6 and intensity it would be idle 
utter. 





As Broad as it’s Long. 


In Ones pe er re make a difference of one cent 

ean people as passengers. This is t-iall 
injustice, because if the fat take up more than their share ele, 
the lean take up less, and so the evil would cure itself like streaky 
bacon. Strictly, the medium folk should pay full fare, the lean ones 
get a cent drawback and the stout pay a cent in excess. Them's our 









[Fsnavary 18, 1871. 
$< 
JOHN BULL TO DAME EUROPA. 


A VALENTINE. 


“You know I’m the boy of your heart, 

Though sneaks there be many to tell us, 
Our love is now destined to part: 

It’s only because they are jealous ! 
Because I won’t bully, and brawl, 

Nor in others’ affairs interlope, ‘A 
Coward! A Coward!’ they bawl,” 

Says John Bull to his dear Dame Europa. 


“ When one’s pluck has been proved—as has mine— 
By giving his foemen their gruel, 
He can quite well afford to decline 
To be made to take part in a duel. 
But when it’s his duty to fight, 
With odds he is ready to cope—a 
Question of Right against Might !”’ 
Says John Bull to his dear Dame Europa. 
“The man, who knows best how to box, 
Is a peaceable man, to a moral ; 
It’s not that he fears the hard knocks— 
But he—if he begins—ends a quarrel. 
He smiles if yeu him too slow, 
But he gives to his foe enough rope—a 
Gift, whose result we all know! ” 
Says John Bull to his dear Dame Europa. 


‘“‘ There are lads in my form, who (for shame !) 
If they thought it would pay for their party, 
Would drag through the mud our good name ; 
But for such my contempt is most hearty. 
Their honour has reached a poor pass 
Who by means so disgraceful would grope a 
Back-way to the top of the class!” 
Says Jehn Bull to his dear Dame Europa. 


‘“‘ Let them talk as they will, my brave John ; 
I know better your courage und virtue, 
And I don't think the boys will get on 
In my graces, who thus seek to hurt you. 
To establish with me they’ll find hard, 
Though I gave them the uttermost scope, a 
Place next to yours in regard!” 
To John Bull answered dear Dame Europa. 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Mr. Monse1t Postmaster General. Don’t envy him on the 14th 
instant, if he does his duty! — Dewsbury Spinner quarrels with his 
brother and throws himself first into a rage and then into a milldam. 
He won’t have another opportunity of quarrelling. — The Aseerees 
having captured Hodeida threaten to take Mocha. We trust they 
will get their Mocha hot. = Man at Southport attempted suicide, but 
as he walked out again when the water was up to his waist, he only 
met with middling success. — Child near Bolton strikes at cat with 
poker, on the point of which she falls with fatal effect. Children 
should not strike at cats with pokers, clearly, — French committee of 
National Defence become mutually offensive. 


Prime Regalias. 

It is one of the charms of Joun Buu's character that he is not to be 
beaten! The Parisians during the siege have been feasting on peculiar 
dishes, but the paupers at Newington Workhouse have excelled them 
in the strangeness of their banquet, if we may credit a report of it 
which appeared in a local journal :— 

The inmates were then regaled with ale, cake, snuff, tobacco, fruit, and sweets, 

which had been defrayed by private subscription. The guardians and many of the 
visitors, which included a considerable number of ladies, then adjourned to the 
board-room, where a very excellent cold collation was provided. 
We cannot but think the guardians and the visitors— ially the 
be-which-ing ones— displayed a want of enterprise in sot “collating e 
off the olla podrida of ale, cake, snuff, tobacco, fruit, and sweets, 
whereon the inmates had been regaled. 





A Medley and a Muddley. 

Ir a certain peer, bel g to the Bedford family, were to take to 
* trimming,” of what would it be? It ae B-russel’s lace. 
Lwe oun} caster for this outrage,—in fact we haven't time. We 
sar ated its perpetrator, and in uence an active and 
intelligent—if too prompt— police is on our tee: 
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CUPID S DICTIONARY. 


“ CaRDIOLOGY,n.—The science which treats of the heart.” When the science is practised on the 14th of February it usually takes the form 
of Postal Cardioloay. 














DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 206. To WitiiaM. 
J 9. You pray with an “a,’’ when you've preyed with an “e,”’ 
: poe ee ; chap So a very great ruler ’tis right you should be. 
And what with these and what with this To A VoLUNTsER. 
is He has enough to do, I wis! 10. When with your corps I saw you, at inspections, 
} To a Connie. Your goose-step walked into my young affections. 
1. Cobbler, cobbler, mend a shoe ; r oe as . | 
pe o old worn boot 10 you, Saaueey oo Aemaeme 7 204. — Reform, Armies :—Razzia, Ear, 
And trust that you'll know what to do Fim, Cle RANE, ARON 
{2 . : R ° Tee SoLuTions oF Acrostic No, 204, Recgivep 8th Frs.—T. 0. R. E; 
o Two Rivats. ill. 
at e . *,* In reply to several correspondents we beg to state that “ elderitch”’ was 
2, Thus while you fight to win the lady, & merely a misprint for “‘ eldritch”’; but that several selutions accidentally placed on 
Wag says you’re natives of Arcadia. a wrong file were overlooked till too late. 
. To Brno. ——————SS 
3. Men say that drink is your delight, 
¢ But you with these wet appetite. A Canon of many Tons. 
3 To a Danpy. A COUNTRY paper mentions that the incumbent of Weston Lulling- 


field has requested his Bishop to excommunicate one of his parishioners 
with the lesser excommunication :— 
For being drunk for several consecutive days according to Canon 109. 


This Canon would seem to be—we beg to apologise to Mr, Banen 


; | 4. Fine feathers do not—take my word— 
Make, if not borne well, a fine bird. 


Toa Cockney Boarist. 





“7 5. Come o’er the sea, Ceckney, with me,— é 
Oh, but how very unwell you will be! PrircHakD and Wovlwich arsenal generally—a very incorrect Fraser 
7 T gun. A canon law that enjoins drunkenness for several consecutive 
n pee aoe Loon ‘ ‘i days ought to be discharged and not let off at all. 
- . The deeper you the Thespian horrors quaff, 
i le laugh! . 
Tae more (f _ oe ye people ang ‘‘ Buy and Buy, is easel-ly said.” 
To | Ir we are to believe this statement, picture-dealing still progresses 
7. come let oh ee Agee ans, in spite of the siege of Paris :— 
region pleasant though con ° M. Meissonier, who is in Paris, has just sold to an amateur of that city his great 


To an ARDENT LOVER. picture of 1807, for 200,000 francs (£8,000). It is as yet unf'.‘shed. 
8. Your burning passion proves that Beauty’s smile It appears that there is one French painter at »ast who has not ex- 
Like some comunioelal sirit, may “ strike ile.” changed his pencil for a brush with the Prussians. 
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A “Follet” for the Fourteenth of February. 
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NOT SAYING MUCH. 


WILL yon kindly excuse me for giving 
Advice to the juvenile bard, ; 
Who attempts to get fame and a living 
By driving his quill pretty hard P 

If his reader gets wearied or dozy 
The cause is a8 cleat as the day ; 

Even poets grow dreadfully prosy 
When poets have nothing to say. 


u may rival the ring and the metre 
yor Suects or Porsg at their best, 
And your lyre may be softer and sweeter 
Than Conernmos or Kéars have possest. 
You may work till your eyes become weary 
At polishing lyrio or lay ! 
But the best of all poems are 
When poets have nothing to say. 
Little matters the tale or the topic, 
Some topic or tale must be there ; _ 
Be impassioned, austere, misanthropic, 
Or jauntily devil-may-care, : 
You can show off your style and your breeding — 
Both excellent things in their way ; 
But all poets are ponderous reading 
When poots have nothing to say. 


ht and her stillness, 
The moon and tke stars and the sky ; 
Give a hint that you suffer from illness, 
Folks revel in rhymers who die. 
ment | in a minute, 


But your sen 
However ral Eh display; 
People only ask “ t is there in it?” 


When poets have nothing to say. 


Little bards, be obliged for my lecture, 

_ And bu ot Awe k for your shelves, 

Though, fo you the truth, I conjecture 
T row in the boat with yourselves. 

If my Pegasus bolts like a filly, 
And carries its rider astray, 

You in turn may say verses are silly 
When poets have nothing to say. 








THE THREE VALENTINES. 
Tus Srony or A WitHeRezp Lirsz. 


Pazracs.—I have loved three times—madly—maniacally loved. 
My constitutional timidity has in each case prevented a verbal declara- 
tion of my sentiments, and confined them to the unsatisfactory me- 
dium of the post-office. Preferring to hide these amatory outpourings 
under the veil of the onenveaa t have hitherto selected the four- 
teenth of February as the most propitious day for their indulgence. 
With what success the reader shall determine. 


Cuaprer I. 
Mania was amiable, accomplished, lovely, and nineteén. Her sole 
surviving parent was the ow of an officer distinguished by his 
weas in duty. I respected the mother while I idolised the 
aughter. as I determined on my passion, so often 
go 
ught my love a i em and abounding in 
Cupids. The verses were more admirable than I should have con- 
ceived . a poet capable of writing. This graceful missive I 
wl, by an error fatal to my hopes, I had forgotten to put a stamp on the 


On my next visit I was coldly received. The angel’s mother in- 
formed mé, during a private interview, that she could never sacrifice 
her darling’s future to a person whose avarice descended so low as a 
penny ster. Mazi, my heart was broken! 

Cuirrsr II. 

I Loven again, and CLARA was ection. She had a father in com- 
merce, no mother, and money of herown. My attachment was of a 
nature which descri It ulti y assumed the shape of 
a Valentine... .Beautiful as I had thought my former offering at the 
shrine of Maza, this tribute of my undying affection for Cxana sur- 
passed it in loveliness. i it carefully to a large envelope I 
affixed a postage stanip with great care. 

That fatal myssive fe heats sts destination ! 
On questioning the at the howe of my charmer I dis- 


a ee eee gether fiery ynwenee=seeenyentemunanaiueuesmemeeeeeeeeeeeeeryer yp 


covered that the had rigidly demanded a payment of twopence 
in consideration of extra weig 


t. This fused b 
Cxara’s father. puey cam wes ze y 


Could I ally myself with the family of a sordid miser, whose 
mercenary nature could make so much of twopence? I retired in 
disgust. Cxara, my heart was broken! 

Cuaprer ITI. 


Once more the arrow of the rosy god perforated my bosom, and I 
adored Fanny. Both her parents were lives, and kept a genial though 
unassuming tea-table. 

I dared not breathe my passion in words, but resorted on a certain 
day in February to the novel ient of a Valentine. It was a thing 
to dream of, a thing of bright imaginings. I procured an envelope 
worthy of such & treasure, and affixed in a corner ¢wo stamps. There 
should be no mistake this time, I said. 

That Valentine sealed my bitter fate ! 

Fanny's ts declared shortly afterwards that they could receive 
no more visits from a spendthrift so reckless as to throw money away 
by wasting twopence on a letter considerably under half an ounce in 
weight. Fanny, my heart was broken! 


Morat. 


, I shall perhaps love again. In that case I am resolved on forward- 
ing my sentiments by the new postal card, 








An Epidemic. 


AurHovGH we have occasionally had to find fault with the Police— 
more especially the Metropolitan Division—we cannot allow to pass 
without protest the evidences (according to a report in a Sunday 


& 
paper) of an unhealth : 
the constabulary y tendency on the partof the public to assault 


From Warebie-ctrest four men who 
committed for on a charge of epee eens npranited @ policeman were 


At Clerkenwell a | was i ice te 
the police that one of the inmates was ieitsing tom thee oe peosttle wom 


We trust measures will be taken to stamp out the disease. | 
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2. We trust we are eee Oe cenhiense sipeeed i we ie the 
exterior of the Valentine sent by a personage whom we atten 


will not name, to another 
whom we would rather die than mention. 
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VALENTINES. 


aot, but sends an elaborate 
tines—at 


which he is . geen of ler Majesty’s Fo lscap Department, t, has de ted his last week to 
4. B***p 8 Foo vo 
frantic endeavours to discover rhymes to “‘ biiss,”” * dove,” &e. 





5. Miss Blank, that cham of Woman's Righ receives a Valentine of an 
e. 
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| JOHN BULL'S VALENTINE 10 DAME EUROPA. 


“YOU KNOW I'M THE BOY OF YOUR HEART!” 
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DEADMAN’S POINT: 


ALL FEES ARE REVIVED AT THE ADELPHI THEATRE. 





ACT I.—Scenze: Riverdale House, Twickenham. Str Purp 
CourntENAY and Masor Pearson discovered playing billiards. 


Sir Purtrp.—The action of ‘the firet act is anterior to the date of 
the Crimean war, when the infantry were not allowed to grow mous- 
tachios. But [ wear a pair because [ am a baronet. 

Mason Pgarson.—JI wear a moustache and beard—but then (as my 
forage cap will show when I’m out in the Crimea in the third act) I 
am an Officer of yeomanry,cavalry, and in the yeomanry regulations 
are not strictly enforced. 

Sirk Puuurp.—I love Janet Trefel, the lighthouse-keeper’s daughter. 


Enter Lavy Courtenay (Sir Purmrr’s mother), and a comic house-agent, 


Lapy CovurtEenay.—I want to go to the seaside! 
Comic Hovusr-aGEent.—You shall! 
ACT II.—Scene: Interior of a Coastguard Cottage, Cornwall. 

Enter Many Poipen, Janet Treret, and Tom Poxpen, a coast-guard. 
Tom Potpen.—Marry, ’tis a gruesome night, and the devil will 

work his worst round Deadman’s Point to-night. The Curlew isin the 

offing, labouring heavily. 

JanEeT.—The Curlew! And Sir Philip ison board! Let me go and 
save him! 

Tom.—I'll run down to the beach and bear a hand—the gale rages 
furiously ! 

(Goes down to the beachina very broad-brimmed tarpaulin hat, which is 
perched on his back hair—the very hat of all others for a galeof wind.) 

[£xit with Mary Poupen. 

Enter Steve Hanraar, aguttural pers’n, with rolling eyes, flashing teeth, 
end eyebrows like doormats. 

Steve (to Janet).—Now, pretty one, I have thee alone (he gasps). 

Nay, ‘tis useless to resist (he guggies). 

JanET.— Unhand me, ruffian ! 
Sreve.—Never! (he chokes). 

Enter Mary. 
Mary.—Unhand her, monster! 

(There is something in Mary’s eye that quelis even this outrageous 
scoundrel, and he slinks away abibhed. But we do not see why one of 
JANET’s eyes should not have had the same effect.) 

Sceng 2: Deadman’s Point. 

The sea is raging tempestuously, and the demons of the storm are seen in 
the act of shaking tt violently at the wings. Clouds of dust arise—the 
heavens are full of phenomena. The moon shines luridly, and the air is 
Jilled with flocks of transparent kidneys—jfiery volcanoes spurt from the 
sea. It is indeed an awful and unusual night. Presently, Sir Paiuie 
ts seen battling with the waves. He appears to be bound, stomach down- 
wards, to an eccentric wheel, which revolves violently. The sea ts tied 
tightly round his throat, and the irresistible machinery by which he is 
worked carries the ocean along with him. Being a baronet, he is dressed 
in a flowing garb of blue muslin. This has a very pretty and natural 
effect, and amuses the audience very much. Then comes Janet. She 
leans over a rock and hands him on to dry ground. All laugh. 

[An interval of half an hour, to enable Sin Pump to recover from the 

effects of his eccentric wheel. | 


ACT IIlI.—Exterior of Coastguard Cottage. 
Enter Martin Gurper (a soldier of the 95th), and Many Potpen. 
Marrm.— The date of this piece is 1854—that is why I wear a tunic 
(single-breasted, date 1859) and an artilleryman’s forage cap. But 


where is my love, Janet? = ; . 
Mary.— She has run away with Sir Philip—and perhaps is married 


to him. 
Martin.—If he has deceived her I'll shoot him! 

Scenz 2: Zwan Kelly.—The Fallen Cave. Janet and Sm Pui dis- 
covered making love, Martin listening, unperceived, in an uncomfortable 
attitude, and in an ungentlemanly manner. 

Sire Puriie.—Janet, I love you ! 
Janet.— My sweet pet ! 
Sim Puiie.— My dear love! 
Enter Mason Pearson. 
Mason Pearson (significantly).—Come! (He goes.) 
Manxrtiw.—If he has deceived her I'll kill him! 
ACT IV.—Scenz: In the Crimea—dead bodies about. Enter an obtru- 
sive scene-painter. (We thought we had stopped this sort of thing.) | 
[ He bows and retires with mingled feelings. 
Martin GurpErR (desperately wounded) revives. 
Mazrm.—There is Sir Philip also desperately wounded—I will kil | 
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him! (Js about to do so, when enter a Russian, who prepares to stad Str 
Paitir.) Ha! anenemy! (Shoots the Russian.) I have saved my 
adversary’s life ! 

Enter Mary and JANRT as nurses. 


Mary (goes to Martin),—Why, it’s Martin! 
Janet (goes to Sin Partre).—Why it’s Sir Philip} ( Transports.) 


ACT V.—Scene: Pass of the Carn Dhu. 
Enter Stave and an Idiot. 
. Sreve.—You say that the lighthouse-keeper has gold in the light- 
ouse! 

Iprot.—I do !—I’ve seen it! 

Sreve.—Good! (He rolls his eyes). You say that he is in tho habit 
of leaving the lighthouse (in defiance of all regulations) to the care of 
Mary and Janet. 

Ip1ot.—I do !—I've seen ’em! 

Steve.—Then we will go and rob him of his go-0-0-0-ould! (Jf 
works his eyebrows.) 

Scene 2: A room. 


Enter Many and Janet—then Lavy Courrenay. 


Lapy Courtgnay.— Woman, who are you? 

JANET.—I am your son’s wife. 

Lapy Courrenay.—But you should not have married him—he is 
above you in rank. 

JANET.—True, but I loved him. 

Lapy Covxtrnay.—Oh, I understand. Then come to my arms. 
My daughter! (They embrace.) 

Scene the Last. Half a lighthouse, presenting sectional view, and showing 
two apartments, one over the other. Mary and Janet in upper half. 
Enter froma boat, Steve and Idiot. They descend into lower apart- 
ment, to rob the miszr of his go-0-0-0-ould, 

JANET AND Mary.—We will escape by the boat and leave them 
here to starve! (Dut the boat has drifted off,—very careless of Steve.) 

JANET.—Happily there is another boat always alongside the 
lighthouse! (But what would happen to this other boat always alongside 
the lighthouse, if a storm arose ?) 

Mary.—Ha! That boat has drifted away, also! (Very careless of 
the lighthouse-keeper. Steve and Idiot chevy the two ladies round and 
round the rock at base of rn’ 

Sreve.—Curses! (Hegnashes his teeth, rolls his eyeballs, works his 
eyebrows, scowls, glares, and tears his hair, for he is in @ fiz.) 


Enter Martin Gurpgr, and Sir Pui in @ boat, 
Mary AND JANET.—Saved! Saved! Saved! 
CuRTAIN, 


OvurseE._ves.—A very amusing little skit on the absurdities of the 
Modern Sensation Drama. The piece would have been perfectly 
successful if some of the audience had not persisted in looking at the 
burlesque situations from a serious puint of view. Mis Furtapo and 
Mrs. BiLuncton played their parts with a mock-heroic earnestness 
which proved that both actresses thoroughly understood that the 
essence of true burlesque acting consists in an apparent belief in the 
sapience of inflated dialogue and extravagant “situations.’” Mar. 
BurnanpD has been ably seconded by Ma. Lioyp, the scenic artist, 
who thoroughly entered into the spirit of the thing. His “Comic 
Storm at Sea’’ is an admirable caricature. The management, imbued, 
no doubt, with some of Mr. Burnanop’s infectious drollery, revived 
the system of box- keeping brigandage, which has long been in abey- 
ance at this house, and succeeded in taking the audience completely by 
surprise. They seemed to enjoy the joke very much, Altogether, 
the burlesque is undoubtedly Mra. Bunnanp’s best. 


A Strange Complaint. 


Tux Chemist and Druggist quotes from a paper recently read at a 
homceopathic meeting at Liverpool the following remarks :— 

We are frequently applied to by chemists for tubes, corks, labels, and unmedi- 
cated pilules, but without medicines; and, although we refuse to supply the 
unmedicated pilules, confectionary houses are now manufacturing them selling 
them to chemists on a large sca‘e. 

We do not see that the homceopathic brotherhood have any right to 
complain of this. It is only carrying out their original precept that 
“like cures like.”” The unmedicated pilules are of course more useful 
than the regular medicinal globules in curing that very large class of 
invalids who have really “ nothing” the matter with them. Candidly 
speaking, we incline to believe that the unmedicated are quite as 
effective as the medicated pilules—and rather nicer. We must add, 
however, that our only experience of a thorough and persistent trial of 
the hommopathic system was in the case of a Chelsea pensioner who 
has been taking sawdust pilules for many years in the hope of curing 
himself of a wooden leg—but as yet, we must admit, without any 


perceptible effect. : 
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Bi *oveing ”” Be not chilling 
wii" r po ae. 4 And unwilling 
eart, and make it thin’. Loavely lady mine. To + bob so fine— 
By—by—by Be the taker Skv a * copper 
Cu I Of a Baker Tis not proper, -. 
Love you, Valentine For your Valentin-. Faithless Valentine 
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Let’s in hovel An artist I! Hymen’s torch, 
Live a novel — Do not fly Spire and porch, 
You for hero-ine, From me, maid divine In the old world line. 
Liter-a-ture As fair I ain’t Wigs prodigious, 
Is my nature, As I can paint, Bonnet—hidgeous ! 
A le Valentine! Yet take me, Valentine Old style Valentine. 








Deo you doat I se-wearr it by Although I do 
Un scarlet coat, Yon Ashyer Ske-ey Wear livery, you 
Military shine? Though bound to Drama’s shrine, To fate, ma’m, must resign. 
A eon of Mars Tt is a fact A Calve-inist 
Who jests at scars I cannot act— You can’t resist, 
Take for Valentine. False to my Valentine. So be my Valentine. 











Fesrvary 18, 1871. 








SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS; 


oR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 
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, AY, O green gusling goslings, 
()'. do you feel disposed to come 
and be crammed with our sage 
stuffing ? Say, O improper 
ganders, will you have our 
ee e Say, O ducks, 
e-licious little ducks, can you 
duckline our seasoning ? Say, 
oh ye pretty small - footed 
donkeys, won't you digest our 
inted thistles? Let us, O 
lockheads, cut you to the 
quick (if you've got one) with 


i fee 
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a \ £3 knowingness: O green blades, 


cS i permit us to mot you. Say, 

yee, «© bores, shall our pearls be 

cast before you to no purpose ? 

Say, O swaggering stoopid 

big babes and cigar-sucklings, 

H : shall our bells jingle their 

Proverbial Foolosophy for you in vain? No, we rather imagine not. 

We know that the words of wisdom nowadays are generally looked 

upon as a nuisance, a feahful bawah! Ptaro’s sayings you call 

platotudes; Scissaro makes you want... ‘‘to cut it”; Pavsanias 

can’t make any ass pause! Bruyére puts youinto a mental brouillard, 

and you think he isn’t half as much the cheese as gruyére ; you like 

Lams in any other form but Cuaries; you leave your Locks 

unopened ; you don’t care to save your Bacon; Turrer isn’t tupper- 

most in your thoughts ; Horace to you is unint-Horace-ting, unless at 

) Asscott or Donkeystir: you can't bear moral songs, much less Suffer- 

: lees—poor old Sophocles, and, agilis viridisque senectus, Pappy 

| REEN! If any one recommend you to Goethe entire animal with the 

most Schillerbrated Germans, or SHAKESPEARE, you only answer 

“ Mon cher, Shakespeare déja d’ ennui” : you think more of your whiskers 

than your wits, more of your boots than your brains, you won't have a 

Bunyan if you can help it; tho’ Young, your “ Night Thoughts’’ are 

really. ..... well. ... not worth much; you affect venal Jews 

more than Juvenal; quite Bulwerser Lorp Lytron by skipping every 

word but the story in his books ; Vi(r)gils and fasts. ... . over, 

z and consume the midnight oil un the sole condition that it be intimately 
blended with vinegar, mustard, lobsters, &c., &c., &c., et cetera. 

; Why is this, O gobe-mouches? Why, O why is it thus? It is 

; because everything the axiomatic swells, ancient and modern, say, is 

too heavily put; because all their proverbs are solemn ‘uns; because 

(| they don’t amuse you; because they are too dry for your palate; 

because they’re a pack of old duffers, eh? of course! Therefore we 

are going to sage-stuff you more lightly, more erummyly, more 


we know we too might lead you to the undiluted water and not make 
you drink, we are going to try the effect of putting a little spirit in 
this same water, a little spice in it, a knob or two of sugar, a slice of 
lemon or so, and something else besides, of an everfizzing character, to 
make it sparkle, and tempt you to imbibe it, O Gander, with gooseto. 
Besides laying our own eggsperience before you, we also 
omeletauzfinesherbesify the eggsperience of others, and when our sage 
“ rebukes ’’ you, we hope its effect will be to make some of you 
pull up the green blinds of unwisdom which so many of you will keep 
carefully drawn down, as if. .... . common sense lay dead within 
you : 
We shall watch to see if you improve: we know you, O Goslings; 
as we meet you every day in the Row, at the club, at the play; we sit 
next you on the same coaches, dine at the same houses, drink sherry 


with you at Pooxe’s, stop at the same places, sail in the same yots, 


the double-toothed saws of | 
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stalk the same dears, hunt the same game, flirt with the same women» 
for the spirit of Fun is—every where, 
** A chiel’s amang ye takin’ notes,’ 
An’ faith he’ll prent it,” 


but don’t, please do not be angry; remember—it’s only written in 





READER, dear reader, we are about to commence pessimisticising and 
sage-stuffing you; we are about to give you a sharp sauce, which is 
equally sauce for the goose and sauce for the gander—of our own 
manufacture ; you may perhaps—it is not impossible—now and then 
find us using the ingredients of others as our own, but remember, if 
you should, that we only so use them as our /one to sharpen our dull 
edge or blunt point upon them; if you are already sage (you may be, 
que scais-je ?) you can, and most probably wi//, quote our sagejest- 
sions to your less wise friends and acquaintance. ..... as your own; 
but, if you are not, as weare about with our Proverbial Foolosophy to 
out-Turrer Turrsr, it will be your own fault if you find us like the un- 
happy man whose writings, alas! were said to be eternalas...... 
he wrote tonoend! Having thus told you what we are going to do, 
we are now going to do it: permit us to offer you our 





Sproonrut I, 
‘*O wad some power the giftie gie us, 
To see oursel’s as others see us!’’ 

You ought, dear boy, to be exceedingly thankful, for the sake of 
your own peace of mind, that this is impossible ; and impossible it is, 
MB cccescee you'd have to get behind your own back to do it! 

Know thyself, says the sage; quite so; Ha, ha, by all means know 
thyself, but—tell it not in Bath, publish it not in the streets of 
Brighton—don’t, pray don’t, let anybody else know—what yow 
know. 

The difference between “a good man” and “a good feller” is 
simply enormous. The difference between “a good woman’”’ and a 
good-looking one, is even more stupendous. 

Permit us to tell you what is your duty to your neighbour. It 
is— —to—to—mind your own business. 

We are very much afraid, could MeruistorHeres only walk about 
London, A.D. 1871, offering a good many of us elderly parties the 
same bargain he offered Dr. Favstvs, that there would incontinently 


“‘ Burlo-dramaticcally,” and more easily for you to take in; but, as be a very sensible in-crease in the number of youthful Burlington 
_ Arcadians, and a corresponding 


de-crease in the number of padded, 
bewigged old bores, one is now accustomed to see about town! 
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IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


No. 7.—“ Tus Lion 1x Love.” 


“ Instances have been known of Lions displaying a strong attachment for men, as in the well-known story of Androeles.”"”°—Natural Llistory. 


But 


as old Daubeny was not again heard of, it seems likely that in his case the lion's affection was of the nature of a devouring passton. 








CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
FEBRUARY. 

St. Paul's is very good this month. The only thing we do not like 
in it is the sentiment of Ma. Donsgxt’s lines to the Tiber on the recent 

inundation : #p conme 90 Bike seipicio over Po pete people's colemntty. 

Good Words for the Yast: ere e cannot but 
regret that “ Distant Relations’ was not aan a another number 
or se. Does anybody know what“ mooching” is? If not let him 
consult Ma. Campan. 


Good Words contains an admirable illustration belonging to the 
instalment of the Laureate’s love songs. The literary contexts are, as 


usual, sound and excellent, and include a most interesting paper by 


Prorzsson Hvxuey. 

The Illustrated Review peinigntly critical magazine, contains 
epartment ia a ar © Es ill Be 8 omens 
seems A we t it w @ success. 

The ™ ym , Hon ig much needed t peciall rth 
wo 8 y noteworthy papers this 

at nse ulterated port, the other on trichinatous 
The Sunday 8 ee this 


it 

Magazine gives an unusually 
monlh — 20 goed hal fo Cliy Aan” hardly keeps his accus- 
place. pictures are also, if e, better than 


ww of the Life Boat is a most interesting one. 





Gushers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 


SHAKSPERIAN.—Thanks for suggestion. 

B.—As neither “‘ fues here”’ nor *‘ blush, sir,” rhymes with Prussia your 
Nursery Rhyme is slightly a failure. 

M. R. P. (Trevor Terrace).— It appeared in Fun weeks ago. 

JuLivus Ca#sar will see why we cannot joke on the subject. 

ZAMPA.—We cannot make head or tail of your outburst. 

Hoopwinks.—Your friend’s ‘‘ perpetration’’ was the perpetration of a 
theft from the columns of an evening paper ! 

C. J. (Camden Town).—We shall feel obliged if you will abstain from 
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sending us MS.; our time is fully occupied without having to answer such | 


pivard’ questions @s you put about yeur rejected contributions. 

Declined with thanks :—W D.£, N Newport; A. F., Meads-row; B. B. ; 
= W., Harrow-road ; Anon, Farringdon A. E., Maidenhead ; Bswaw ; 
, London Bridge Terminus ; Cantab; J.J. T., ” Pres’ on; * Gambetta ,’ 
Lis: 0. W 3 CA K., Brighton ; E. F., Haverstock Hill; Robin, Liver- 


G. C., Bath ; A.E.C, Scarborough ; C., Stirling ; P.O. G.; 
College Hill; D. H. C., Birmingham: A Crabbed Old Maid; R., 
Ashford ; J. A, G., itotherhain i. Q, Liverpool ; E. W., Islington 
K.8 8. W., Plymouth ; T e Ae Sarees; 5. R. B.; A. a» Paisley ; G 
Crane Grove; A : 8 , Greenock; Epsom ; F. 
Guildford; pre "Q. Pt af vs fear th ee SR. oddeson. 





18-CABAT GOLD JEWELLERY FOR WEDDING AND OTHER PRESENTS. 


MR. 


STREETER 


NCOCK and COMPANY, Limited) introducer of the celebrated 


I8- CARAT GOLD SEWELLERY AND WATCHES, MACHINE MADE 


30 to 50 per cent. less than hand-made, and more perfect. 


7, 


CONDUIT-STREET,—FIVE DOORS FROM BOND-STREET,—LONDON. 


STEAM WORKS—COACH AND HORSES YARD, OLD BURLINGTON STREET. 


The New Illustrated 


Catalogue, bound in cleth, Free for Two Stamps. 
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THE APPROACHING ROYAL CEREMONY. 





chronometric spark who builds the golden watch whose hands shall 
mark the happy moments of the wedded life that waits our pretty 


perceive, the next as is. Behold the Royal Jeweller approaches, with 
Princess as a wife, 


rings and bracelets, necklets, pendants, brooches. In order next the 
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coming are depicted—that they will come by Cummrna is predicted 
But, ah, the prophet can’t profess to know the distant date at which 
tis like they'll go. 


Here are the bridesmaids. You perceive they practise the duty, 
which directed by the Act is in all such cases laid-downand provided— 
for she no bridesmaid is, who never ‘crieded’! The Campbells then as 





a — 4 
é MAS . : . 
Here is the Royal Milliner in extasies. Her bandbox-bearer, you 





Here see the pene whose effective brush shall limn the pageant | for no small detail will his mental grip shun. The Royal Herald with 


at its fullest fi d catch the bridegroom’s smile, the bride's sweet | his silver clarion as he'll be seen upon the day they marry on. Last 
blush. And caste the journalist na ready quill shall quickly comes the Bishop, who, the service read, in his lawn sleeves, leaves 
column after column fill with picturesque report and close description, | Lorne and Lady wed. 








| 

A Gentle Tap. In the Queen’s Name. | 

We see announced a new periodical, entitled the Schco? Board| Mn. E. Crrrton, of the Queen’s Theatre, takes his benefit on Friday | 
Chronicle—small beer, we suppose. next. We need not axe the public to crown it with success. 








a= eee 
YeL. XIII. H 


Me 


athe . 
a 


<adp 


Ps a Sal ois y 
ste i A te toe be, Neon es ltaeglpan: AMT a eet On Sach esem avant asst 


eo 


Aa ee 


oo eee 


» ~ 





a 


a RE ee 
oe 
t 


2 ERT Sa 


- 
a 


os 








78 TUN. 











FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, Feb. 22, 1871. 
WHAT BRITANNIA THOUGHT OF IT. 


Lat Opvorrs and Dodgers 
And such blatant 
Talk twaddle about our young Princess's dower ; 
As yet England's rule ’s 
Not come down to the fools, 
And a sensible Government still is in power. 


Does it a _— said 
By people ill-br 
The whole nation’s wish in this matter to baulk 2 
Let them gull if they can 
The true working-man, 
The man who wears fastian—which they only talk! 


He's a gentleman born, 
And looks with keen scorn, 
On the Fenian and self-seeking blusterous crew, 
And a rudeness to thrust 
On a woman is just ; 
The very one thing they don’t get him to do! 


And the Tooley-street set 
Have not found out just yet 
For ruling old Englard the very best plan, 
So supposing a TaYLor 
The dowry should rail o’er— 
Remember, he’s but the ninth part of a man. 


Should a member for Brighton 
The subject throw light on, 
With cheese-Pxz1 economy preach with glib tongue, 
We eshan’t take a hint 
From thé people who stint 
At the Fancet in order to waste at the bung. 


So I only say “ Fudge!’’ 
When the money they grudge ! 
Why the savages heathen—the very worst tribe 
Would shell out their cowries 
To pay up such dowries— 
Will Britons do less than the blacks I describe ? 
| Whereon the House at once voted the sum. 


—— === 
Socrates in Southampton Buildings. 


Ox Wednesday, the 15th instant, Mr. Corman Burrovcus who has 
loag been associated with the press, delivered a lecture on “Socrates 
and the Art of Government,’ at the Birkbeck Institution.. From an 
instructive point of view no better theme could have been chosen in 
these days of widened suffrage ; but to make it popular and interesting 
was a difficulty; one, however, which the lecturer most successfully 
overcame by treating the humanity rather than the antiquity of the 
subject, to the delight of a large and appreciative audience. The 
lecture was illustrated by several pictures: amongst others, a painting 
by Mx, Buxrovous from the well-known bust of Socrarzs. 





Muddled Chivalry. 


A cLencrman whose military genius is lost in Ballinasloe thus 
hurls defiance against the Prussians thro’ an Irish county paper :— 


Give me good Irishmen, in whose veins flow (sie) the real Milesian or Celtic blood, 
with no other weapon in hand to wage war or to defend an honourable cause but a 
black-thern stick, a “cle balpeen,” or if you will, a sprig of “ sbilela,’”? I will 
wear any pet that eighty > will +mash through—trample on— 
might be armed with a Snider er Chassepot.. ” ee 
This worthy’s estimate of his countrymen’s valour is not calculated to 
strike that terror abroad which he appears to imagine will follow his 
utterances, nor are the Milesians themselves likely to feel unusually 


flattered thereby. 
No doubt a plundering Prussian armed with what the writer is 
p'eased to think is “a er or Chassepot’’ may be a very formidable 


and actually desperate character, but even had he the lives of a score 
of cats the odds would be rather — him with eighty “ real 
Milesians '’ bent on accomplishing his destruction! Neve it is 
instructive to know from his Reverence how many Irishmen it takes 
to lick a Prussian, so that emg may be made accordingly, 
should Ireland be invaded. e may however rely upon the Rev. 

tleman’s enthusiam, and that is worth considering, while discuss- 
ing the question of defence. 
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Fac-simile of the exterior of a missive, which passed throvgh the post on | 


the 14th Instant. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


GoveRNMENT has managed foreign relations well, after all. Delight 
of Opposition cannot be expressed--on account of the usual difficulty 
of defining nothing. — Army estimates brought forward—for a 
thumping sum. We are quite satisfied on one point—here are the 
Estimates! But where’s the Army ? = Re-victualling of Paris by 
British Government. Transports sent daily into French ports. 
French ports daily sent into transports. — Sage journal remarks “ In 


Brazil there is a law to compel men to vote.”” Well, in Britain there is | 
a law to prevent women from voting. Same thing. — One of the © 


Siamese twins is reported to be dying. They will consequently go 


into half-mourning. — Murderer of Prim an ex-detective in the pay | 


of GonzaLez Bravo. 
says “one out of every six of our population dies in a workhouse, 
hospital, jail, or asylum.’”” Our opinion is that the majority of the 
other five ought to /ive either in a jail or an asylum. — France 
generally inclined to par. Lad for pedlars like GamBrtra. 


Won’t Answer. 
Tue New Prussian (Cross) Gazette seems to be playing at “cross” 
questions and crooked answers. At any rate in asserting, that :— 
All material questions have been settled by the Black Sea Conference, 


it is certainly answering for a little too much. We have several most 
material questions which we want settled, but upon which the Black 
Sea Conference has never touched. Here are a few. 


Like master, likeman! — ALDERMAN LAWRENCE © 


Who is going to settle five thousand a year upon us the day after 


to-morrow f 

Why didn’t we get a beautiful Valentine on the 14th instant ? 

When will people leave off asking us why the Puincess Lovts£ is 
like a heroine of nursery rhyme ? 

Who took our silk umbrella at the Jonxs’s party and left us his 
gingham ? 


Finally, how is it that although Floriline imparts a delicate perfume | 


to the breath, and the Anti- Vaccination League asks “ why give more 
for your lymph ¢” stil/, we are not happy ? 





Man-Milliners. 


A counTRY contemporary, apparently aroused at length by the , 


continental cataclysm from the sound repose into which it had lapsed 
through reading its own leaders, announces as a novelty that :— 

They have man-milliners in San Francisco. 
Let us electrify our drowsy friend by a few parallel passages. 

There are bad Manillas in Whitechapel. 

There are many millowners in Manchester. 

There are mad malingerers in Mili Hospitals. 
And 80 on ad infinitum. What we would fain adumbrate gently to 
this somnolent journal is that if he didn’t know of the existence 0 
** man-milliners”” before, and was not aware that the Paris fashion- 
were presided over by a gentleman, now unfortunately arrived, vi! 
em at a Prussian fortress, his experience on the subject is little 

OTH. 





Nothing to boast about. 
AvstRIA rejoices in the poesession of eighteen Jandtags—on this ,0in 


A Fact ror rus Apwiatty.—Listen to this “My Lords,” the | we could beat ber hollow in any English county, but, here we ¢:! 


public has its weather eye on “ your War-ships. 





them— mortgages. 


a 








————— 
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GUY ROTTONSTONE. 


| 
A FasHIONABLE NoveL oF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 
I. 

Tus Countess or CLANMAcNULTY sat in her boudoir, 
| advent of visitors. Several times the knocker had been plied vigor- 
| ously since she had taken her seat, but no guest had as yet been 
| announced. What cared she now that the first summons had been 
| given by the handsome clerk of the grocer, who always called for 

orders at four in the afternoon; or that the arrival of the brocoli 
| sprouts (for which she had formerly pined) had given the hall-porter 

a fresh task? Nothing. Her mind was fixed on the recollection of the 
beauteous Guy Rorronstong, whom she had met at a teaparty the 
i 




































awaiting the 


night before, and who had enchanted her not alone by the manly 
graces of his face and the polish om.his boots, but by the tasteful and 
gentlemanly action with which he had:handed the muffins and poured 
out the tea. 

But the countess was not wholly occupied ‘with her:thoughts. As is 
usual with ladies of ton at mid-day, she held in her lap a large basin of 
pea-soup, which, as she mused, was fast disappearing. While busily 
scooping out the last few morsels which hung round the side of the 
basin, the countess exclaimed, “ It was scrumptious! ”’ 

“Well, for my part,” replied her maid, “I didn’t think so. A 
trifle or so too fat.’ 

“Too fat! He’s Apollo’s self, the dear, handsome, naughty boy. 
I love him to distraction.” 

‘Pardon me, your ladyship, I thought you meant the soup’’; and 
the penitent girl threw herself at her mistress’s feet, and wept bitter 
tears of self-reproach for her thoughtlessness. 

As the lady was about to be mollified by these signs of distress, a 
loud knocking was heard at the outer gate, ard the next moment Guy 
RotTonsToNE was announced. But our hero deserves a chapter to 


himself, 


, 


Il. 

Guy was of noble family, as his name denotes. He had but just 

returned from Alma Mater, where he had obtained all the fellowships, 

X beaten all the bargemen, rowed all the stroke-oars, and taken every 

*: degrees possible. His mind was one dense mass of intellectuality. He 

stood six feet six in double-soled stockings; and it was four to one on 

him for shape and muscle against the Farnese Hercules. As he 

walked through the streets,.the great bosses of muscle and the whip- 

cord-like thews and sinews could be seen plainly at work under his 

clothes; and he was so intimately known by the public that whenever 

anyone anything near as well made as himself appeared in pnblic the 

boys used to cry in sheer admiration, “There goes another Guy!” 
RotronsTong was just nineteen. 

III. 

The Counress or CLANMACNULTY had in early girlhood’s days been 
given in marriage by a worldly parent to the Earl, then more than 
twice her age. Forty years had elapsed since that inauspicious day, 
j | but the Countess had never forgiven her husband, and now that she 

had met with a worthy object, her young love gushed forth, and she 
could have worshipped the Antinous-like Guy Rorronsrone. 
| 
| 





“Girl, where is thy master ?’’ she asked imperiously. : 

“Tn the front parlour, collecting his rents ; he’s borrowed my hussif ; 
that’s how I know.”’ 

The lady pondered a moment. She was anxious to be alone with 
her loved one. At last she hit upon an expedient. “You have 
forgotten the morrow’s provisions. Procure two bundles of wood, a 
pects of hearthstone, a packet: of blacklead, two.hard-roed bloaters, 
at@upce of two-and-eight mixed, and a half quartern stale-crummy. 
Away. I would be alone.” As the maid departed, Guy, who had been 
allthis time threading the ancestral ‘of the CLANMACNULTIES 
entered the boudoir. 

Wittuthree of his gigantic strides he crossed the chamber, and was 
& momen#iafter on his manly knees before the Countess. 

IV. 

“ Tady}’ said Guy, in adeep bass voice, “ thou hast won the precious 
jewel Fcarry-immy bosom. What wilt thou do with it?” 

« eace, gentle trifler,” responded the lovesick dame, “‘ we must 
dissemble.” _ And they did so accordingly. : 

Atthis juncture Sm Penzance Caxswert and the judges in 
ordinary entered the room and pronounced a decree nisi, and Guy at 
once bore off his blooming bride to his castle in the Borough, where 
they lived ever after on love and block ornaments, rejoicing in their 
own minds that the Earl had’ played into their hands when he set 
spies upon them. 

What became of the hoary peer or the maid servant, who had only 
too evidently been eavesdropping, history does not show, but a rumour 
was for many years current that a shape like hers was constantly seen, 
after dusk, haunting the neighbouring shops, where she was fated 
never to obtain the provisions ordered by her mistress. 

———————— —————_ 
A Tune that should ¢ate well with the public: Vaccination. 


— —— 
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from the Emerald Isle? Blarney’s tone crops out.in the paragraph. 
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THE WISDOM OF NATIONS. 


‘A FRIEND in need's a friend indeed ” ; 
I'm told so, but I doubt it. 
With some experience of the breed 
I don't care much about it. 
His manners may be very nice— 
I grant it for the minute ; 
But when he comes to give advice 
He has a motive in it. 


«‘A stitch in time,” as I am told, 
** Saves nine’’ on all occasions ; 

But proverbs —however old— 
Are often weak evasions. 

‘ ‘Let Reason prose or Logic rhyme, 

Or Social Science wheedle ; 

One stitch 1s never worth the time 
It takes to thread a needle. 


“A penny saved’s a penny got” ; 
A piece of information 

That [, for one, would rather mot 
Put into operation. 

Krom Avarice’s point of view 
Suppose you like to try it; 

You save a penny, it is true, 
But lose a pen’orth by it. 


They tell us we should “ never judge 
According to appearance ;”’ 

Of all such antiquated fudge 

‘ od — to make a clearance. 

‘ou’d lend, of course, a thousand 

(And hope for their —— 

To one who walks his daily rounds 
With holes about his raiment ? 


Oh, heigho ! 

Tue culpable recklessness of children playing with matches, the im- 
prudent readiness of schoolboys letting off squibs, and the strong pre- 
dilection of miners for smoking a pipe in the most dangerous places 
underground sink into indistinguishable insignificance when compared 
with the heedless way in which sub-editors of experience and skill 
send paragraphs of the most perilous character ‘“‘ to go the round of the 
papers.”” We quote an instance, considerably less in .serrow than in 
anger :— 

Ohie girls have a pleasing habit of kissing strangers in the streets, and then 
wildly screaming, “*Oh,my! I thought it was cousin Charlie!” 

This h was quoted in a paper which we inadvertently left on 
our office table last week. What is the result? Of the seventeen 
young men on our staff, twenty-four (of whom no less than two and 
thirty are married) have disappeared, leaving behind them notes, 

which, in each instance, call attention to our want of a special corre- 
speneens at Ohio, and allege that their,writers have volunteeged for 

the post. . 


N.B. We are jest off to Ohio ouxpelwes—of course, only to bring 
these misguided boys back. 





Nolo Abigsalari. 


We have always felt a deep respect for the Rev. Henry Waxp 
Bescuer of New York—principally, let us honestly avow, on account 
of his stroke of genius in being sister to Mas. Beecuek Srowe, or 
rather because she is his brother. But he has surpassed that achieye- 
ment now! An American paper tells us :— 

The Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, having reconsidered his refusal to have his 

salary increased;.will now receive 20,000 dols. per annum. 
Who does.mot admire the humility of a man who can go on refusing 
an increase of his salary—until it gets so big an offer that it becomes 
worth higwhile to reconsider his decision ? The quadruped, who is his- 
torically.aseociated with a humble-minded disinelinationste.ascend the 
giddy rounds of the ladder of Fame for a smaligpimegease than two 
pence sterling, is nowhere in the race. 





By your Lif-fey. 
fur Daily News writes of the Republican party in France :— 
The past may be against them, an! the pr sent may be insecure for them, but 


they at least possesa the futurc. 


Has the D. N. secured the services of an imaginative correspoadent 


—— 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF POPULAR SONGS. 


“ Take back the Heart.” 5. “The Rhino on the Watch.” We beg pardon, 8. “ Hark, I hear an angel sing.” 

“ Beauty Sleep.” we mean the “ Wateh on the Rhine.” 9. “ The swaliow’'s return.” 

“ What are the wild waves saying 6, “ Liquid Jem.” 10. “ The of Spring.” 11. “ Voices of the Past.” 
4* Just before the battle, Mother. 7. “ Meet me in the lane when the clock strikes nine.” 12. “W you tell me r, Robin?” 
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THE DARLING'S DOWRY. 
Britannia: —“ DON'T MIND THEM! THE 2E4L WORKING-MEN DIDN'T GRUDGE IT!” | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 207. 


“ I7’s a shame, 80 it is, to be 
A portion—and that’s all about it, 

But they won’t—not if I am a judge, 
They'll give it, oh, never you doubt it.” 


\ 


A\ 
AY 
\ 
N 

vs ‘ 


AAAS 
Ys 


‘*In my humble 
Opinion, what's going to be given should be voted with- 
out e’en a grumble!” Sw 


1. “ Zounds!”’ cried Hat the king, | 
“« Won't the knave obey us? 
Thus we treat the thing 
Ventures to gainsay us!”’ 
Draw his pistolet and straight 
Fired it at the caitiff’s pate! 
2. A fruit I positively state, 
Yet in comparison so great, 
To equal it you will be fain | 
To take a peer of CHARLEs’s train. | 


3. A bacon-side he bore for shield, | 
A bladder did for weapon wield ; | 
| 


\ 


This is what Mrs. Grunpy opined, and she added beside N NER SAY a ; 
\WHRES Ww 
Ss 


Because all other arms would fit less 
The heir and offspring of the witless. 


4, “* How many horses has your father, say, 
And what their colours be ?”’ 
Why one is black, one white, one grey, 
And the fourth is this, you see. 


5. Last eve our troth we plighted, 
By silver moonbeam lighted : 
Alas, that time should swiftly flow, 
It fills my eyes with sorrow 
For something to-day can never know 
And that will not return to-morrow ! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 205.—Paris, Favre :— 
Pillaf, Amphisbotna, Rogatchev, Interloper, Sconce. 


Correcr Sorvutions or Acrostic No. 205, Recervep Fes. 15th.— 
Ruby’s Ghost; Cardamom. 


More Chaffy than Wheaty. 
ENGLAND has often been adjured to keep her powder’d 
rye—we fail to see the necessity of it so long as she com- 
mands an unlimited supply of good wheaten flour. 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Deuretr’s Baronetage and Knightage, and Peerage are so admirably 
compiled and so carefully revised and have indeed become such 
absolute necessities that it is hard to know what to say about them 
that has not been said, and yet it would be unjust to pass them without 
mention. They are perfect. 

The City of London Directory is a compilation altogether worthy of 
Messrs. CoLLincrin¢g, the spirited originatorsof the Oity Press. If the 
City has had to wait a curiously long time for so necessary a work, at 
any rate, it gets it in the highest state of completeness and finish 
now that it is published. Nor are the arran ent, care, and clear- 
ness it displays the only things to admire in it; for it is turned out in 
an elegant as well as a substantial style. 








A Good Bucketing. 


Ar Albany a man recently insulted a lady who promptly dashed a 
bucket of hot water over him. Most ladies would have b ushed. She 
turned pail. Some ladies would have “turned hot all over,” them- 
selves—she turned it hot all over him. He has clearly won an un- 
enviable notoriety by cutting such a splash—in the words of the bard 
(not Scald)— 

He leaves a name about well-turned pail 
To point a moral or adorn a tail. 





De-Luna-tic-o. 


Tue moon furnishes the first instance on record of Trust. She | 


shines with borrowed light. 


A Question for Phrenologists. 
Ts it not a necessary consequence that people who are very “ long- 
headed "’ must be proportionately “ narrow-minded ?” 
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DRY HUMOUR. 


st Cabby (on a very wet morning) :-—“ Wuy, THE DEUCE, GEORGE, DON’T You 
PUT ON A MACKINTOSHER?”’ 

2nd Cabby :—“ Wuy pv’yg sen, Jack, I ALLERS TAKES A RED HERRIN’ 
THESE YER KIND OF MORNINGS, AND THEN I KEEPS DRY ALL DAY!”’ 


[Jack stands a liquor-up immediately. 





| A Drap o’ Whisky. 

A BanrrsuirE paper records the decease of ‘‘ The Poet of Glenlivet."’ 
When we consider whence he might have drawn inspiration for his 
verses in such a locality, we only wish “our lines had fallen ’’ in the 
neighbourhood. If the me is vacant we shall be happy to sing the 
glories of Glenlivet—only in hexameters. Lines with six feet would 
be better able to keep on their legs, after bathing in the Pierian Spring 
of Scotland, than your humble dimeters. 


| A Dogberry Dogma. 
We are informed by an American paper that :— 
In Texas City the chief of police is under arrest for robbery. 
We really can see one reason only for wonder in that. The reason 
_ for wonder we refer to is not that the chief of police in this particular 
instance is under arrest for robbery, but that such instances are not 
more frequent, when we consider that ’peaching is easy, envious sub- 
| ordinates are many, and that there is much human nature about men. 
| It only proves how true is the saying ‘“‘ Honour among—Constables.”’ 


Castles to Let. 
| Ex-Qugen Isanpua, intending to fix her residence in Austria, is 
negotiating the purchase of a chateau near Vienna. Parties, having 
chateaux en Espagne or castles in Ayr to dispose of, may apply. If a 
| gentleman named Amapegvs is inclined to part with a Palace in Madrid 
| on reasonable terms he may hear of a purchaser who has long had a 
| Spanish-liquorish eye on it, by applying to X. Q. I., Poste Restante, 
ienna. 


The Straight Tip (from the shoulder). 
A “Victim ” writes to the papers to say there are lots of counter- 
feit florins about. Memr.—If any one offers you a counterfeit florin 
| give him a real floorin’ in return. 
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THE RIVAL BLACKS. 
Regular Brigade Boy :—“ Poise "EM UP, 8tR?” 
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fat} «| «LINES WRITTEN IN DEJECTION. 
AV Ase 
iy oS Pa Ir’s hard—very hard on & fellow, 
Who's only attained middle age,— 
Who in short is just ripened and mellow, 
Arrived at life’s sunniest stage — 
To find he’s extinguished completely 
In the eyes of the sex he holds deur. 
(Let me whisper my meaning discreetly — 
Not a Valentine’s reached me this year!) 


F Aen » 
if by, 


\ 


4 


I remember what sweet palpitations— 
What passion my bosom consumed 
As I pored over fond lucubrations — 
Lace-paper, gilt-edged and perfumed. 
Last year [ got one—and one only, 
But now—oh, the shock is severe ! 
I’m deserted, forgotten, and lonely, 
Not a Valentine’s reached me this year ! 


Full many of youth's bright illusions 
Have faded and and vanished before ; 
But they left not such rainbow contusions 
As tha blow that I now must deplore. 

No longer will beauty regard me— 
No longer her smile be my cheer. 
How cruel it is to discard me— 
Not a Valentine’s reached me this year. 


The postman! A knock! Oh, good gracious! 
A letter! Forme! Yes, at last— 
Humph !—ah, well! if the portrait’s veracious 
No wonder that my time 1s past. 
A hideous old man, all in tatters, 
Hook-nosed and with eyes that are blear : 
My recent complaint it quite scatters— 
‘‘ Not a Valentine’s reached me this year.” 


Yet pshaw! why indulge in these snarlings ? 
It’s nice if you only reflect! 

I’m remembered at least by the darlings— 
And I'd rather have sneers than neglect. 

Why, if kisses and smiles are denied me, 
Let me have but a box on the ear. 

What true comfort the fact has supplied me 
That a Valentine’s reached me this year! 


Skirmishing Irish Lad :—“ SuRB THIN, YER HONNER 'LL NOT GIVE THAT BIT 
OF A ROY THE JOB WHEN THERE'S ME WID A WIFE AND FIVE CHILDER? THINK 


o’ THE WIDDY AND THE ORPHINS, 80R!” 








Vulgar Fractions. 


Tartors have, from time immemorial been looked upon with 
contempt by more sturdy handicraftsmen, and many and most various 
are the stories told with a view to bringing ridicule and contempt upon 
the knights of the thimble. But at last the tailors have made a stand, 
and have proved that they are capable of entering into the lists with 
any other body of workmen. They can smoke more pipes, drink more 
beer, and talk more politics than any other trade body, and in Reform 
League debates and Trafalgar-square enactments tailors are world- 
renowned. But, still re ey have sought further fame, and 
have found it. From eekly Dispatch we quote the following 
paragraph :— 

At the Marylebone Police-court on Wednesday, Mr. D’ i 

tailors whereere charged with drunkenness and andaite roe Nghe Ay aes 
ron that tailore behaved so much worse than other men when they were 
Of course there will be many ready to doubt the justice of Mr. 
D*Erncourt’s statement. To them we venture to propound the 
following conundrum, which we are ourselves perfectly unable to 
answer :— If it takes nine tailors to make an ordinary individual, how 
a“ “ worthy '’ magistrates are necessary for the formation of a wise 
man 





A Moving Tale. 


We should like to know the process adopted by the tleman 
mentioned in this advertisement :— : : rs 
R SALE, a MANSION, at Headin » in f presen 
Fr ard eosupier leaving Leeds with ring acres ieee ana 
It would be very desirable indeed to learn how when “pleasure 
begins to pall” in one place, as Moors observes in his melodies, we 
may not only “order our wings”’ but put our acres into our portman- 
teau and be off somewhere else. 





An Un-Davy-atine Success.—The Davy lamp. 


A Full Account. 


We have come on this paragraph in a country paper :— 


SomeTHING LikE A Mancorp.—Mr. J. Boucher of Rodhuish, near Williton, has 
received from a friend a yel!ow globe mangold, which contained a hare, pheasant, 
partridge, wild duck, black cock, two pigeons and two snipes. 


We should like to know with respec 
itself, and all which did inherit it ; whether the game was'put in, “fur 
and feathers,’’ or the contents were simply the mangold remains. 





The British Flag. 


Tuat “late events our flag disgrace ”’ 
Don’t credit certain prints. 

The English Colours in that case 
Were justly Neutral Tints. 


Written on the Spot. 

Tue orders, despite all the brays of the Anti-vaccinationists, who 
seem to disapprove of the calf being promoted over their long yeurs of 
opposition, have been issued from head-quarters that all the cadets and 
boys throughout the naval service are to be re-vaccinated. What a 
pity it is that the Admiralty has no poet like Dixpin to give us an 
appropriate stave. In the absence of a bard we would venture to 
suggest that a composer might make a nice nautical glee out of 
Mitton’s 

Haste thee, J.ymph, and bring with thee 

Jest and youthful Jolly-ty. 





Arguing in a Circle. 

Ws believe that neither the Editor of Notes and Queries nor Mr. 
Trores is aware that when Danret Lawnert, the celebrated fat man, 
ae boy was an inquest held, and that the verdict was “‘ Found 

und.” 
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t to this great globe—mangold— | 
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SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Spoonrvut II. 


NGENUOUS YOUTH! have 
you a young lady “in your 
eye”’ ? if so mind it! 

Do as you would be done by! 
This is entirely SmiraKrmson’s 
creed, for—(his married life is 
not happy)—he protests he shall 
be only too delighted to run away 
with Mus. Somezopy, provided 
he can only guarantee Mr. Some- 
RBODY's running away with Mrs. 
Smrraximson! ... Ruffian. 

An intellegshowall (if not an 
intellectual) treat; — —-The 
Ballet! 

Mrs. _Evesury. Barwes: has, 
we areinformed, “ taken up her 
cross’’; —-— Nonsense! wer 
don’t believe it, unless 
is a good big diamond one: 

Mrs. Sxippinctone SmyitTHe-SmyistTHe (widow) has, we are*told, 
“put off the old man” ; ——4is any young one deluding her with 
ond hopes ? 

How many a time has love dimmed the eye of Beauty, and—and— 
ah—sad retribution—how many a time has the mouth of Beauty 
.... . dim’d Love. 

“Nemo mortalium omnibus horis sapit ;’’ no one can tell who he sits 
next to in an omnibus; clever poet ! 

The most dangerous, tho’ most entrancing form of Rouge et Noir ; 
— — Ladies’ lips and boots! 

Discretion may be the better part of valour, but hang valour, you 
say, a little in-discretion is—now and then+eh ? of course; quite so. 
Booby! 

We hear of people who have pet dogs ‘that do everything but 
speak”; by the living jingo, it’s lucky for them, for both of them, 
dogs and owners, they don’t do that. 

When about to make a phool of yourself, ask yourself this question 
—“Ig she worth going to the—the—Bad fo, ? We should like to 
have an even hundred on our ability to guess your answer, eh ? 

Caning a boy for whistling on the Sabbath is perhaps the best, yes, 
perhaps the very best way to make him cordially detest that weekly 
event for ever afterwards: it is quite as sure a way as taking him 
three times to church every Sunday of his holidays. 

How many a “swellish party’ we see in the Row and St. James’- 
street. “A stranger, unacknowledg’d, unapprov’d,” is like the wind of 
Heaven; he comes you know not whence, and he goes you know uot 
whither ! 

Money in this world can do nearly everything for you; it can make 
your home a mundane £-s-ium, Xc., &c., &c., but it cam 70f...... 
make you a gentleman. 

There’s many a cloven hoof wears patent leather. 

We hear people spoken of as “sponges,’’ “‘ tremendons sponges oe 
Ha! ha! it isn’t water THEY absorb though: anything dwt it' 

A contented mind is a continual feast: yes, perhaps ; but, there are 
‘men—gastrophilistic parties—who read it, that a continual feast is the 
best way of getting a contented mind. 

The cook who curries your lobsters, chickens, &c., &c., &c., to 
perfection, can hardly fail also tecurry.....- - your favour. 

It is not so bad being only a little “loose,’”’ it’s the being frequently 
“tight” that is so objectionable. 

You like young ladies: of course you do; we should utterly despise 
you if you did not, for what can be more entrancing ; nevertheless, you 
take our advice, and, if you would get on—don’t neglect the more 
olderly ones. ; ! 

A beautiful woman with no feeling, no soul, is like—a silk stocking 
with no—no—no—ankle in it. 

We should almost be inclined to imagine that some of the very 
charming young married women who so often act as chaperones, were 
More in want of guardians for themselves than the spinsters of a | 
certain, a very certain age, they frequently act for: however, if these 

of ball room, &c., Cerberuses don’t mind it, and ‘Society says | 

“ it’s all right,” what is it to us; only we s/ou/d say that a pcoty 
























ee 


8) 


Sete wep... 
Feprvary 25, 1871.] FUN. 


chaperoner was fatal to the chaperoned, for she is far less Jangerous te 
throw sops to than the poor sake she guards. With the Ce 6 2 
fable, they chucked bene cake; gery we Eo 
to—chuck her........., 


with our Cerberus you'd like to— 
under the chin! 
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A BEE-HUNTER. 


“Go,” said a learned sage to me, 

“ And seek a lesson from the bee, 

Whose industry will ne'er recoil 

From earnest and incessant toil! ’’ 

I listened to that reverend sage, 
tenowned for wisdom as for age 

And I resolved in point of fact 

Upon his kind advice to act. 

But you will own ’tis rather hard 

In Fleet-street, or St. Paul's Churchyard, 

Or e’en on Ludgate's slopes to see 

A sample of the genus, bee. 

I hunted closely up and down 

And all about that part of town, 

But though I sought in every place 

Still of a bee I found no trace. 

At last a friend compassion took 

Upon my wild and haggard look, 

Cried “ Come to Martin's, comrade mine, 

And steep your cares in generous wine.” 

How true it is that what in vain 

We seek for years, by chance we gain— 

I'd sought a bee in lane and court, 

And, lo! I found its wing in port. 

And now I blessings aye invoke 

Upon the sage of whom I spoke, 

And still I follow his advice— 

The bee, gu@ wing, has proved so nice. 


Gushers to Correspondents. 





| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.J 

W. (Union-street).—Why mark a batch of contributions “ private’? 
Of course when you do that we can’t publish them. 

. J. W.—The merit of your ‘‘ Homaopathie Love Song”’ is somewbat 
too infinitesimal. In fact, you extend your treatment to your Pegasus; fv 
so gently you Spurs-'im it doesn’t Gall. 

A. S. (Upper Baker-street).— Hearing we “except original communica 
tions” honours us with the For-Lorne joke. He is quite right, we d 
except that most original communication. 

CHALFORD.—Send address for return of MS. 

B. W. G. R. (Holloway).—For the future title of the Princess of Wales, 
when the Prince ascends the throne, we must refer you to Garter, King at 
Arms—or the Family Herald. 

C. J. (Randolph-street).— Quite absurd and impo-sible, but we have no 
space to explain. 

O_p SusBscriper.—If you will send a stamped and directed envelop» 
we shall be most bappy to supply the information. Here, we cannot. 

Miss H. (Near Taunton).—We are much gratifie!. But your traduce: 
is one of your own £ex. 

C. D. (Acorn-street).—Thanks for suggestions. We trus’ your acoru is 
not of the nature of a ’oax. 

Declined with thanks:—P. B., Oxford: Mum; H. W., Croydon: W. 
T.; Jane; Alpha: G.C., Bath; B. W.; W. H.; H.C. B, Fdiaburgh: C. 
B. ;38S. B. ; R. B., Newcastle-on-Tyne; F. G. W., St. Leonard's; R. T. W., 
Royal Marines; R. M.8.; J. M., Glasgow; F. W., Upper Holloway . 
S.; G. P.; Pinch: W. T., Bristol; D. W., Edinburgh; Aleck: U. M., 
G. P. O.; H., Sedgley ; R. T., Lambeth: Clifeen; G. W, Liverpool 
D., Birmingham : Mawkin: P., Crediton; Lesier: O R. 1. C, Aylesford 


| T., Hawkins; W.S. K., Plymouth; A Sul&y Schotlender; J. R, Kelso 
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“WHAT IS SAUCE FOR, ETC.” 


Weary Labourer :—“ WHAT BE THESE ROOTS THEE BE DIGGIN’, NED?” 
Ned :—“Tury pe ARTICHOKES FoR SquvIRE’s DINNER—THEY SERVE THEM WI’ BUTTER SAUCE IN SILVER DISHES.” 
Weary Labourer :—“ WHat DANG'D QUEER THINGS THEY GENTLEFOLKS DO EAT—I WISH THEY WOULD SERVE SOME 0° US POOR CHAPS 


Wi BUTTER SAUCE IN ONY 6ORT 0’ DISHES.” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


FEBRUARY. 
The Gentleman's Magazine contains an interesting pa by Mr. 
Horne, and a t gossip about Cuarius Lams ; while the Table 
Talk is as as ever. 
London Society is a fair average number, but we should like to see a 
er aa for the verse, much of which is very slipshod. 
Yares keeps the Fidneur up to the mark well. 
The Rectangular Review is varied and amusing, but would be better 
without illustrations, of the kind inserted in this number. 


Tinsleys’ is a number, but the dramatic criticism in “My 
Private Box” is bling and weak in the knees. Would that the 
pictures were better ! 


It is curieus to note how thoroughly readable Cope’s Tobacco Plant is, 
although its theme is not a very wide one. To be sure the feeble 
nonsense of the Anti- Tobacco Journal serves for a peg for it to hang 


jokes on. 
In the Atlantic Monthly the “ Whispering Gallery ” with ons 


Tus Sraxparp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 
Catalogue, ee < _ Drage information eet is very in- 
teresting, an no dou appreciated by those who ma this 
useful little work.” "7 . 

Covrr Journal, 19th March, 1870 :—“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 

of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unrrep Service Gazerre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 

ce predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, eombines 
terature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 
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| scences of Hawruorne keeps up its interest. Ma. ALprircu has a 
quaint story, “ The Friend of my youth”; and the number altogether 
is & one. 

Our Young Folks is brighter than usual this month, and “Jack 

Hazard ’’ grows in interest. 

We have received Tie EBuyles and the Cocks, Why John Bull grumbled 
about the Wedding Present, The Foreign Crisis, and The Row at Dame 
Europa’s School ; all apparently suggested by the remarkable and not 
y wll intelligible success aaileved by The Fight at Dame Europa's 
School, 

The Illustrated Review (No 9) maintains its excellence. The 
portrait of Dean Atrorp is very good indeed. 

The Rainbow Stories‘are the successors of Messrs. GROOMBRIDGE’S 
well-remembered Magnet Stories. “ Phil Thorndyke’s Adventures”’ and 
“The Rift in the Rock,” the first two tales, are worthy successors of 
the old favourites. 

We have also received the Westminster Papers, Golden Hours, The 
Journal of the London Institution, The Gardener's Magasine, Le Follet, 
The Lady's Gazette of Fashion, The Coronet, and The Young Lady's and 
The Gentleman’ s Journals. 

Mornino ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive " 

Pusiic Oprnton, 16th April, 1870 :—*‘ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor), at 80, Fleet-Street, E.C.—London Feb, 25, 1871. 
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A VERDICT. 


Ix this world of mistakes and mishaps and misdeeds— 
And the misses distinctly outnumber the hits !— 
Where Justice so often at random proceeds, 
She condemns twenty guiltless for one she acquits; 
We must feel we have more than our portion of bliss 
If our life when reviewed has the luck to obtain 
From the jury a verdict no harder than this— 
Of “ Not Guilty. But warned not to do it again!” 


We strive and we struggle—we err and we fail ; 
We're anxious to soar, but we roll in the mire. 
We swear we will fight against fate, and prevail. 
But we strike a few blows and, incontinent, tire. 
Our life is a constant succession of falls, 
And struggles to rise that are hopeless and vain: 
So ’tis well if for no sterner verdict it calls— 
Than “ Not Guilty. But warned not to do it again!” 


‘“SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE.” 


I know them well, those early songs 
That trouble my repose ; 

The earliest to Cuorks belongs 
Who jédels Milk below! ’s, 


The cries of “Sweep”? and “ Creases ”’ fall 
The next upon mine ear, 

Or distant costers leudly bawl 
Their vegetable cheer. 


And soon will come the news-shop boy 
Who “ paper ’”’ loud halloos, 

Why should he such a strain employ 
To call the Daily News ? 


Songs before sunrise! Sounds of dread, 
To hear them I refuse— 

Turn round in bed, and wrap my head, 
And steal another snooze. 





we | 


Agricultural Note. 


Wuewn you talk about the harvests smiling, do you 
mean that, by manuring, you make them (m)earth ? 








A REMINISCENT POEM. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Earlswood, Feb. 26. 
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THE KNEE-PLUS ULSTER. 


Boy :-—“ Hr! I’Lu spacK MY SACK AGIN YOURN, BAR HOLDIN’ UP THE 
PETTICUTS! ”’ 


Flowery Language. 


WE have met with a polite invitation set forth in a Newport paper 
| in these words :— 


Srr,—Some short time back you were good enough to insert a song | FLOWERING SUNDAY. Persons intending placing Railings around truer 


of mine in your valuable paper, an event which gave great satisfaction | 


Graves before Flowering Sunday would do well to pay a visit to the show 
| rooms of, &c., &c. 


to me, and made me very popular in our Institution—for you must | We can hardly resist this suasive meaenes, but altogether we had 


know that of all the periodicals published yours is esteemed the | 


| rather not superintend any little light Raillery about our grave. We 


highest here—no slight compliment I can assure you. I have, there- ; “ae 
; : : . have not selected it yet, and on the whole, with the! advertiser's per- 
awe taken gross pains with the following lincs, and we sll look mission, we would rather put off doing so—say, until a week or so. In 


forward to their appearance with great interest. 
Yours most inanely, 


F. Mark. U. R. Crurrer. 





I remember, I remember, when we all were little boys, 


How I used to play the truant, and attach my comrades’ toys ; 


fact, as far as our personal feelings are concerned, rather than visit the 

Show Rooms with a view to that final decoration we would live till we 

were a hundred—we would do so indeed on far less provocation. 

Undertakers, we know, are accustomed to regard “epitaphs and 
tombs” with a business-like familiarity. This is the time we 
have found an ironmonger indulging in irony on such themes. 


I recollect these things quite well, although I'm getting grey, —_-* 


And haven’t had a quartern for a twelvemonth and a day. 


I remember, I remember, when I'd got to be a man, 


How I used to grow my whiskers on a most extensive plan : 


I can’t forget these trifles, hairy as they may appear— 


Convict, Convince! 


| A veRY proper objection is being taken by the labouring classes to 
| the employmemt of prisoners on productive work. We beg to second 


Yet I'd yield-up all remembrance for but half a pint of beer. | the objection in the interests of the prisoners, whose tastes lie in a 


I remember, I remember, as the time would fleetly pass, 
How I used to find enjoyment in the gay and social glass. 


But, also, I remember, that the glazier called one day 
When I had not the wherewithal his little bill to pay. 


So I asked him in politely, and for him I placed a chair; _ 

e the throttle till I shook off all his hair: 
And when he was baldheaded he before me stood confest 
As one of those who were false whigs—the which I much detest. 


Then I shook him 


I can’t remember any more about my youthful days— 
I only know that here I am, and wear poetic baize. 
Now this fact clearly proves to me that 

For by its use my ont 





b we must not slight, 
led verse has reached the reader’s sight. 


| direction which may be accurately defined as that of unproductive 
| work, and who object in the name of freedom to a mans 
| compelled to work against his “ convictions.” 


Un-shoot-able. 


} 

| A TeLecram from Cassel states that the ex-Empzrorn Napoleon 

| meditates leaving Wilhemshéhe for England, He had much better 
stop where he is! His knowledge of the country should tell him that 

_our “liberty of the subject” is not always compatible with the safety 
of the ex-despot. As the veracious reporters sent over by the Paris 
press have more than once noticed, there are such things as public 
invitations to crime in the form of “‘ Rubbish may be shot here.” 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 1st, 1871. 


| DAME BRITANNIA’S SCHOOL. 


We've heard of Dame Europa’s school— 
But that’s across the foam : 
For schools, if you are prudent,-you'll 
Begin to look at home, 
Where one at least (at Westminster) should con the maximo’er 


9 


Of “ Talk a little less, my boys, and work a little more! 


A School Board there will shortly sit, 
Because whole sessions pass, 
And yet of real work a bit 
Is scarce got through, alas! 
Because these noisy, urchins will not heed the learned lore 
Of “ Talk a little less, my boys, and work a little more!” 


They keep the very latest hours, 
And then—’tis sad but true— 
The longer time their talk devours 
The less the work they do! . 
Let's hope that the Head Master will the cause of it explore— 
Cry “ Talk a little less, my boys, and work a little more!” 


For Dame Britannia does not mean 
To bear such idle din— 
She'll have the school-house swept out clean, 
And have new pupils in, 
Unless they heard the maxim, I have talked about: before, — 
Of “ Talk a little less, my boys, and work a little more!” 


“Ce C- 


Art and Science: 


Tue Royal Albert Hall will be opened shortly. We have inspected 
it, and our opinion of its acoustic merit#—and'as we know nothing of 
acoustics our opinior has the rare merit of being unprejudiced— is that 
the singing of a whole opera company in will be as the chirping 
in an inverted soup-tureen of a youn cricket with a severe catarrh. 
But having in view the p to which we feel as sure the Hall 
will be erelong devoted, as we do that the intimate friend to whom we 
yesterday lent a couple of sovereigns won't see us again for years ; we 
are gratified to see to how great a height the Luuv of the period will 
be com t to be shot-up, and how tremendous a drop from the 
trapéze lies in the future the Hanon midget. Another advan- 
tage of the size of the building is that the Christy Minstrels, who will 
never perform out of the Albert Hall, London, will be at such a 
distance from the spectators that no one will be reminded that their 
faces are burnt-corked and not naturally black. All this is reassuring 
for the future of Science and Art. 





On all Fours. 
Tx Mr. Danwm’s new book on the origin of man we are informed 


Man is descended from a h furnished with a tail and poi ars), 
probably arboreal in its habits cal un inbebscane of the old world. penPeem 
Further on, Mz. Darwnmy asks “if the nie of man had not 

why is there a blunt point in the folded margin of the 

of man?” All right, Mr. D.! We don't make any objection, 

_ except that we have known a great many intelligent monkeys and a 

lot of and we do not see why you should throw a slur on the 

former by that hypoth “probably arboreal.’’ Nothing 

| Of the kind. Man pat, Wy descended from a hairy quadruped with 

' @ tail and pointed ears,” but is that quadruped only too often still— 

though he hides the fact under the garb of civilisation. Only wait 
till you hear him bray ! 


j 
' 
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Fiat Justitia ! 
_ _ Weare glad to observe that one at least of our police magistrates is 
' 
determined that, as far as it lies in his power, there shall be no ground 
| for the complaint that there is one law for the rich and another for 
_ the poor. man was the other day brought before him by the 
Society for the Protection of Cruelty to Animals for torturing a 
_ Bumber of pigeons by packing them so closely in baskets that they 
were ved of food and water, and were suffocated. The magistrate 
that the cruelty was clearly proved and fined the man—onz 


SHILLING ! 
and why not? So long as the barbarous practises 
Harlingbam and other gun clubs are allowed to go on unchecked for 
| the civilis of the upper classes and the encouragement of tender- 
| mess in highbern ladies ; it would be rather hard if a poor man should 
be debarred from torturing Ais pigeons. 











[Marcu 4, 1871, 








SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Ir is popularly supposed by a benighted public, who little imagine 
the quantity of midnight oil consumed by those who are at once the 
lights and the reflecters of the sporting world, that the life of a pro- 
phet is one perennial round of pleasure, that his existence is an 
excursion of course, and that his dreams are ever of the sweet green 
turf, the pride and glory of merrie England and her old nobilitee. 
Nothing, however, could be further from fact. The sporting writer 
has to think, and ofttimes when the en of this favoured isle are 
sleeping the calm sweet sleep cause by the knowledge that sporting 
notes will be published on the morrow, the author of them is making 
futile efforts to cull from the “ Calendar” epigrammatically equinoctial 
remarks upon the Spring Handicaps, or is labouring upon the deriva- 
tion of some abstruse name bestowed by an ignorant owner upon a 
favourite steed. 

I knew a man once who was thoroughly conversant with every 
description of sport, and he, thinking it very easy, turned sporting 
prophet. But he had reckoned without his host of opponents in the 
literary world, who though they didn’t know anything about the turf 
thought themselves a good deal cleverer than my friend because they 
could spell a bit better. He was, however, a sweet poet, and he used 
to dictate whole columns of verse to me, among which was the fcllow- 
ing beautiful and appropriate ballad :— 


I’ve stood upon the race’s course, 
I've drunk the stirrup cup, 

I’ve heard the shout of numbers hoarse 
At sight of numbe:s up ; 

I’ve rowed upon the river Thames 
On Cam and Isis day, 

And had to make my sporting mems 
When others were at play. 


I’ve been upon the coursing ground 
When dogs were in the slips— 

I’ve seen the fastest, swiftest hound 
That e’er went for the chips ; 

I’ve watched the steeple as ’twas chased 
O'er Aintree’s famous land, 

And seen the first three horses placed 
From our reporters’ stand. 


I know the game of nurr and spell, 
I’ve heard the skittles fall, 

I've played at hockey in the dell, 
I've hazarded the ball ; 

Of bagatelle and whist and crib, 
I’m perfect in the rigs, 

Believe me (I don't tell a fib), 
I’m good at Irish jigs. 

And yet you wonder that I’m sad, 
That stolid is. my gaze ; 

‘ou seem to think I should feel glad, 

And joy in fleeting praise : 

Ah, what to me’s the Derby field, 
The Leger or the Oaks, 

Now that my pen I cannot wield 
Like them there lit’ry blokes! 


Please shed a tear over the above, and oblige 
AUGSPUR. 
P.S—I have just been looking through the Court Guide for the 
address of a friend of mine and notice a very peculiar error in it. 
Lorp Lvurcan is described as Master of the Horse. I should say 
Proprietor of Txz Dog would be more appropriate. 


—oCooo=n_=__a=—>=am_=_a_=qyjEa=j=aqpa=a=—=—7 


Officious! 


We protest against a recent infringement of the liberty of the 
subject, whereby a gentlemen, with a good deal of gunpowder on his 
premises in the immediate neighbourhood of an open stove and the 
pipe he was smoking, was brought before the istrates and 
punished by fine or imprisonment. If he had Reset tas alone he 
would in a short time have obtained a discharge in full without appli- 
cation to the bench, and his friends and the country at large would 
have been saved his funeral expenses. 





The Zoo. 

Tue papers, with their usual ignorance of the graces of the classics, 
have announced that a baby Behemoth has been presented to the 
Zoological Society by “‘ the female hippopotamus.” Of course every 
schoolboy knows it should be the hippopota-ma—especially under 
such circumstances. 


— 
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OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 

HE very highest stations in | 
this life are attended with | 
a certain amount of danger | 
and anxiety to those who | 
fill them: the troubles of 
“the great”? are known 
only ¢o the great, and... 
and... . attendant soot- 
alights. 

True greatness does sof 
consist in being a big man; 
this is a mistake most dig 
men appear to labour un- | 








Spoonrvn ITI. 





tion does not consist in | 
being very small ; ¢Ais is a mistake most sma// men appear to labour 
under. 

In Vino 
more likely. 

We hear people perpetually saying, “ Ah poor so and so, he died like 
an angel.”’ 
long as possible like a beast. 

A needless remark “ give the d—1 his Jew,” 
He takes him, dear boy, and his Christian too! 

The amount of “ cheek’’ some people have, will indubitably prevent 
their ever being put—* out of countenance.” 

Modesty can be carried too far. The lady who wore spectacles to 
hide her n—k—d eyes was a silly creechuar. 
she was plain; dayvlish plain ! 

“The D—v—1l” they say “is not so black as he is painted.” Dear 
reader, you may feel quite certain that he is ezactly the colour— 
you like best ! 

Every dog has his and her day. 

There is no doubt about it, the most beautiful, the most charm- | 
ing Auice in the wide world—when her figure is sufficiently ample— 
is.... “Alice D”; sweet, sweet “£s. d,’’! | 

A fool and his money, and his cigars, and his breakfasts, and his | 
“ private affairs,’’ and his conversation, and his toute /a boutique are 
soon parted, if N very B, ‘f he is a good-natured fool; the bad-natured 
fool simply parts with that which he knows no one will take...... 
his advice. 

What a much happier gosling you would be, and oh how much | 
happier your friends would be, if you would only keep your 4///s down | 
half as carefully as you do your...... wristbands! 

Be strong athletic stoopids if you like, certainly, by all means; but, | 
please do be natural; don't try and Jock so strong: please look | 


Veritas! Bah! Jn vino impertinent, imbesilly stupidity 


comfortable. We don’t allude to real rowing men, <c., but to their | 
imit-eightoars ! 

Reader, gentle reader, have you ever yet come across the man or the | 
woman, who (according to their own account) has not been most | 
Pasu-onately adored ? 


| 


‘ 
} 


! 
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Heart and Part. 


Tuere is much talk of the jealousies of the dramatic procession, but | 
whenever a real trouble overtakes an actor there ure always plenty 
i 


ready to take his part. 





SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS: | 
| 


| 


What's the use of “dying like an angel”’ after living as | 


Plain; bet you a fiver | 
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THE LAMB'S LAMENT. 


IN THE FORM OF A RESPECTFUL PETITION TO gm Riout Hon. W. 
E. Foxusrer. 


I sHovutp just like to know where we're going to go with these new- 
fangled dodges and notions, 

For having elections done quiet indoors without bribery, beer, or com- 
motions ? 

And to do it just now—when they've just give us votes, as is any day 
worth honest money— 

To deprive us o’ prop tty we've 
look on as funny ! 

Why, the Parlyment gents ain't deprived of their chance of a-getting 
theirselves to a peerage 

By a-voting for Government reg'lar and straight—and I'm blowed if 
this isn’t a queer age 

When one’s robbed of a right (just because one is poor) as is granted 
to chaps, as low-sunk as one— 

For they each of ’em want to be made a reel lord, and we only want 
to get drunk as one! 


arely come into is a joke I don't 


der. 3eauty of propor- Yes, it’s hard, so it is, to debar us from beer and our honest election 


employment 
_ Of breaking folks’ heads, when 'twas nomnashin day—as was business 


combined with enjoyment. 


' 


Why, to say as we musta’t impress our opinions with a crack of a 
stick on a thick ‘ead 
' Is quite unconstitooshonal—that’s what it is—and moreover un- 
English and wicked. 


| As for heddicating the labouring class (which me and my mates 

| thinks as we is) 

| This purity of election and ballot and that, why, the very worst way 

| as can be is, 

If we ain't to have beer—and a pound now and then—with a few 
heads thrown in just to batter, 

What interest at all do you think we shiil take in any political 
matter ? 


So just stop this here talk that our rights you will baulk,jand alter the 
great coustitooshun, 

Or you'll find as your bill very probably will bring about a wide- 
spread revolooshun. 

Wherefore if you give ear and attend to this here and the measure 
immejutly smother 

Your petitioners as in duty bound ever will pray—but if you don't, we 
shall all do the t’other. 





Single and Double Blooming. 


Here is a horticultural curiosity! It is bachelor’s button that 
would not object to being grafted on a pear :— 


\ ANTED, a SITUATION as HEAD GARDENER. Aged 24. Bingle; but, if 
required, would become married to obtain a good place. Perfectly under- 

stands the »rofession, and can procuce a goodcharacter. Apply 

We have seen in the columrs of horticultural papers long lists of 

‘‘Garden Requirements,” but we don't remember to have seen any 


| marriageable damsels advertised among them ; and .we are curious to 


know how this gentleman would proceed if “sequired to become 
married.” With all his understanding of the prufemion he could not 
‘force’ any woman to marry him, or train ber to the gight frame of 
mind 


Another thought occurs to us:—suppose after married he 
lost the good place. Would he be equally obliging sad * become 


unmarried ’’ if required at his next situation ¢ 


The London Schogel Board. 


Proresson Hvuxvey in describing the sort of thing he desired by 
way of education observed that he did not mean by physical 


 scLEenCe— 


The use of the globes and al! that abominable trash, but the relationship in which 
man stands to the universe. 
This is all very well for the Professor, but will he find any school- 
mistress enough and any schoolmaster courageous enough, 
while speaking of “‘ man’s relations” to enter fully and exhaustively 
on the intricate subject of the mother-in-law 


A Figure of Speech. 


Wuew one of the speakers in the recent debate on the propriety of 
settling a sum of money upon the Parncess Lovisx at her marriage, 


' alluded to the possibility of 4 numerous future line of Argylls —it was 


only a little ornzment. (Don't seeit? Only a little Loune he meant. 


Get out !) 
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The Traitor’s Doom. 
A distinguished pathriot. 


Welcome to the land of freedom. Shure, and they’re afther the fiver, thinks Pat. 
A great per-onage takes him to his buzzum. Allegorical representation of tue 


G.P. We have not a portrait, and certainly do not intend to buy one. 
’ y y 
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5. He is usheredin by the Butler. 
. Receives deputation. 
7. Is banqueted. 


a 


8. His hair is “requisitioned”? by female adorers. 


Martyr. 








Apotheosis of Paddy the 
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DAME BRITANNIA’S SCHOOL. 


Dedicated to the School Board for “ the Regulation of Publie Business.”’ 
Head-Master :—“NOW THEN, BOYS, A LITTLE LESS TALK AND A LITTLE MORE WORE!” 
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Has bid the earth rejoice, N 
Or e’er the curtains are withdrawn RX 
I hear Affection’s voice— 
My youngest, in his crib awake, 
Begins his unknown tongues: 
I bid him sleep for goodress’ sake, VERS 
He has such potent lungs. EPR UIIN 


| At early day, or e’er the dawn 









I rise and dress ; and yet again 
Affection’s voice I hear. 

For, while we sit at breakfast, JANE 
(Who is my partner dear) 

Asks, “ What for dinner will vou try 
Of flesh and fowl and fish!”’ 

To which my usual reply 

Is “ Anything you wish !”’ 


And then the girls besiege my ear — 
Affection’s voice once more! 
They ask for fashionable gear 
To spend my hard-won store. 
They know that dear papa will give 
The little cheques they need. 
Tis vain to vow that, as I live, 
I can’t afford indeed ! 


i 
And last the boys want tips forsooth 
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| A five pound note for choice : 
Oh, charming frankness, trust, and truth 
Of sweet Affection’s voice. 
I sigh for peace and rest and “ kef,”’ 
And oft the wish will come 
Would to that voice I could be deaf, 
Or would that voice were dumb! 


= A 
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A Ee 


A Wise Maxim. 








Drive dull care away by all means—but not in a % 
‘<é sulky.” iy ; 
Cut-up. a 
How did the dog look, who dropt the cutlet into the KEEP TO THE POINT. | 
stream, when according to Atsor he lost the substance Worshipper of Bacchus (quite out of patience) :—“* THERE YOU GOES AGIN,— | 
for the shadow ? We are inclined to think he looked IT WOS A ace 4 DROP ail as I ion oh ME GOOD! AND YOU KEEPS e 
chop-fallen. A-SAYING IT 18 Halco-hale As DOES MB HARM!” PED 
a 7 BL 
OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | COMIC COPY. mt if 
( Tue Police are to be vaccinated. They’re accustomed to being | eid , lie 
| drilled, but will they like having holes picked in them? — Negotia- Pet ge oy , | i 
° ° ° ° é ‘ ° 5 ’ = 
| tiens continue in France. The question is Concord or internal Discord | And the children are not out of danger j Te 
| —peace or pieces ? = The ex-Emperor formally declarates. In answer | My poor head is aching i. 
| the National Assembly formally deposes—him! = Mr. Fousrer | My poor hand is shaking ae 
brings in a bill to purify, improve, and trinquillise elections. The | And sleep to my lids is a stranger, im 
‘“‘lambs” consider they are fleeced. = Only one M.P. went into the | But what's that to do ’ tal 
lobby to vote against Princess Lovisr’s dowry. Fawsett-an hae olim If one’s work to get through ? ay 
meminisse juvabit ? = The officer of Franc-tireurs burnt alive by the And one has but a eubject to light on. : iP 
Prussians at Rouillez wasn’t an officer of Franc-tireurs, besides which | 7 Though except my own cares "Tae 
they didn’t burn him alive ordead. Good job for him ! = Mr. Wisz will | And wretched affairs Oe 
not resign his seat for South Warwickshire. That's lucky, the House | I can think upon nothing to write on. ma 
wants to be more, not less Wisz. = Str Ropert Pest asks why Lyons | Then bring me my pen and fill up my ink, F 
went out like a lamb from Paris. = Ganrinatp1 returned to Caprera. | Let my spirits be weary and sloppy, ee 
Hope he'll stop there for his own credit’s sake. = At Norwich election | For the devil (asleep on the stairs, as I think) | Die 
Cotman mustered a thousand odd more than his opponent, who got | Is waiting for comic copy. : 
pepper, not to name assault. = Another prisoner escapes from the | | y 
**Model”’ Prison. Name was apparently given to it “‘ sarkastick.” = | There’s the rent overdue— vz 
Mr. Martin, M.P. for Meath, being asked by Editor of Debrett for his | And there’s Mo’ won't renew, i ; 
arms, replies he “carries no arms, as he is in a declared district.” And Snears says he'll force me to settle. | t} ) 
How witli they vaccinatehim? In a soft placein his head, possibly. = | There’s a tax from last year— | Z 
DvKE or CAMBRIDGE is to continue Commander-in-chief. The service | And the rates in arrear. ad | 
is not “ going to the dogs, by George!’’ = Birmingham papers make | Of fish ’tis the prettiest kettle ! | 
a great fuss about ‘‘a madman at large’ there. They should come to | And to-morrow, alack, t 
London, and they’d soon get used to that! — Concert announced by | Why they’ll bury poor Jack, : 
“Civil Service Musical Society.” We shall go! They’re sure to | The friend I have loved from a “‘ babby”’ } 
play well—doing it daily from ten till four. | And I shall not be there— 
aeheieitaiaineaniaaimiaaieeaates | I’ve no mourning to wear, 
And my best clothes—and only—are shabby ! ! 
The Old Cry. | So bring me my pen, and fill up my ink, 
A PAWNBROKER at Glasgow bas been fined for taking in pledge a Though my spirits are scarcely tip-toppy, | 
waistcoat “ before the same was completed for wear.” The old story! | For the devil (asleep on the stairs, as I think) | 


How the vested interests are protected ! Is waiting for comic copy! 
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MODERN TASTE IN DRESS. A Shocking Butchery. | 


Z 
7 





| On the 17th instant the neighbourhood of Hendon, so recently the 
Goop ArcusisHor MANNING | scene of the escape of a large bear, was once more thrown into a state | 
Has lately been scanning | of the most extreme alarm and excitement by the discovery that a | 
The frivolous follies and fancies of town, | well-known inhabitant had come to his end suddenly y violent 
And it’s his firm opinion 'means. It appears that on waking one morning he looked up and 
That Fashion’s dominion | discovered a tall stout-built man attired in the garb of a butcher 
Is full of abuses we ought to put down. | standing over him. A terrific struggle ensued, during which the cries ; 
For ages and ages of the victim were positively heart-rending. We grieve to say that i 
I 


although these cries attracted several persons to the scene of the 
| slaughter they stood callous spectators of the scene, which was brought 
to an end by the poor creature’s assailant stabbing him in the throat | 


| (Sea History’s pages) 
Has Paris been looked on as Fashion's abode, 


The extravagance, dress, and bad taste of the age— drawn tothe nnmerous Transatlantic contributions to “the well of 
If you don't like his strictures English undefiled,’ such as collide, excur, reliable, sundown, &c., Xc., 
Pray study their pictures an ‘“obligatien,”’ as the adage reminds us, the very reverse of | 
And say will such figures deck History's page ! | ** choice,” cel 


But during its leaguer : 
Has been at a loss for a guide to The Mode! | Mx. Morxrss, his owner, says the deceased has cut up well, and _ 
'Twould be but invidi declares no other pig in the neighbourhood weighsas much. We have / 9 
" wo 3 e but Let ious a melancholy pleasure in bearing testimony to his great merits, with } 0 
The e ake of the oie _— aD which we became acquainted in the form of sausages. B 
Where both are such Guys - : . a 
To apportion the prize Emancipation P 
Would need.a new Panxis—and puzzle him then ! We are fond of boasting that in this land of liberty there are no 
With paint on their faces, | slaves. We have always doubted the fact; indeed since our marriage th 
High heels and tight | our doubt has almost merged into a certainty founded on experience, at 
And piles of dead hair on the top of the head | which like charity begins at home. But if our belief that there is A 
The fair have desired— , | actually slavery in England needed confirmation, without benefit of al 
If they can’t be admired — | clergy, we should find it in a statement in the report of a recent police ou 
At least to deserve to be stared at instead. case, wherein it is mentioned that the prisoner, when visited by the se 
While as for the males | “= er The boy fetched ! 
With their Ulsters’ long tails, | wn Frade ann. e boy fetched a quart of ale, two screws of tobacco, and a 
Their me. or hats with low crowns and wide brims— | That the child was bartered for such trifling commoditiss does not—in 
Gai y Hs ged i ia | our eyes at least—diminish the gravity of the crime. ~ 
I think you will frankly admit it’s the “‘ hims. Jeer, Boys, Jeer! di 
So ArcHBIsHoP ManninG “A History of the Obligations of the World to America” is — 
Is quite right in banning expected from the pen of Mr. Sewarn; of course attention will be | a 
| 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 208. 


LisTLEssLy into the gallery wanders the weary reporter, 
Knowing his work is cut out, Parliament having begun. 
Yawning, he inwardly prays that in future the talics will be shorter, 
Not as aforetime prolonged e’en till the rise of the sun. 


1. The light clouds fly 
Across the sky, 
The wind is piping loud, 
With shortened sail 
Before the gale 
We'll fly, with ringing shroud. 


2. The humble worm that lowly creeps, 
At length from out its prison leaps ; 
Deserts the old and shrivelled skin, 
That hid the gorgeous hues within, 
And soars at length with pride on high 
A gaily painted butterfly! 

3. The boatswain of the Lively Nan 
Was clearly not a polished man, 

For while upon the deck I lay, 

Prostrate with illness one fine day, 
He called me this, and bade me go 
And hide my sorrows down belew. 


4. If you must a witness be, 
Don't you go, unless 
They with eo form and fee, 
Your attendance press. 
5. Your ancient printer, you’re perhaps aware, 
Was proud about his trade, 
And so you'll find in all editions rare 
His name is well displayed. 
6. Prorssson Huxuey has derision hurled 
At the old definition of the world ; 
It makes a fellow feel uncommon queer 
To learn the globe is quite beyond his sphere! 


7. In silent shells they were enclosed, 
And in their quiet beds reposed ; 
Till sacrilegious hancs appeared 
And caught the victims by the beard. 


SotvtTion oF Acrostic No. 206.— Valentines, Postal Card: Vamp, 
Ambo, Liquors, Elegant, Nausea, Tragica', Idiotic, Naphtha, Emperor, 
Squad. 





Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 206, REcEIVED Fes. 22:—A.H. W.tch; | 


Kittiwake. 


At Last! 


Tue Alabama claims are in a fair way to be settled, if what we hear 
is true. The Americans abandon their request for an apology for 
recognising the South as a belligerent :— 


Upon that score General Schenck will now practically admit that we were right, 
that we only did what we were bound to do by the rules of international law and 


that Seward and the “Village Lawyer ’”’ set up this pretension in ignorance of Vattel | 


and Wheaton and all the rest. The point abandoned, the claims resolve themselves 
into a mere disputed account. The American Government has claims upon us. 


We have claims uponthem. The accounts can be examined, set off against each | 


other, und settled by a cheque for the difference. 
Better a cheque for the difference, than a difference for a check! 





Board v. Block. 


An acute observer, mentioning the case of Mrs. Morris, justice of 
the peace in Iowa, who had to retire temporarily from the bench to 
attend to her baby, adds “this is a hint for the School Board.’”’ How ? 
Anybody knows there is a wide difference between a boarding school 
and a nursery. He may depend on it that the Board which at its 
outset declined to have formal prayers for fear of any suspicion of 
sectarian leanings will not admit of anything of a pap-al character. 


Ink-ready-ble! 


Aut those who have much writing to do have reason to be pro- 
foundly grateful for their latest invention ‘‘ The Ink-supplying Pen 


} 


| 
| 
| 


holder ’’—a very simple contrivance adaptable to any sort of nib. One | 


= in the ink-stand secures a supply that enables one to write for an 
indefinite time without a second resort to the sable fluid. We have 
ourselves with one dip written an amount of matter equal to half a 
column of Fun, and we find the saving of time is considerable. 





To Youne Hovsexrrrrrs.— Never send a thoughtless servant to the 
cellar for beer, it should be drawn “ with a head.” 


i 
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MOONSHINE AND MIST. 


Miss Emiiy Farrurvtt and Mr. Ruskin have lately been relaxing 
their great minds by talking nonsense to one another. Says Mr. 
Ruski to Miss Farruruti,:—‘‘ Woman’s work and sphere are as 
refreshing as the dews and defined as the moon’s’’—we suppose he 
means ‘‘ sphere’’ to be understood—* but it is not the rain’s nor the 
sun’s’”’ ;—here we presume he means “sphere” again to be under- 
stood. On the whole we think it’s lucky that one or two words are 
understood, for it is not very intelligible talk. Struck with Mr. 
Rvusxkrn’s moon, Miss Fatrurvutu eeds to indulge in the following 
bit of moonshine :—“ The dark of the earth need the pure light 
of the moon, and the barren mountain-side looks for dew as eagerly as 
the valley ’’—of course it “dew ’—if not rather more so, as Nicnouas 
would have put it. But what does all this twaddle mean? That the 
Woman's Rights business is sheer lunacy and that her Mission is a 
misty exhalation thrown down in the form of moisture by the chill it 
meets with? We don’t suppose that Miss Fairnrvui or Mr. Ruexin 
means this, but they may in this instance be talking sense without 
knowing it, while they supposed they were dealing in poetry. 


AUTHOR TO PRINTER. 
A SuHakeEsprerian Ecuo. 
Take, oh, take those ~ away, 
O’er which sweetly I have sworn ; 
For the errors they ont 
Lightly cannot well be borne : 
But MS.’s bring again— 
Some to hoard their scrawls are fain! 





——— 


A Near Escape. 

We are glad to be spared the recital of a terrible and fatal calamity 
which might have deprived the Ministry and the country of one of its 
brightest ornaments, by the sudden fall on Wednesday last of a tall 
factory chimney in Regent-street, as the eminent statesman was walk- 
ing to the Houses of Parliament. By the greatest good luck the 
Right Hon. gentleman was absent from town on that day ; and we 
may add that fortunately there is no factory chimney in Regent-street 


' and that its fall was consequently prevented. 


In a Pickwickian Sense. 


“‘Youtu will be served,” as the young gentleman observed when he 
boldly demanded a penny pickwick. 


Aushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


IN reply to several inquiries we beg to state that cartes de visite of the 
late T. W. RoBERTSON are obtainable of Mr. CHARLES WATKINS, 54, 
Chancery-lane. 

No Namz.—We don't feel inclined to become your godfather. 

A. M. L. (Peckham).—We are sorry to say your Peckham Rye-mes are 
not in our province. 

B. (Brechin, N.B.)—We can't help thinking the address is an imposi- 
tion on us poor Southerners. Is there such a place in the Land o’ Kilts— 
we mean, Cakes ? 

L. (Feetwood).— Your pun cn the Romans is an e-Norman-ty we can’t 
countenance. 

R. (Norbiton).—Please quote correctly—Cwsar did not say “ omnis 
Gallia divisa est in tres partes’’—try ‘Gallia est omnis divisa in partes 
tres.”" There is no necessity for quoting Latin—there is a necessity for 
quoting correctly. 

J. (Cornhill).—Not in our line. We don’t strike a woman, even though 
she does happen to be a Royal one! 

SQuaRB.—An excellent subject, but this time you are not high enough. 

‘* EsSE QUAM VIDERI.’’—If bad verse could drive the Prussians from 
Paris, you would be the preserver of France, did we print you. As it is 
you must be content (vide motto) to exist and not be seen in type. 

Niks APTEROS.—Good, but unsuitable. 

W. L. B. (Paris).—We fear your Muse has not recovered from too much 
horseflesh, just yet. 

Declined with thanks:—T. N., Birmingham; T. E.; W. T., Bristol; 
Robéno; 8., North Shields; J.G. A., Hampton; H. O. E., Liverpool ; 
E. G.; A., Sunderland ; Meiviro, I.ower Norwood ; H. E. F., Vere-street, 
Theo; J. K., Maidstone; J. W., Rugeley: Diggles; D. E. E., Chelsea; 
W. St. G. W., Wells-street: T. W. H., Beaminster: John Barleycorn ; 
Brown, Dundee; T. M. R , Yeovil; Toodles; B. B.; W. A. O., Newcastle- 
on-Tyne; W. E. G., Mill Hill; Metempsychosis; J. E., E. H. C., Clap- 
ham; O’Malley; I. A, Manchester; E. M. Uxbridge; D. R., Leith 
Walk; J. F. A., Edinburgh; A. Spoon; W.1. W.: W. H. O, Man- 
chester; J. R. B.; S. E. de L., Seacombs; Nullam Malum, etc. 
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Tue STANDARD, 


Yokel :—“I arn’? GOIN’ OUT 0’ THE PATH FOR A FOOL !”’ | 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


MARCH. 


We may congratulate Tins’eys’? on an improvement in the pictures, 
this month. But there is yet room! The three novels gain or con- 
tinue in interest, and the general papers are good with the exception 
of “ The Private Box,’’ which is not by any means a successful attempt 
at dramatic criticism. Its praise 1s less discriminating than its 
censure. 

We get two numbers of the Overland Monthly at once this time, and 
we regret to gather fiom the San Francisco News Letter that the 
deterioration we note in it is due to the secession of Mr. Bret Harte 
from the editorship. Still, we have papers by Mr. Sropparp—and 

oems—to reconcile us somewhat to the loss. Mr. Donce’s paper on 

JickENS would never have appeared under the old régime—nor “ The 
Grizzly DPapers,’’ which are better suited for the News Letter, say, than 
for a magazine. We hope to see our old favourite recover its position 
among periodicals next month. 

* The cry is still they come !’’—the million and one imitations and 
parodies of Dame Europa's School! It is some comfort to think that 
they cut one another's throats—if things which have apparently no 
connection with brains may be supposed to have such useless articles 
as throats. In addition to these brochures we receive a Leedel Ballad, 
which traces its descent froin Huns Breitmann, and is as unworthy as 
they of the model. 


7th March, 1870, 
Catalogue, says:—‘‘ The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this 
useful little work.” 

Court Journnat, 19th March, 1870:—“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unirep Service Gazerre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
literature with handy-work, and publish: s books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.”’ 


Swell:—“ No, you'RE NOT, MY FRIEND—BuT J SHALL HAVE TO DO 80!” 


in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 
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We have aleo received a copy of a burlesque which is being, we 
believe, played somewhere. When we are in very robust health we 
don’t mind going, in the interests of the public, to see a burlesque as a 
serious duty. We do not know (thank goodness!) of any reason that 
binds us to cad one. 





The Feast of Reason. 

‘‘Tue German Emperor,” we are told, “gave a grand banquet to 

the Crown Prince.’ Alas, how many a bank wet—and cold too— has 

been the continual feast of the contented mind of the German privates. 

Would it not be well for potentates to refrain from /é/es while the 

fates of nations and armies hang in the balance? An armistice is vot 
nic 2ssarily a treaty, and should not be cors rued as fred-us ! 


Fortune’s Buffets. 


M. Burret declines the post of Minister of French Finance. This 
buffet is not a slap in the face for the new government, but an 
acknowledgment that he has been in the wrong lore. Besides every 

| buffet is accustomed to being shelved. 


The Bride of Can’t Abydus! 


| Ir seems probable that the foundations of the Ottoman power in the 
| East were cemented by the Bey O-GLovu mentioned by Byron. 


MorninG ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ” 

Pusuic Oprnion, 16th April, 1870 :—‘‘ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.”’ 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phanix Works, St. Andrew’s Ilill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprictor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: March 4, 1871. 
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Fortunate 
America. 


WE are glad to see 
that a marriage—or 
perhapsin considera- 
tion of the exalted 
position of the con- 
tracting powers we 
should say a union 
is about totake place 
which cannot fail to 
set at rest—and for 
ever — all disputes 
between this country 
and America. The 
daughter of the late 
American Represen- 


tative, Mr. Mort ey, | 


is about to become 


the bride of Mx. | 


Vernon Harcovart. 
We need hardly re- 
mind our readers— 
because whether we 
do or no, Mr. 
Harcourt will do 
so—that a union 
with Mr. Harcourt 
means a close rela- 
tionship to the Royal 
Family. 


Tue Bac or Baas. 
— Bagging Alsace 
and Lorraine. 


—_ 


VOL. XITI. 





THE BABY HIPPOPOTAMUS. 


Art and Literature were largely represented at the post-mortem 





But these were the real Mourners. 
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Arma virumque 
Cano. 


Tue Passing 
Eventer of the Sun- 
day Times suggests 
that those who are 
suffering from vac- 
cination should wear 
a badgeon their arm, 
ad la Red Cross folks, 
to prevent friends 
from clutching them 
by the suffering 
member. He does 
not suggest that as 
the Red Cross bad- 
gers were called the 
Ambulance Corps 
the vaccinated vic- 
tims should be styled 
the Havebeenlanced 
Corps. 


Force of Habit. 


| A TRADESMAN from 
la cheap and noisy 

thoroughfare found 
himeelf at the West- 


oh wd 
el i ee 
od 
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end as a Levee was 
in progress: as car- 
riage after carriage 
rolied up he voci- 
ferously exclaimed, 
“See the quality! 
Observe the quality!’ 

















| 
| 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 8, 1871. 
PEACE TO PARIS. 


Nay! not with tears and wailing should you meet me, 
Although mine advent you so dearly buy! 

Rather in hope and holy courage greet me, 
And self-reliance high! 

Too long War's pageantry and passing glory 
aseunt your iol halt selcine have spread 

The blood-stained pages of the Conqueror’s story 
Were all the books you read! 

See to what downfall Glory's dream betrays you, 
Defenceless, stricken on your heaps of slain! 

Turn—turn to me, whose ready hand shall raise you 
To Name and Fame again! 


A Name, unsullied by the blood of quarrels, 
Shall skill, and thought, and industry secure, 

And Fame, more lasting than the hero’s laurels, 
More noble, and more pure. 

So you by Science and by Art befriended, _ 
And Commerce, bearing healing on her wing, 

Soon from the ground, whereon you lie extended,; 
Shall, renovated, spring ! 

And thus, mayhap, you have not vainly troubled, 
But like the giant, of whom legends treat, 

Quit the Earth-Mother’s lap with strength redoubled, 
The greater for defeat. 


We may not always read aright the gesture 
Of Stran whose voice is dumb : 


Clad in "s dark trailing vesture 
Not seldom come. 


Aye, and hereafter when you see more clearly 
was this restoration = wrought 
You'll say “ Sweet Peace, I did not buy tvo dearly 
The triumphs you have brought!” 





An Essay. 


Iris not always; in point of fact it is rather seldom than more 
often, or indeed, to be yet more particular, it is am occurrence, of 
which it may be predicated, that it might befall any given person or | 
persons once out of ten times, on an average ; the other nine occasions | 
resulting in an exactly opposite upshot ; that the wealth of language, | 
which the ancients described so admirably as a copia verborum and of | 
which they offered such splendid examples not only in the Orations of | 
Tviuy butin the ae of Isocrarss or the Philippics of Dsmos- | 
THENES (not todiverge farther into the limitless Elysian Fields of an- | 
tique oratory) is combined by one of those unions of which poets speak | 
as the blending of soul with soul, and the coincidence of one perfeet | 
sphere of in with another; with the facility of wielding that | 
—ed weapon which was first snatched from the wing of Jovz's 
eagle, although recently supplied to a far greater extent by the tribe | 
Anser, although that family, thanks to the spread of civilisation, has | 
had its monopoly tren upon by the steel points of Mircuey | 
GrLort, Macniven, and Cameron, Perxy and other pensive purveyors; | 
but I do flatter myself that I can do it a little. 

_ [We print this from a pure spirit of charity; its author being in 
immediate want of the merest necessaries of life, and believing that 
his style may recommend him to Government and procure for him | 
employment in the shape of the drawing-up of the next Queen's | 
As his wants are urzent and the compilation of another | 
speech will not be required for some time, we gladly further the | 


aspirant’s views.—Eb. ] | 


Lodgings to Let! 
The Orkney Herald holds out a temptation to fdony which i 
dclightfal in its franknees and simplicity :— " 
Krexwat Jar.—We are informed the lest prisoner confined in this prison im- 
the of 34 Ibs. in th 

Tone: ree months, yet notwithstanding this the jail has 

Notwi the advagtages offered and the encouragement gi 
the Kirkwall are not to be tempted, and the jail wastes ita | 
sweetness on air. Won't any London gentlemen volunteer ? | 
Perhaps the jail authorities will pay their passage if en 





Such Sweet Sorrow. 
Ons slight, and that the last, Paris can well afford to bear with | 
equanimity— wher the Germans turn their backs on her. 


ee ooo 
THE ROMANCE OF THE PERIOD. 


Tx. me not in mournful numbers that the age of chivalry is dead 
nd buried. While it lay at the last gasp, in the feeblest possible 
tate of pulsation, the humble individual who now addresses you had the 

honour of restoring that feudal institution to a weeping and hopeless 

world. Listen to my autobiography ; it is briefand instructive. The 

instructive and the brief are seldom united. 
a * * * ~ 

He was a Baronet was my hated mval. Apparitors, j:nitors, men at 
arms and servitors waited but his beck and call. His castle moat 
abutted upon that highly fashionable neighbourhood now known as 
the Field of Forty Footsteps. It was Chelsea in the days of old. 

And she ?—a poor mummer—a thing of pink and spangles—an 
hour’s gewgaw—leading burlesque lady at the Zodiac—anything you 
please. But I had seen her. To see was toluve. To love was to 
adore, and to adore was——_ To proceed with my story. 

And what was J] ?— A simple poet ; ardent, imaginative, and strictly 
rhythmical. The art of poetry is its own reward :— its own reward in 
the spiritual sense, Perhaps from a worldly point of view the ait of 

is the reward of its publisher. 

The price of adinission to the pit of the Zodiac was one zecchino (a 
rare coin ©f the period to which my tale refers). Nightly I struggled 
for the front row, and nightly I contrived by brute force to monopo- 
lise the central seat. Still I was not happy. I saw the gaze of 
myriads concentrated upon the ethereal being whom I desired most 
ardently to retain for my own particular admiration. 

Nightly, at the close of the performance, I waited for her at the 
mummer's entry. Waited five minutes—eight—seventeen—eighty- 
five. I stood with grooms and porters en the opposite side of the way. 
My devotion only brought me illness (bronchitis)—dejectien (bile) — 
and insult (language too improper to be repeated). 

She cl:arly loved the Buronet. There was but one way. I would 
insult him, challenge him to fair combat @ outrance (French for all the 
way there and back again), leave him dead upon the field, and carry 
off my beauteous prize to a sweet seclusion on the Lago Maggiore. 

I insulted him. I called him haughty oligarch, and he branded 
me in return with the epithet of Minnesinger. We fought at mid- 
night with rapiers in the centre of Leicester-square, after carefully 
removing a valuable statue which obstructed the play of our weapons. 

When I saw my adversary fall, pierced through a vital part, I felt 
sorry but not afraid. Fear cont tie. when the Lieutenant of the 
Watch conveyed me under a strong guard to the Tower of London. 

My trial was a matter of mere form. The jury was suborned and 


the judge was a vile creature of the Court. 


My mind is quite easy, although I am to die to-morrow. The 
eadsman is now sharpening his axe in an adjoining courtyard. 
* * + + * 
N.B.—She will appear in a new burlesque at the Zodiac next 
Saturday. Adieu! 


SINGLE AND DOUBLE. 


My destiny has ne’er decreed 
That I should win a wife ; 

But, though a single man, I lead 
A strangely doubled life. 

One solitary case to take,— 
Throughout the days of youth 

I never had a single ache 
But in a double-tooth. 

One solitary case, perhaps, 
Is nothing to relate ; 

So let the rolling years elapse 
As far as man’s estate. 

I'd make in music sume advance 
By twenty-one or two ; 

Could play the double-bass and dance 
A double-shufile through. 

In later life ’twas all the same ;— 
I studied Mx. Hoy tx, 

And o'er my double-dummied game 
Forgot my daily toil. 

Whene’er I played my friendly whist 
At home or at the club, 

I made a single but I missed 
Two doubles and the rub. 


At forty years of alas ! 
I chanced to noted leg ; 

And thus you see, if came to pass 
I have to wear a peg. 

But Fate, I’ve proved beyond dispute, 
Can never be controlled ; 

For, though I sport a single boct, 
That boot is double-soled. 








a 


_ he had meant to enter a ’oss as he'd bought up in the north but that 
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BEN BOSTOCK’S MARE. 


‘Hana it all,’’ said I to the ostler as I drove back to the Globe 
stables, “ you might have given me a horse to drive that could goa 
little more than four miles an hour.” 

“Bless ye, sir,’ said he, with a grin, “that’s Ben Bostocx’s mare— 
fastest ’oss in the country.” 

‘“‘Stand-fastest horse you mean!’”’ 

“Well, I on’y know she won Ben thirty guineas, and against the 
winner o’ the cup at our last races! ”’ 

“ How was that ?”’ I asked. 

“ Well, ye see, sir, as you'll allow she aint much of a hoss to look at, 
nor yet as far as most people would judge even after drivin’ of her, 
she ain’t much to go. Now Ben Bostock—he’s a gen'l'man farmer 
he is—was always pretty well knowed for havin’ good ’osses, and he 
runned inwariable to win the cup in our races. But some’ow or other 
he never didn’t nohow contrive to win, and he always backed hisself 
pretty stiff too so that he lost a tidy sum altogether. Well, thishyer 
went on for several year, and what made it the’arder for Ben was that 
young Squire Masuam always contrived to win, though his ’osses 
wasn't a patch on Brn’s. So Ben he swore as he'd be even some'ow 
and get his money back ; ‘for,’ says he, ‘ if I lose to this tune another 
year, it'll be a ugly jub.’ Well, when the races come on, lo, and 
be’old there wasn't no ’oss of Ben’s entered, and the young squire he 
chaffed Brn dreadful about it. But Ben he only grinned and said as 






















































he hadn’t been able to get the crittur home in time. However young 
squire wouldn’t believe that, and swore as Ben was afraid. Any way, 
as usual, young squire he won with his ’oss, Flyaway, and took the 
cup. About of a week after the races, on market day, while young 
squire were a-standing on the steps o' the hotel, who should come by 
but Ben, as was a-ridin’ thishyer very mare. ‘ Ulo!’ says the squire, 
‘is that the ’oss you was a-goin’ to enter for the cup?’ ‘I rayther 
think so!’ says Ben, lookin’ as proud as if he was on a thoroughbred 
Harrib. ‘Lucky you didn’t get her in time,’ says the squire. 
‘Why ?’ says Ben. ‘ Why, she'd ’a’bin nowhere! ”’ says the squire. 
‘Oh!’ says Ben, ‘you think so, do yer?’ ‘I do,’ says the squire. 
‘I don’t,’ says Ben. And then the squire bust out a-larfen. ‘ Look 
here, squire,’ says Ben, ‘1’ll bet you thirty level guineas as your 
Flyaway won't pass her on the Cup Course any day as you like to 
name.’ ‘No!’ says the squire, ‘it ’ud be robbin’ yer, Ben!’ ‘I 
think it ’ud be robbin’ you,’ says Ben, with a grin, ‘ hut I don’t object 
on that account.’ ‘Are you serous?’ says the squire. ‘I am,’ says 
Ben. ‘I'll bet you thirty level guineas as your I‘lyaway don’t pass 
thishyer mare on the Cup Course any day as you like to fix!’ ‘ Done,’ 
says the squire. ‘Done!’ says Ben, ‘and now I’m off home, so you 
drop me a line when you've fixed the day.’ And with that off went 
Ben. Well, the squire he fixed the day, and he wrote to Ben and told 
him, naming an hour for the start. Well, the day came and the 
squire and Flyaway and a lot o’ squire’s friends and parties as had 
heard o’ the bet was on the ground, but doose a bit could they see 
0’? Bsn and the mare. Howsemever they fancied as Ben might ha’ 
been slewed the prevus night, so they waited a bit, and by and by who 
should come walking up as cool as a cucumber, with his hands in his 
pockets a-whistlin but Ben hisself. ‘ Where’s the mare?’ says the 
squire. ‘In the stable at home,’ says Ben. ‘I thought I’d just come 
and see how you was in’ on,’ he adds, quite quiet. ‘ Hang it all,’ 
says the squire, ‘some o’these chaps ’!l ride over and fetch her ’—for 
it was a good five mile to Bun’s stable. ‘ Wouldn’t be much use,’ says 
Ben, ‘for I’ve locked the door and here’s the key,’ he says, producin’ 
of it. ‘ Hang it all,’ says the squire, ‘ain’t ye goin’ torumher? You | 
bet me’——- ‘I never said I'd run her,’ says Ben. ‘ Not say you’d 
run her!’ screams the squire. ‘Not say I'd run her,’ says Baw, 
solemn. ‘Then what did ye say?’ shouts out the squire. * Well,’ 
says Ben, werry slow and distink, ‘I said as I'd bet you a level thirty 
guineas as Flyaway wouldn't pass her on thishyer course, on any day [ 
you named.’ ‘Well, and I named to-day,’ says the squire. ‘In 
course you did,’ says Ban, ‘and he ain’t passed her, hashe? An’ 
wot’s more he won't, for she’s in the stable locked-up, and I’ve got the 
key, and I don’t mean to let her out for the day. So now you may as 
well hand over the thirty guineas!’ You may guess the squire was 
real mad, and swore as he wouldn’t pay, and he appealed to his friends 
and laid the case before the Race Committee and wot not. But he 
had to pay Buw at last. And that’s how thisyer horse beat the winner 
o’the cup. EF don’t see no other way how she could ha’ done it 
neither ’’—said the ostler. 

Nor did I. So there the matter ended ! 


A Becoming Pursuit. 
Ir is reported that Mus.. Yervenron has become a farmer in 
Missouri. We hope her husbandry will be successful ¢//s time. 





Quire the cheese among proverbs: A Stil-ton shows a Wise Head. 


FUN. _ _ 


MY SOLE PROPRIETOR. 


Wart can she do but love me, 
That little wife of mine ? 

Her brains are far above me, 
For brains are in her line. 

I lack the airs of fashion, 
The lordling’s lofty tone ; 

But she returns my passion 
Because I’m all her own. 


I spell and cypher badly, 
My aspirates I : 
My talk—I feel it sadly— 
Is not at all tip-top. 
I fear my faults distress her, 
But she has never shown 
The least annoyance, bless her ! 
Because I’m all her own. 


My face is not Aponto’s, 
My nose is hardly straight. 
My right eye rarely follows 
The movements of its mate. 
My form presents unduly 
A prominence of bone ; 
And yet she loves me truly 
Because I'm all her own. 


The marks of youth diminish, 
And on my bullet head 

The curls get gray and thinnish 
That once grew thick and red. 

But why at age be snarling 
When youth's for ever flown : 

She loves me still, the darling, 
Because I’m all her own. 


Nothing when you’re used to it! 


Ir we may trust the Newcastle Daily Chronicle, the French, like the eels, 
have become so thoroughly accustomed to being wounded that they do 
not notice it. In a letter from Lille published in its issue of the 22nd 
ultimo the following passage occurs :— 

Yesterday evening, an explosion took place here at a cartridge manufactory. A 
few persons were wounded, but nobody was hurt. 

The only case that we can recall as at all parallel to this, is that of the 
unfortunate sausage-maker who was minced-up by his own machine, | 
but retained sufficient presence mind to enable him to reach his home 
and break his calamity—in very small pieces—to his sorrowing wife , 
and family. 


Save your Bacon! | 


Here’s a chance for happy couples! 
UNMOW UNION.—MASTER and MATRON WANTED.—Notice is hereby | 
given, that the Board of Guardians will, at their meeting, to be holden at t e 
Union Workhouse, Great Dunmow, on Tuesday, the 2\st February instant, receive 
APPLICATIONS from married couples, not exceeding 40 years of age, willing to 
become CANDIDATES for the above SITUATIONS. 
The Guardians, we are surprised to observe, do not draw attention to 
the advantage of a residence in Dunmow, as conferring an opportunity 
of winning the weil-known flitch—but perhaps theirs is not a Union 
of uninterrupted happiness. Very few Unions are! 


The Belles of Bandon. 


Tus is the latest instance we have met with of the oppression of 
Treland by the Saxon—or rather by the mail-bags :— 

St. Valentine’s Day this year in Bandon was the greatest ever known. Poor Tom 
Bushe, the postman at the Kilbrogan side, was so hard set that he wascompelled to | 
requisition a donkey and cart to nelp him totramsport his stock. His wifealso | 
came to his rescue, and, by doing the opposite side of the strect greatly facilitated | 
his professional duties. | 
Alas, that we have no Farner Provrto sing, as he once sang the Bell 
of Shandon, the charms of the Belles of Bandon, who are so lovely | 
that their beauty effects a post, and moves a stock. 





Emollit Mores. 

Tuose who have received a liberal education are rarely of a litigious 

disposition—they have learned in their college days to ‘‘ Come to 
Terms,” oon 

WueEn is a wooden hut like whist? When it is made up of deals. 
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| This was our design for the Procession. Will it be believed ?—it was rejected by the Prussian Authorities. | 
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PEACE AT 


I HAVE GIVEN UP ALL FO! 





YOU 


» 
= 


OT ALWAYS LOOKED ON ME AS A STRANGER, I COULD HAVE DONE FOR 


Peace :—“ MY CHILD, IF YOU HAD N 


France :—“ AH, PEACE, 
YOU WHAT I WILL DO NOW!” 
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TO THE BABY HIPPOPOTAMUS. 


We welcomed you, with smiling lip, 
On your arrival here ’mid us, 
And joyed exceedingly, oh Hip- 
Popotamus! 


Of the maternal block a chip, 
Mahogany-hued little cuss ; 
We were so proud of you, oh, Hip- 
Popotamus! 


Oh, why evade the friendly grip 
Of Buckianp and of Bartuert thus? 
Why did you die, oh, little Hip- 
Popotamus ! 


How oft their pensive tears will drip, 

When your lost merits they discuss !— 
They'll make a cast of you, oh, Hip- 
Popotamus ! 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 
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_ Arg you a fluffy gander? Have you beards, and moustarcheios 
and wishkers, and so on? Or, are you a plucked, smoothfaced, young: 
cavalry-looking gosling ? Well, in either case, what is your opinion 
of the other case? Look at these two boobies in arms, with no more 
sense than two dadies in arms, CoLone, Stanies here condescend- 
ingly walking with one of his cornets, well, they respectively 
say to themselves, ‘“‘ What do women care for smoothfaced boys?” 
and, “Bet you a fivar, gals don’t care for old duffers like the 
colonel.*’ Ha! ha! gooses, you're both wrong; why? because there is 
no such deceiver as conceit: though, what you say to yourselves, | 
only makes us surer then ever, that one of the greatest, the very 

test, and most comfortable blessings Providence can possibly 
wis... . giving you A theroughly good opinion of yourself ! 
| “The thief sees in every bush an officer”! Muss Anamrnta Firz- 
LowGown says, ‘‘ She only wishes sHe could !”’ 

There is now, we much fear, an end of the Napoleonic dynasty ; we 
regret it sincerely, for NapoLzon III. was a gentleman, and England's | 
friend; we should, O so vastly, have preferred to have seen the end of 
another dy-nasty instead! need we say we allude to Aurico-mania ; to 

| the Auricommon, golden-haired dye nasty, dye very nasty * 

Lets of French maids about England now: Joxnes with no bonnets ; 
you know. We should never be surprised to hear them sing to our 
lovely Peleecemen “ Rotert (i.¢., Bonny) toi gue j'aime”! Dare say 
they do; never mind; let ’em. 

You complain, O virtuous goose, of the shocking wickedness of Paris, 
eh? But why is she se wicked, our fair LureTia; why? Because 
v - Simply because .....- the world and his wife, you and we 
and overybor: , go there. 

Poor France! Poor Frenchmen! Your Marseillaise has turned out 

ut a sorry goose-step, a vie march in the wrong direction after all! 
To think that the Parisians should have had to eat..... donkey ; 
to think that they should not only have sung “ aux armes, citoyens,” but 
have had to sing “aux dues, citoyens” as well; to think that their 
“jour de l’an”’ should have been a “ jour de I’Gne,” and, at six francs a 
pound! Poor saudets, poor bodies, we pity you both, the eaten, and 
the eaters. 


| Spoonrvt IV. 











KUN. 103 
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The eye of the master fattens the horse: perhaps—hi hagisti- 
cally—with a view to eating him, eh ? “ ouniel” nathan. Pe B. 
This is where eating donkey has the pull over eating horse..... 
you can’t have a night mare. 


Quotation to make on seeing wild fowl at dinner: “Tis now the 
widyeon hour of night.” P.S. N.B. If it's not a widgeon, but a chicken 
or a turkey and you still make this quotation, you must make believe 
you thought it was a widgeon ; you understand. 

He who touches pitch (and toss, for soverei on wet afternoo 
at the club, &c.,) will not be defiled, but ion. Coens eae 2 af 


“ Raising the neighbourhood,” odd to say, is easier, far easier than— 
raising the wind! 

Having “ a bit of a breeze’ with your wifs, is not calculated to cool 
either of you! 

We hear a great deal about the “the sac-rament of marriage "’; 
Pshaw! it isn’t the sack-raiment of marriage people go in for; it's the 
silk raiment, the purple and fine cambric and double-milled-extra- 
superfine-Saxony-lined-throughout-with-silk-and-velvet - collar - and - 
cuffs-raiment they want! Hy-men (and women) don’t care a snuff 
of his torch for a plain gold hoop, unless it has a good big diamond one 
to be its keeper. 





LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 


Sir.—I know you are fond of true poetry—there is a romantic 
feeling about the manner in which I courted my missus, which I know 
will charm you. Though humble my lot, I aspired to her hand, and 
popped the question one night when I brought her guv’nor home from 
a neighbouring pub. During my hours of relaxation I have composed 
myself by the following composition :— 

‘Can you ask me,”’ sighed Kare, and she wept as she spoke, 
‘To leave the fond home of my dad, 

Where I revel all day ’mid the bushels of coke, 
And ne’er am despondent nor sad ?”’ 

“ Ah, lady,” said I, “ don’t begin for to funk, 
You needn’t be frightened of me ; 

We'll take care of the shop while your father gets drunk, 
And I'll oft take the pledge in bohea.”’ 


She mopped up her tears with a neckerchief drab, 
Which used for to hang round her squeeze, 
And said “‘ Bon, you're a brick—you've the gift of the gab, 
I think to get married’s the cheese.” 
A week after that we were made one, and have cemained, ever 
since, Yours obediently, Bos. 





S1a,—Can you tell me if it is a fact that Pxoresson Darwin was the 
originator of speeches; if so, at what period did he flourish, and in 
what manner did he flourish his periods? Was Loxp Monnoppo’s a 


| hapless tale, or was he only a tailless ape? Which was the larger, the 
| French Directory, or that in contemporaneous use at the London Post- 


office’ How many bar-lambs are equivalent to an iron pig, and are a 
piggery and a puggery at all alike? Did the race of Coppers now 
settled among us ever hold sway over a Copt? Would an eager desire 
to obtain ion of some new sovereigns be correctly described as 
pneumonia? Is or is not the midnight music of the domestic tom a 
catastrophe? Perhaps if you cannot answer all, or some, of these 
queries, your kind readers will try and enlighten _ 

A Nonconpccror. 


(Perhaps they will —we think the task hopeless.— Ba. ] 





For Sale! 


Ws can hardly wonder at the difficulty which it is alleged exists in 
getting men for our navy. We clip this from a contemporary :— 


JUBLIC SALE OF DECEASED SEAMEN will be held at the Mercantile Marine 
| Office, SAILORS’ HOME, Poplar, On TUESDAY NEXT, 28th Inst., at 2 p.m. 


It is rather hard that old salts should be sold like pickles! 
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OUR CONTRIBUTION TO ARMY REFORM. | 
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It weuld not be abad idea to economise in the clothing 
and mounting of the Com mander-in-Chief. 


Half the exp. nse of horsing the cavalry might be At the same time a Staff Officer must be retained with 
saved by making ecch cuimal carry double. | an imposing and effective uniform, to interview 


Emperors, Kings and Chancellors. 
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The uniform of the infantry The cost of military bands might be Each private should have a few stuffed By a judicious grouping of several General 
might be more practical reduced by the adoption of :im- arms issued to him, to serve in Officers inside one coat, it would be possible to ensure 
and business-like. pler acceutrements. case of amputations, &c. in the combination of their mental faculties 


an equivalent to the brain of one ordinary being. 


SS 























Fa back on the resources of the country, A yet nappa suggestion is that a colossal ‘“‘ Fraser Gun”—a Allegorical Transparency, representing the certain 
our ittee would recomm: nd the iles in length—sh 0 2 s 
formation of a Bulldog Corps. pivot 4 the centre of the is islend : Sane os eroteet the rte ska wat ta. 
+ for Se aaetaenes Assembly. | For a very obvious Reason. 
THERE can no doubt very best style of Government for | Iw this coun no amount of persuas uld rowd to 
starving France just now is undoubtedly a Provision-all one. | form a Se ena never en” =m 
Srzep the day! when the hon. member for “The Toy Shop of the | Sxovtp a sporting man tip you “an old crock” for either of the 


World’ may take his seat in parliament, Baicur—as a Button! | Spring Handicaps—ask him, “ Wedgewood, or Sévres ? 


re er es nen ne es 
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OUR SHORTHAND N OTES. 
Terms of Peace settled. Concession, — Alsace and Lorraine to be 


a up to a Cession. = Prussians to march through Paris. | 
on. = e Granp Dvucness or GEROLSTEIN is not dead. 


Consequently no Court mourning. — 
Consequently Messrs. Buck.anp, 
sobely tart. Evil 
nobody fs vidently some mismanagement there! We protest in 
the interests of the Coroner. — Masten M'G wari has been to see the 
Queen at Windsor. “Who is he? A painter, a poet or a philo- 
sopher fp” Why a greyhound—of course! = The Paris Republicans 
hold “ pacific manifestations” in the Place de la Bastille, “ perfect 
order,” no “ hostile’? demonstrations. 
agent to a board, threw him into the Seine, and 
See ee of 

hey don’t know how to manage their accidents properly. Ought to 
apply to the nearest Railway Company for cand —ia Suara of 

e Diamonds acquitted. Torpey-dity of brain among j 
Mem : next time we are charged with robbery, to take a baby into 
Court. me Heads of London School Board ‘still at ieqnedaali 
Couldn’t perhaps find logger heads elsewhere. = Prussians entered 
Paris. Paris journals, according to promise, did not appear. That 
must have pained the Prussians! = Times says “demeanour of 
Parisians very dignified and admirable”—“ appearance of German 
bre Kew g fine and soldier-like.” Policy of Times very butter-both- 

-like! 


The baby hippopotamus is dead. 
BartietTr and the Zoological 


TWENTY-TWO AND THIRTY-FIVE. 


*Tis a dozen of years—or but little more— 
_That Tempus has drawn and cracked, 
Since my birthdays counted two and a score, 
Though I scarcely can think it fact ! 
Sure years must have flown as they seldom do, 
So early at age to arrive, 
For I—but a youngster at twenty-two, 
Feel an oldster at thirty-five ! 


I gathered honey from ev’ry flower 
t tempted my roving lip: 

Nor cared to store it, for bloom and bower 
Seemed ever with sweets a-drip. 

Alas, what a change I have to rue, 
When I come to examine the hive. 

For the combs, that were laden at twenty-two, 
Seem empty at thirty-five! 


A ball was at that time my greatest biiss 
(A dinner I now like best) 
Qnadrille—waltz—polka —nought came amiss, 
As a partner's slim waist I pressed, 
My form was slim, when I gaily flew 
Through the mazy waltz to dive : 
I danced all the evening at twenty-two, 
I’m a wall-flower at thirty-five. 


I loved! How often in love I fell 
With blonde or with sweet brunette 
’T would occupy far teo long tell,— 
(Supposing I don’t forget) 
But all of them jilted the lover true, 
Who has managed howe’er to survive. 
Oh, would I’d the chances of twenty-two 
With the wisdom of thirty. five. 


Well, five and thirty is no great age— 
As I see you're about to urge. 
But I’m growing bald-headed and staid and sage, 
And seem on the senile verge ; 
Yet though to my youth I bid adieu 
I will keep my heart alive, 
Nor lose for the shadows of twenty-two, 
The substance of thirty-five. 








Weight versus Cost. 


A Rupe contemporary says :— 
The average weight, all the year round, of that portion of women’s clothing which 
is supported trem’ the waist, is between 10 .and 15 pounds. Are weak backs a 
is the cost! 


All right for weight possibly—but how many pounds 
Multiply tn or fifteen pounds by how much to get that And as for 
weak , how many husbands’ backs are broken by such expendi- 
ture? ‘Because though the waist supports the clothes, the husbands 
can’t support the waste. 


—— 





disconsolate. = Powder-mill explosion at Ewell, and | 


They “only’’ tied a police ' 
pelted him till he was | 
a gasometer at Barking—nobody injured. 


urymen. | 


N._ 





| 
| DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 209. 


Back from the city-walls the red wave rolls, 
| __And gentle peace descends upon the land, 
Oh, joyous news for the expectant souls 
Who wait for dear ones in that conquering band. 
Sound, clarions ! rattle, drums! as on the war-worn track, 
The Teuton’s proud array triumphant marches back! 


1. The one speaks no French, and the other no German, 
ta latter 4 Prerre, and the former is Harman, 
And as neither the other one’s meaning embraees, 
They do nothing else but shake heads and make faces. 


2. When descends on the Atlantic 
The gigantic 
Storm wind of this gusty season 
Few folks care 
To travel there— 

| And not, I own, without some reason! 

| 3. Our grandsires they 

Were mighty gay, 

And many a 
| And gala féte 
With air sedate 
Frequented at Vauxhall. 

4. Come let us stray where Nature yields 
A thousand beauties in the fields, 
Kingcups, primroses, and lilies, 
Violets and daffodillies. 


5. In Switzerland, the brave and free, 
You tow’rds the North will meet with me. 


6. Oh, youth beloved, before your glass 
Beware how too much time you pass ; 
For classic history can tell 
The fate which once a youth befell, 
Too much enamoured of the grace 
And excellence of his own face, 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 207. — Dowry, Grant: Dag, Oliver, 
Wamba, Roan, Yesternight. 

Correct So.tutTions or A@GRostTic No. 207, Recervep Ist Marcu.—Old Maid ; 
Two Roses; Selrach. 


ball 


— 


¥ 


Accepting the Situation. 


Perrgction in Photography has, unhappily, not yet been arrived 
at; a true artist, alive to this fact, takes your carte “according to his 
lights.”’ 


| Guswers to Correspondents 


| We cannot return unaccepted MSS, or Sketches, uniess they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 

Bizzy (Winches'‘cr).—Then attend to your Bizzy-nees. 

Poor But Patrriotic.—Yes, we do. But the verses even if patriotic 
| must not be poor. 
| APpoLLo.—You Apollo! What a Fib-us! 
G. B. (Sale).—No return. 
. C. (Macclesfield).—You must bave been studying ‘‘ Men of Letters 
| honestly criticised’! We'll immortalise a couplet for you, omitting the 





name— 
All men are fools, but differing in degree, 


But the prime fool is surely thee ! ( 
| You were all right im the first line, because you talk of a subject with 


| which you arte personally acquainted. But the second took you out of 


your depth. 
OLp UncLe.—No, you ar’n't! 
— (Coleman-street).—You really should not sign with a monogram. 
How are we to answer if you do? 
E. P. (Hounslow).—You had better apply to the Emperor direct. 
W. (Lombard-street).—We fear the suspicion (how raised we know not) 
that you were geing to write its epitaph, killed the baby Hippopotamus. 
E. W. (Smithfield).—Thanks. 
Bary.—Go to bed, there's a good child! 
Declined with thanks :—Breechloader; C. H. R., Glas ow; C. D. 
M. T., North Shields ; M. A. B., Hackney: G. G., Kings and ; D. M. 
D. R.; Wakeful; 8. O. L. D.; A. W. K.; A.G., Victoria Park ; 
G. C., Middlesboro’-on-Tees ; Bristol Bird's-eye; G., Old Kent-road ; 
., St. G. W.; W. J. V.; J. D. H., Weston-super-Mare ; Toodles; Qy ; 
| Zeta; H. W., Croydon; T. T.; C. H. H.; Glasgow; H. W., Southwark; 
A. 8., Threadneedle- street; W. H. F. A., Shorncliffe; O. R. 8. C., Ayles- 


sic) 











| 


| 


| ford: G. M., Highgate Kise ; E. L.C.; Zaran; J. F., Bolton; E. J.0.; | 


Mac ; Patrick; C. 8. P.; J. J.. New Hampton; C. H. E. H., Kilburn; 
| B. B.; B. G., Rotherficld-street; E. H. P., Llangollen. 
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TEMPTING. 


Cabby :—*“ Hi, srk! Heng y’arnz. We'vsz ail oN US BEEN 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
MARCH. ’ 
We greet the Cornhill with cap in hand this month ; for 
contain a poem—and such a poem!—from our greatest 
poun 


it not 
RoBERT 
Brownine? Some peo 
of its price being a hun such poems for a 
thousand when one wanted them, the money would not be too much. 
But we must not fo in the splendour of “ Hervé Riel”’ that “ Lord 
oe ” and “ Richmond ”’ add their attractions to the 
n . Wecan hardly think it worthy of the magazine to reprint 
from the Atlantic, as it dces in the Hawthorne pa 

Next to the CormAiii shall rank the new-comer The Dark Blue, with 
an elaborate wrapper, perhaps too elaborate to last when Zhe Dark 
Biue bends over the oars a bit further on the course, and goes in for 


the stroke. But it is an eneeely pook number, with 
the of two capital stories, some excellent general papers, 
and very verse We have never seen a magazine start 
with brighter promise. 


For the Gentleman’s Magazine it would suffice to say that it contains 
2 gn the author of “ Festus’’ and a paper by the author of 
“ Orion,” even if we could not add, as we can, that its other contents 
are and readable. 


Be’ Especially good and novel is ‘Me 
and - 7 .4 — og eg a set of feeble verses 
on “Snowdrops,” tho sw’s lines do something to red 
the number's Taicngeaie verse. r — 

Society commences what ises to be a readable series of 
“ Studies of Street Life” by Mz. James Greenwoon. The verse is an 
on former numbers, Mx. Coxuins’s “ Old Coat” being 


improvement 
admirable vers de société. But why was so suggestive a picture as “A 


gravia is pleasant as ever. 








Tue Srawparp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 
Catalogue, arn" _~ — ee furnished is very in- 
terestir no doubt be apprecia those who i 
useful 1 ttle work.” a z Wart 3 - 


|  Covrr Jovmnar, 19th March, 1870:—“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
_ smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 
Unrrsp Ssrvice Gazerre, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” 
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A VACCI-NATIONAL 
ANTHEM. 


The authorities at Scotland Yard have decreed 
that all the police shall be vaccinated at once. 


—Papers, 
Brotuer Bobbies, come along, 
Leave the beat, and quit the station! 
Lo, the theme inspires my song— 
Vaccination, vaccination ! 


Often, brothers brave, ere now 
Beef has been our cold collation: 
Here you get it from the cow. 
Vaccination, vaccination ! 


Little thought the generous nymph 
When cold meat was her oblation, 
Cows erelong should stand us lymph— 
Vaccination, vaccination ! 


Come then, brother, bare your arm, 
Offer it for medication ; 
Thus your beauty guard from harm, 
Vaccination, vaccination ! 


Brother Bobbies, haste along ! 
Hark, the doctor’s invitation, 

Join with me in votive song— 
Vaccination, vaccination ! 


"A good Hexam-ple. 

At Hexham a collier by name Joun 
Litrtz has been very properly committed 
tu jail for three months for smoking in 
Acomb Colliery. It’s quite right that he 
should pay for the pipe-er-ror, and learn 
in the seclusion of a cell how to abstain 
from tobacco, when every puff may puff 


VACCINATED !”” out human lives. 


4 








| Dream of the Studio” given without some lines to accompany it? A 

_ paper called “ Britannia speaks her mind” is not worthy of L. 5. 

| Temple Bar is a good number with two blots, “ Caught in a Trap,” 

which is vulgar, and “ Lunar Observations,” which is silly. _ The other 
pers are all capital, and the new novel “ Ought we to Visit Her ? 


meres their shoulders when they heard | is so true to life and yet so amusing that every one should read it. 
; if one could 








Too much of a good Thing. 


A conTEMPORARY states that :-— 


The Rev. Robert Collyer, of Chicago, who is considered one of the best pulpit 
-— in the United States, is coming to: England in May, to give us proof of his 
quality. 


too; and we hope sincerely he is not the Reverend gentleman alluded 
to in a Chicago print, which describing a funeral said “‘ The proceesion 





—\9=, 


Quality, good! But we trust h¢ won't give usa sample of quantity — 


was very fine, and nearly two miles*in length: as also was the prayer — 


of the Reverend the Chaplain!” 


* 


* A Love-Potion. 


Breuvs, who has long resided within the domains of the London ! 


Water Companies, says that he has, thanks to the wretched mess 
supplied him in the form of water, taken such a hatred to ADAM 8 ale, 
that nothing can ever make him love it—not even a philtre ! 


A Cropper. 


An Anxious Agriculturist who wants to learn about Agricultural 
| Chemistry is recommended,to study the Farmy-copccia. 





Mornrno Apverriser, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 

Pustic Orryion, 16th April, 1870 :—“ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign. 


, : Wan Mohn he EON TT 
Printed by JUDD & Co., Phasnix Works, St. Andrew's Itt, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: March 11, 1571. 





; 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 21/0. 


Rest you awhile, your bleeding wounds to bind, 
Clench not your teeth and speak below your breath 
Of future vengeance ; but, with soul resigned 
Tread the steep path that leads away from death, 
And white-robed Peace shall you such laurels bring, 
As blood-stained Victory ne’er o’er hero's brow could fling! 








1. A tricksy sprite 
By day and night 
Around the witch still hovered, 
But the clerk and the beadle 
By aid of the needle 
That naughty imp discovered. 


2. I met an old sweetheart of mine t’ether day, 
And—it shows how the years must have flitted away— 
She was aged and thin, and her nose touched her chin, 
And she seemed to have rather more wrinkles than skin ! 


3. In the Temple Church the bishop lies, 
With mitre and crozier and paten and chalice ; 
And under his feet, if you use your eyes, 
You'll see that he tramples the emblem of malice. 


4, Little demons a dozen, or maybe a score, 
Behind my eyeball crept, 
At my nerves like ropes they tugged and tore, 
Until I yelled and leapt, 
And nothing would put the fiends to flight 
But an application of aconite. 


5. In Costa Rica 

You must seek a 
Certain bay, 

And name it, pray! 


6. When you hit Dick on the nose 3 
And floored him in manner so comical, = is mg 
You did not reflect, I suppose, 
That you’d demonstrate facts anatomical— 
That by straining some muscles to perfect rigidity ' . 
You were able to land on his conk with rapidity. AN OLD BOY 





SoLuTION oF Acrostic No. 208.—Séession, Debates: Scud, Governess :—“‘ Wuy, Harry! Haven't you A kiss ror (nxcie Porter 
Exuviz, Swab, Subpoena, Imprint, Oblate, Natives. —AND HAVE NOT SEEN HIM FOR 80 LONG TOO? 


Correct SotuTions or Acrostic No. 208, REcgivep Marc 8. Harry :—“ No, Miss Dorsate. Men—1n ENGLAND AT LEAST—DON'T GO 
—Ruby’s Ghost, Pimlico Tom Cat. KISSING EACH OTHER!”’ 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. How they did not advertise when there were 
Dramatists. 


Tue Queen has been vaccinated and wishes the fact known. We 
have been vaccinated too. Lovers of the picturesque will be glad to We do not quite know who is the inventor of the modern theatrical 
learn that photographs of the most interesting spots are to be had on | advertisements, in which quotations from the opinions of the press are 
application. = Another fatal colliery explosion! Really if the Rail- | given by the half-dozen, preceded in each instance by the name of the 
way Coanganien do not bestir themselves the Colleries will carry off | play—as thus :— 
the or destructiveness. = A People’s Edition of Carlyle is to be | ,DEADMAN’S POINT.—“ It is certainly the best play Mr. Burnand has written. 
- ished. The name of o aneetey is oy seapesnet. gy not | ban mae Corny conclude that ‘ Deadman’s Io:nt’ will run for a couple of years at 
of much use to “‘the people” in the origin arlylese. = The mar- _ saint tite mnislineaaien anti oneees i ie 
r1age of Princess Lovisg to be painted by Barnes. ‘ The Royal DEADMAN'S POINT. —* It is the strongest senaasiaes os =a Gaay die 
Academy left in the cold among the out-houses! = Parties still want | duced. If this piece does not sucezed, no sensation drama ever deserved success.” 
to turn Mrs. Anpgrson (Miss Garrett) out of London School Board. | Now there’s no particular objection to this—unless the critics com- 
Why shouldn’t there be one young lady when there are so many old ‘plain! For it ¢s a little damaging to their reputation that prophecies 
women of the other sex on it? = Spain and Egypt have quarreled! | uttered little more than a month ago as to the continued success of 
They have actually gone as far as an ultimatum! Whip ’em and put | this drama should be preceded as they are now by the ominous 
em to bed! = Goschen goes to the Admiralty. We know all about | yo pds « Lasr Twetve Nicuts!” 
the land of Goschen—but how about his sea-legs ? a” swenees 
disturbances in Paris. Wouldn’t it be a great saving of life, ang 
Gannerra ? — The Greenwich Advanced Liberals “ view with surprise | An E-Norma-ty. 
and disappointment’’—and hold a meeting to say so!—the appro- | A CORRESPONDENT writes to say that he has read in the Broad Arrow 

We fear they will that the screw corvette Druid will shortly leave Sheerness. He wants 


riation of French Territory by the Germans. ruse ; 
rised and disappointed until the time when the lamb to know whether the Druid will be mistle-towed out. If he will call 





ve 
will Set ares teciedivaty, not inclusively) with the lion, and the child | at our office he shall be taught to mizzle—toed out! 
will play on the cockatrice’s nest without the chance of losing—if it | . aA 
stirs the animal up with a stick—say, two fingers, Alsace and | oo! ! 
Lorraine. ool! 
| CHaracreriatic modesty this of a Yankee woman :— 
Leave and License. The Alta California states that a lady has written, inviting the Empress Eugenie 


Tue Home Secretary, in answer to a deputation headed by Sir R. | to lecture in the United States. 
ANsTRUTHER, promised to introduce the bill for Licenses as soon as he | We fear the generous soul forgets that there is a possibility that the 


could get leave. He couldn’t say fairer. Empress is not much of a hand at lecturing. But then we suppose 
the charitable creature would get the “ played. out Imperial Highness "’ 


A CORRESPONDENT who sends as a motto for theatrical managers a little plain sewing, or say washing ;—French laundresses are so much 
“ No-burlesque oblige” is strongly advised to take leg-bail. in request ! 








VOL. XITl. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 15th, 1871. 


THE BURLESQUE OF PEACE. 


Hawp in hand, 
The conquerors dance, 

To the music of a (:erman band 
On the red soil of France. 


Round and round 
They whirl without cease ;— 
A desolation, vast, profound, 
They make and call it Peace! 


Year on year 
Wiil tance treasure up 

Hatred, revenge, and sorrow here 
Until she brims the cup. 


Hand in hand, 
Oh, conquerors, dance! 

But # time may come, you understand, 
For poor down-trodden France ! 





a ee 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Sin,—I believe it has been said, upon good authority, that coming 
events generally advise their arrival. I can bear witness to the truth 
of the statement, inasmuch as I have by a curious combination of cir- 
cumstances been informed of a glorious double event, by which all our 
fortunes are certain to be made if we only take the opportunity by the 
forelock, and prove ourselves worthy of the occasion. 

The other night, I had no sooner reached home than I was seized 
with a vision—seized so strongly that I at once sank down upon the 
front-door mat. Restoratives were applied in the usual manner—my 
neckerchief was loosened and my ears bitten, the former by the faithful 
partner of my bosom, and the latter by my no less faithful dog; but 
all was in vain. Both, however, knew :-" the smile that beamed upon 
my noble brow that I was happy, and a short-hand writer of eminence 
being providentially upon the spot, the inspired words which flowed 
from my lips were saved from the obscurity which, alas, swallows so 
much that is good. 

I have since carefully edited the copy left by the affrighted reporter, 
and find that my private informatio. is as follows :— 

I am standing upen a green and undulating meadow of immense 
extent, surrounded by an excited crowd, each individual member of 
which holds in his left hand a little book, and in his right a metallic 
pencil. I see that I am the cynosure of observation, that 1 am 
regarded with a deference and affection which makes me proud, and as 
the unbidden tear wells into my ophthalmic organ the turbid group 
suddenly composes itself, and a voice, clear as trumpet sound, or noon- 
day, slowly chants— 

“A napkin round his head the prophet rears— 
A napkin soaked with metallician's tears ; 
The betting-books are opened as he speaks, 
And thus the oracle of opening weeks.” 


By some hidden power I feel compelled to answer him in his own 
strain, and the divine afflatus descending all at once, my song bursts 
| out— 
“O vernal handicaps, be quick, come here, 
Consult the startled gaze of troubled seer ; 
And as he sees the hippics fleetly pass, 
lé he can’t spot the winner he’s a hass.”’ 


| [N.B.—The latter pronunciation is out of compliment to my 
audience. 

Immediately the scene changes. I am in a judge’s box—I know he 
is a judge by his flowing wig and gown no less than by his eagle 
glance and impenetrable countenance. The sturdy steeds stand sad- 
dled, the jeering jocks jump up - they are off—with lightning speed 
they scour the plain—nearer and nearer they approach—the goal is 
reached, the numbers go up, Symmetry colt has won the Lincoln 
Handicap, and Syrian is second. 

All is quiet for a moment, and then the voice I have before heard 

again rings out— 
“The National, the National, has ever been my joy— 
I used to chase the steeples when I was a puny boy. 
Ho, hither bring the obstacles, and let the augur see 
The issue of the National, a race that's yet to be.” 


| Darkness bas descended like a thick curtain, it hangs for a moment, 
| rolls up, and the Aintree course is spread before me. The of 
saddling is going on, and the distance is being measured (without any 
definite result, however). A judge of a different court has taken pos- 
| session of the box, amid intense excitement the race is run, Pearl 


— 








FUN. 





| self perfectly recovered, and yours sincerely, 





{Maxcu 18, 1871, 


i 





Diver and St. Valentine pass the post closely locked, and the 
Liverpool Grand National of ’71 is a thing of the past. 

The scene changes. I am upon the banks of a beautiful stream, 
spanned by a lovely wooden bridge, and I instinctively know that I 
am at Putney. Sixteen stalwart youths approach to do me honour, 
all beautifully dressed in flannel shirts and straw hats, and as they 
come near once more the voice of the unknown singer is heard to 

“Fleet are the eights which struggle for the prize, 
Swift are the strokes and many are the cries ; 
But there’s a crew which licks them both for weight, 
I mean the crew which mans the Chiswick Eight.” 


The beauty of this idea so overpowered me that I awoke to find my- 
AUGSPUR. 


P.S. Further remarks regarding the cruise on the Thames will 
appear in my next. 


A DREAM. 


Tue other night, my dinner done, 
I sat and sipped my wine; 

The Atheneum I'd begun— 
So drear a lot was mine! 

But soon its dulness o’er my brain 
I felt insidious creep, 

I struggled with my fate in vain! 
It sent me off to sleep. 


I dreamt the most insane of dreams 
That fancy could rehearse,— 

For all things, rushing to extremes, 
Of truth were the reverse. 

I saw the very strangest sights, 
I heard the wildest news, 

I viewed things in the oddest lights 
And in the queerest hues. 


I visited the Commons House— 
Oh, what a change I saw! 

The country squires were full of nous, 
The Rads were full of awe ; 

DiskaELI neither snarled nor bit, 
GuapstTonE lacked eloquence ; 

And OsnrorneE was devoid of wit,— 
And Ngewpeeate talked sense! 


I saw the Stage. No manager 
Would risk a play's success, 
Because he'd leading parts prefer, 
And would have nothing less. 
No companies of “sticks’’ were these, 
With one sole “ stur,’’ that shone. 
And nobody demanded “ fees,”’ 
And “ paper”’ was unknown. 


The Peace Society complained 
Our army was too small! 

Teetotallers from bosh abstained ; 
And SPuRGEON gave a ball ; 

The rich folks with the poor folks shared 
All coin in bankers’ hands ; 

And acred squires ’twas time declared 
To re-distribute lands. 


In literature all the fame 
Was given to desert : 

And if a youngster made a name, 
No older hand fel hurt. 

The Suturday to drive its team 
Had Tuprp:r just bespoke, 

When feeling that must be a dream 
I suddenly awoke. 


‘‘ The Heathen Chinee.”’ 
Our theatre-going readers will doubtless learn with delight that :— 


Some romantic plays were acted with great success lately at the New Chinese 

Theatre (Wohang’s), Hong-kong. The first piece was *‘ Leong San Pak’s Visit to 4 
Friend,” and the second, a continuation of the first, was *‘Chuk Yiug To.’s Liva- 
tion over a Grave.”’ 
The latter piece, we presume, was a farce, but the “visit,” if it ws 
anything like our morning calls, must have been solemn enough fcr 
tragedy. What we like about them is their style of title. Nething 
monosyllabic there! It’s the kind of title that in the fitness of things 
should belong to pieces like Mr. Faiconzn’s “ Oonagh” and other 
dramas. 








SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS : 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 








Spoonrus V. 

ILLINGLY we 
subscribe to the 
theory that if 
there were no 
bores in the 


would lose half 


ness ; a wet day, 
for instance, is 
a bore we ab- 
hor; but, with- 


know that we 
should have no 
hunting, no 
peas, no cover 
for ovr birds, 





for our tub: 
Duns are a bore, but if we were not dunned by tradesmen, where 
would be the gratification of being able to pay our bills; 
The bore may have his mission, may even be of use, if you like, in 
Society, but the fact of knowing this don’t make us love bores any the 
more, and confound ’em what a lot one meets every day. We are 
hardly ass-enough to try and be a second Hercules, and attempt to 
strangle the Hydra of Boredom; he’s too like the other party, who 
every time he touched his mother earth was more alive and kicking 
than ever; he’s not to de strang'ed, but we may—we presume- talk 
about’ him. Let us—more in sorrow than in anger—begin with 
the “sound advice’ giving bore: look at the four Reverend 


Spanish Ecclesiastics delineated above ; three of the holy men, | 


you will perhaps be kind enough to observe, are utterly unsettled 
in their minds, upset, quite miserable, and perspiring from every 

re, because, simply because, the fourth holy man has thought it 

is duty to give them his “ candid opinion,”’ and a bit of his mind. 
We all know that sort of bore. Then there’s the malapropos bore, who 
when he meets you walking with your olderly, and, alas, unfortu- 
nately very jealous wife, pokes you in the ribs, calls you “sly dog,”’ 
and says, “I'll tell your wife, you ruffian you”’: “This IS my wife,” 
you indignantly answer (you introduce ’em—Mxus. PortTARLINGTON 
SmitH, Mr. Portus Aprr). “OT really beg your pardon,” he apolo- 
gises, ** but I certainly theught that very lovely fairhair'd girl I saw 
you with at the theatre, &c., &c. Then there’s the JOB-ly comfort- 
ing bore; let us imagine small-pox, or cholera, or elephantiasis or 
Inmbago (small pox he prefers) to be very prevalent, then he’s in his 
element. He finds out that you have not, or that you just have, been 
vaccinated ; in the first case he informs you that 1897 people expired 
only yesterday and advises your immediate vaccination ; in the second 
case he tells you that vaccination is often attended with far more 
serious consequences than anything else in the world, that it renders 
you always more liable to softening of the brain, and hardening of the 
vesicles of the cutaneous malacopterygious and sub-interior tissues of 
the mucous membrane, and so on, on, on. Then there's the practical 
joking, or “ bear-fighting”’ bore, who is sure to tell you when he meets 
you in the park that it was your house, or at any rate the one next 
door to it, which, he heard, was in flames when he passed the end of 
your street just now. Then there's the engaged-couple bore you meet 
—and have to stay with—in a country house; aren't ¢/ey a bore ; 
aren’t they even an ubiquitious bore: If you go into the billiard-room 
to knock the balls about, there they are with the present state of 
their game... . two love; if you go into the library for a book, 
there they are again; if you go to cut a rose for your coat at 
dinner there they are in the gardens: there they are, in the drawing 
rooms, morning rooms, dining room, breakfast room, greenhouses, 
hothouses, everywhere ; and always there just when you want to be 
there too, and you daren’t interrupt em, or everybody would yell at 
you. Then there’s the bore who is just thinking of bringing out a 
“little volume of poems,” and would, Oh so like your opinion of a few 
stanzas or so; O that my friend would only be good enough....... 


NOT to write a book, Jon might also havesaid Tien there's the bore | 


who is perpetually bragging of his shooting, knowing perfectly well 
that he never shot anything in his life but a £30 dog or—a—a— 
beater. You've the bore too who mixes your ’20 port with water, and 
who chews for ten minutes, preparatory to chucking’em away, your best 
1/6 cigars ; you've the pedantic bore. who objects to any other sort of 
antic; you’ve the bore who has always (according to his own account) 
a duchess—or at any rate a countess—dying for him; you've the 


world pleasure | 


its enjoyable- | 


out rain, we 


no soft water | 
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£19 of damage before you can say Fraep Rostnson! ; then there's the 
| old china and marqueterie cabinet bargaining bore, who will insist on 
| taking you into filthy slummy purlieus to look at sham mediwval 
| rubbish, and who tells you the price of everything he possesses even 
| to his socks and pocket-handkerchief+; also the musical humming 
| bore; the old Joe Miller-tary story telling bore; the bore who dont 
| ‘‘mince matters” with anybody, and the bore who does—with erery- 
bedy; the betting bore with his horse voice and ossy-fied heart; the 
sponge bore, who never has any small change to pay his share of a cab 
| or what not, and who has invariably just emptied his cigar case; the 
argumentative interrupting and contrauictory bore; the spirit medium 
believer bore (this species, as the spirits he delights in are »ot real, we 
call the myth-elated bore) ; the spiteful, black-tongued, tale- bearing 
bore ; the near sighted bore, who cuts you dead; the deaf bore, who 
unfortunately won't cut you at all; the melancholy bore, the frisky 
bore, the borrowing bore, the pugnacious bore, the sleepy bore, the 
important bore, and the invalid bore. ‘The invalid bore, is a bore! 
| The bilious man with an indifferent liver is seldom amusing at the 
best of times, for when he’s a weak jecur, he's generally a weak ioker 
_—as with bad coffee the horrid chiccory’s sure to predominate, so with 
| the bilious man his horrid jecur is sure to be his first thought—but 
| when he makes you his contidant about his pains, pills, pangs, poultices 
| and plaisters, Bohoo! isn't Ae a bore ? Does he expect to please you 
| by an account of all his sufferings, does he expect to gatify you? or 
is it, upon the dog-in-the-manger principle, as he’s no appetite himself 
he wishes to taks away yours’ The invalid bore should go to bed, 
and stop there........ at any rate till he gets better. Again there's 
the bore who always jejunely asks for “a little sherry,” or ‘‘ some 
bread if you please,’ or what not—and lets you see his mind is intent 
on getting it, and :¢ only—just whilst you are telling him your best 
and least known story; is Ae a bore’ rather! Upon our word, amico, 
we are almost inclined to think that the wild bore of the woods is 
better fun than the m:/d bore of the cities; one yow can hunt, t other 
hunts you; one you can pot, t’others -pot you; one’s head ts valuable 
with a lemon in his mouth, t’other's is not at a// valuable, with or 
without a lemon in his mouth; out of one you may get ham, t’other 
| gets ham, and —confound him — eggs too, out of you; one chews 
roots, t’other chews his che-roots, that is, chooses your cheroots ; one 
| eats trees, acorns, &c., t’other prefers to gnaw away at your mahogany ; 
| one whets his tusks on anything suitable, for instance, green oaks, 
t’other only wets his tusks with your best Pomerey and Greeno!! 
| Reader, the “ Stiggins’”’ and ‘“ Chadband”’ school will tell us that by 


| “feeding our enemy we heap coals of fire upon his head"’; it may be 
| so, but we regret very much, very much indeed, that we must say we have 
| never yet come across any one member of the venus bore who made 
| the very faintest pretence of acting as if he considered it was so, or 

who, in the very least degree, objected to such @........4.4-- 
| coald coallation ! 
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A Review. 
“He jests at scars,” &c.,—and newspapers in this island may there- 


fore we presume talk this kind of nonsense :— 

The Prussian system of sham campaigns, lasting several days, the details being 
left to the discretion of the officers in command, will be introduced into the British 
army this year 
The Prussian system of sham campaigns, indeed! We should 

| imagine, judging from their last specimen, that it was a system of 
| particularly real campaigns : and we should think France was pain- 


| fully of our opinion. 


Wuart vital objection may be taken to the policy of the Society for 
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chemically conjuring bore who nearly blows the house up, and does | the Abolition of Capital Punishment? It won't Aang-Sur / 
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TALE. -SHOWING HOW IT CAME THAT JONES WAS VACCINATED. 
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2. Through a concatenation of circumstances too complicated to describe, Miss Phacbe was 
This was very natural. the aunt, equally, of Brown and Jones. 


1. Now Brown had a soul and loathed his menial condition. He 
longed to :nub Jones. 


THE WORLD , 
PERS,» NG 








5. And, persuading the world that 6. Succeeded to ‘‘ it.” 
he was Jones, 


i 3. “ She will leave it all to Jones” 
pondered Brown. 












8. But the Aunt died and left “ it” 9. Taen Brown endeavoured to persuade the World that he wa> 
al. to Brown. Brown; at first in vain ; 





TRIS IS JONES 
IDEA CRA LANCET 
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10, But Brown happened to kr ow the World, so they went and had 11, And Brown was crowned bv fai hands and — | 
agiass. And they soon pu: it all right. (This is satire.) carried up among the “ Flies? and 12. And me wisked Jones was 
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WAIT AND HOPE: 


OR, 


THE BUILDER'S PRIVATE BAND. 
ACT I.—Joun Lockwoop’s Home. Enter Anice (Lock woop's cousin’. 

Auice.— John Lockwood, how I love thee! Little dost thou think 
it! And in proportion as I love John Lockwood, so do I hate Mr. 
Pym, the lawyer's clerk. These are my sentiments in a nutshell. I 
do not mean to say that I have no views on any other subjects, but 
they are not to the point, so I will not recapitulate them. 

Enter Mr. Pym, a foxy clerk, with gleaming teeth. 

Pym.—Alice, I love yer, and would make yer mine! 

Auice.—Mr. Pym—I abhor you! 

Pym (with remarkable knowledge of human nature).—Be mine—or I 
will be yer enemy for life! 

ALICE (upon whom this capital plan somehow fails).—Never! 
the house! ir 

Pym.—Oh, urrevenge! urrevenge! urrevenge! (Tiree stainps (to 
prepay postage) andexit. A full band, such as usual/y accompanies working 
builders on ali occasions, is heard, and Joun Lockwoop enters amid the 
clashing of cymbals and the bray of silver clarions.) 


Lockwoop (to his band outside).— Remain without, but within ear- | 


shot, and whenever I open my mouth, play soft music. 
té audience.) It is always thus with builders, 
Auice,—John! 
Lockwoop.— Alice! Tam going to be married to Rose Raynor! 
Auice.—Married! You! ‘To! Rose! Raynor! 
(hysterically). 
ocKwoupv.—’ Tis is a strange way of receiving intelligence. 


(Lpologetically 


Ha! ha! ha! | \/” ; 
| spin out his deeds by unnecessary verbiage. 


| 


| 


Leave | 


| 
| 
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Pym.—He does not. 
Lockwoov.—I lent him the money on the security of his country 
house, Rosemount. I wiLt Go AND FORCLOSE THIS MINUTE!!! ( Solies- 
tor's Journal and Law Tunes please copy.) 
Scene 2.—Rosenount. 
Crepirors.—We must have 


Enter a group of creditors. 
our money immediately. 
Later TARLETON, 
Tar.LeTon.— Impossible. 
Enter Lock woop, to melancholy music. 


| Exenu f OMe 


Lock woop.—I have come to foreclose. ‘The process is simple. If 
mortgage debt is not paid the day it becomes due, the mortgagee has 
only to walk into the mortgaged premises, without any warning, an 
turn out the debtor by the moral influence of his presence. Now 
now, l'rank ‘Tarleton, I think [ have you in my power. 

Enter a Child. 


Cuttp.— You're a very ugly old man. 

Lockwoop.— How sweetly she prattles. 
minds me that I once heard a clock strike ten in my infancy. 
innocent then! By Heaven, I'll be innocent now! (Reforms.) 

Enter TARLETON. 

‘T'arLeton.—Lockwood! you here ? 

Lockwoop.— Yes! ‘The mortgage debt fell due this morning. 

Tarceton.—Indeed ? (.dside.) I really think my solicitor Pym, 
who is also your solicitor, might have told me of this. 

Lock woop.—I came here to foreclose, but I have seen a child an‘ 
the unusual spectacle has done me good. Here is the mortgage deed | 
( producing two sheets of foolscap). The beauty of Pym is that he don't 
Behold, [ destroy it and 


This innocent child re- 
T was 


| 2 : : : 
my Private Band will celebrate the incident in the usual manner. 


ALIce (aside to her heart).—Down! down! down! Derry, derry | 


down! down! down! (Aloud.) But are you sure she loves you ? 
Are you sure she loves you only ? Are you sure she is prepared to— 
(recapitulates principal provisions of Marriaye Service). 

Lock woop.— Alice, your excited eye, and your incoherent remarks 
suggest that youmay have been—but no— you neverdo. Rose Raynor 
will be here directly. Receive her kindly. | Exit Lock woop. 

Enter Roser. 

Rosz.—Alice, I’m going to be married to Lockwood. 

Auice.— But are you sure you love him? Are you sure you love 
him only? Are you prepared to—(reeapitulates principal provisions of 
Marriage Service). 

Rosk (aside).— What an odd girl! 
He is comfortably off. 

ALICE (aside).— She does not love him, and [ do! 
he does'nt love me! Despair! despair ! 

Enter Mr. Tarceton. 


(.dloud.) Oh, yes, pretty well. 


TARLETON.—Rose ! 
Rose.— Tarleton ! 


to marry John Lockwood! False, false gyurl! 
Rose.—I had forgotten you for the moment, Tarleton. 


oversight. I love you fondly and will cheerfully be yours! 
| They embrace. 


Pardon the 


Enter Jouxn Lock woop—full band. 


Lockwoon.— Rose! In the arms of arother! 

TARLETON (apologetical/y).—She loves me. 

Lock woop.—Then (working himself up into a terrible state of mind) 
my curses—my bitterest curses on you, Tarleton. 
life! I will interfere with all your arrangements! I will inconvenience 
you dreadfully. I will confound your politics! I will pray for rain! 
I will run you up a semi-detached villa! I will increase the rate of 
discount at the Bank! I will send my private band to play under 
your windows. Thus—thus I deyote myself to the destruction of the 
man who dared to be loved by John Lockwood's fancy! Ha! ha! ha! 

Auice (te TAkLeTon).—Do not heed him: it is his builder's way. 

ACT If.—Scenz 1. Mr. Pya's Offic’. (Seven years have elapsed.) 

Enter Tariteton to Mr. Py. 

TarLeTon.—I want to borrow more moncy. 

Pym.—Impossible. Remember that mortgage-money that my client 
advanced you will shortly fall due. 

Tar.eton.— Not for several weeks. 

Pym.—Oh, indeed. (Asize.) He little thinks it falls due to-day! 

Taxteton.— By the bye, who is the client who advanced it 

Pyau.—I must not tell. 

Tarteron.—Oh, very well. 
Enter Lock woop—who jus prospered and inade much ininey since the 

last—that is to say, the first act. 

Locxwoop.—Is he gone? 

Pym.— He is! 

Lock woop.— He does not know that the money is due to-day ? 


ee eee 





Exit TARLETON. | 


—— eee. ee 


lle loves her and | 
| Exit ALICE, | 


| 
| 
| 


I will blight your | 
' construction on the other hand is decidedly weak. 


TaRLeton.—You were engaged to me, and now I hear you are going | —but now you suggest it, I think I will. 


Larteton.— The old man must have been lunching freely. 
Enter Py. 

Pym.—John Lockwood—your bank broke this morning! 

Lockwoop.— Ruined! 

Act 3.—Room in Joun Lockwoop's house. 
tradesmen to celebrate Joun Lockwoopn's ruin, they propose healt/is. 
They eat beef. Ana Joun Lockwoop sings a very very very long soy. 
They cannot stand that, so they yo out. 

Auice.—John ! 

Lock woop.— Yes, Alice. 

Auice.— Why don't you marry ? 

Lock woop.—I don t know any one who would have me. 

ALICE (with all the audacity of perfect innocence).—I will have you 
with pleasure, John. 

(ind this rather outrageous confession is made by Miss CaRtotra 
ADDISON with such extreme grace and delicacy that its outrayjeous cha- 
racter is almost lost sight of.) 

Lock woop.— Well it never occurred to me to think of marrying yo 
At all events, I'll turn it 
over. 

Enter TARLETON and his wife. 

Tanteton.—And here is some document that proves that Alice is 
entitled to several thousand pounds. 

Lock woop.—That decides me. Alice, come to my arms! 

Auice.— My own John! [ They wait and hope. 

CURTAIN. 

OvurseLves.—A piece that sets pens at defiance. It is, how- 
ever, cleverly written, and the dialogue is bright and sparkling. The 
Mr. ‘looie plays 
John Lockwood with much homely vigour. It is not his fault that 
John Lockwood's motive for persecuting Tarleton is ridiculously weak 
and unreasonable. Granting that Lockwood has cause for his vindic- 
tive conduct, Mx. Toore’s embodiment of the character of a good 
fellow transmuted into a social demon is everything that could be 
desired. Miss Cantorra Appison played a pretty but dillicult part 
with a graceful girlish mode-ty that confirms the opinion we have 
often expressed of this charming young lady’s talent. — Miss CoGHLAN 
also distinguished herself as Kose. Ma. Vennon did justice to Frank 
‘Tarleton, and Mr. TayLor over-acted the part of the lawyer. His 
‘‘ make-up” was capital, and if he will moderate his intensity, little 
fault will be found witn his impersonation. Mx. Sovran played a 
small part capitally—so did @ Ma. Temrest. The scenery is wood. 

‘he “law” of the piece is stage-law from beginning to end. 





Taming the Shrew. 

GLANCING over the stations of our various men-of-war, we are struck 
with an instance of the usual Admiralty mismanagement. The Vireyv 
is at Auckland, and the /amar is at Devonport, whereas of course the 
bvago should always havethe Zumar as her consort. 
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Oar first notion of what Master McGrath was like. 


ie 
| +p 


The representatives of Foreign Courts do him honour. 





Pre-Cicely so. 

In the Westminster County Court Miss Cicuty Nort, a singer and 
danseuse, has recovered the sum of £4 4s. from the proprietor of the 
Bedford Music Hall for alleged improper dismissal. It appears that 
Miss Norr was engaged to two songs nightly, but on being 
requested to sing a third she declined and was summarily dismissed. 
The encore nuisance is rampant in other places than music halls and 
Miss Norr deserves credit for pointing out an easy solution to a 
knotty question. 


A special messenger from Windsor dispels the illusion. 


He is decorated profusely. 
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The noble animal crosses the Irish Channel. 
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** Justice to Ireland,” the Unicorn in the Royal Arms retires and 
Master McGrath takes its place 








An Explanation. 


A CORRESPONDENT draws our attention to the fact that we have 
recently implied—in the somewhat circuitous form of ‘The British 
Public is a donkey”—that our readers are not an Amalgamated 
Society of Soromons. We don’t recall the particular passage, but w° 
always thought we had carefully catalogued dur subscribers as quite 
as wise as ourselves. Still even supposing we said so, we don’t see why 
we = not to be forgiven a self-condemnatory attack of involuntary 
candour. 
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TIRED. 


Tue swift can’t always win the race — 
The strong the battle gain : 
| For last and pluck there’s still a place, 
And still a chance, ’tis plain! 
| The prize which we all aim at, still 
Remains to be acquired. 
Ah, well! let those contest, who will : 
For, somehow, I am tired. 
| 


Perchance, too soon I pressed the pace, 
| O ertrustful of my strength ; 
At any rate I find the race 
| Fatigues me by its length. | 
I still seem near the starting post, | 
I left with ardour fired ; 
| Let others run and do their most, 
For, somehow, I am tired. 


The prize that looked so rich and rare, | 
When I was young and strong, | 

Seems nothing now! My only care 
Is still to push along, 

And gain—no! not the prize that I | 
At starting so admired— 

"Tis but the goal for which I sigh, 
For, somehow, I am tired ! 


The friends, who started at my side, 
Far, far ahead have pressed ; 

Some won renown, and some (who died) 
That first of prizes—rest ! 

I envy not that fame they reap, 
To which I once aspired. 

I only wish I were asleep, 
For, somehow, I am tired ! 


Once dreamt I, I should spurn the sod 
On Pegasus, mayhap ! | 
But woke to found I had to plod 
Round weary lap on lap. | 
Well let at last a graven plank | 


** He who lies here to slumber sank, 
For, somehow, he was tired !”’ 
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A Model Design. 


Our most excellent contemporary the Builder has created a wide- 
spread excitement by the statement that it has heard of 


A gentleman who is ready to expend some £30,000 in the erection of a lunatic 
asylum, to be given to the country, for the advantage of the lower middle classes, 


so soon as he can hit on the best mode of obtaini:.g a model design. 

We are not absolutely certain whether journalists belong to the 
“upper lower”’ or to “the lower middle class ’’—but we hope and 
trust the latter, in which case we have a valuable suggestion to make 
to this benevolent individual. If he'll expend twenty thousand in the 
erection of a residence something after the style of Buckingham 
Palace, and make arrangements for its being victualled by Spiers anp 
Ponp and furnished by GitLow, we will gladly become the resident 
and representative lunatic—so mad as to be totally unfitted for work 
for the rest of our existence. 

He can expend the balance of the money in erecting an Idiot 
Asylum on the model of St. Pancras Workhouse. And then he can 
put all the rest of the lower middle class into that. 

ry don’t see how our model design can be improved upon any- 








En 


What to do with our Paupers. 


_We have a splendid idea! “The other day a poor widow-woman 
of joy on receiving ten shillings out of the poor box.” We 
would call the attention of the public to the immense saving that 
would be effected if this could be carried out on a large scale. At any 
oat the poor rate—every one who has a spare half sovereign 
do well to go and give it at once to some deserving poor widow- 
— If it doesn’t kill there's not much harm done. Now, thep, 
ives, out with your ten shillings and go and try to kill a pauper! 


Look Higher. 
. A oune lady of Logan county, Kentucky, has advertised for 
ed proposals for her hand and heart.” It is not stated whether 
she will take the lowest “tender.” 
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BAR PRACTICE. 


Record the end desired— | ; de aa 
Charlie (who has dropt in for his 3rd bitter) :—‘* LovELY MORNING—AND 
| 

| 


THE GLASS IS STILL GOING-UP.”’ 
Smart Hebe :—** GLASSES STILL GOING DOWN, YOU MEAN!”’ 


Aushers to Correspondents. 





| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss.) 

C. W. H.—We don't consider it a subject to pun upon. 

T. L. (Creydon).— Please gauge the pundersity of your MS. next time ; 
— we had excess postage to pay. 

S. (Earl's Court).— As vou say you're hard-up we must not come down 
hard on you—but it bas been done! 


EDMONDINE.—Take our sincere advice and never write any more 


‘‘poems.” If you are dependent on friends your poems would estrange 
them. Ifyou have means of your own, your poems might be used as 
evidence to deprive you of the management of your property. 

Box.—The original “ old oak chest,” we imagine; you produce so many 
threadbare old jokes. 

Bon rot —We have made a bonfoir of them. ee 

LooKgER-oN.—You proverbially see mo-t of the game—ecapecially if 
you see obscure papers that we don't. 

T. Z.—The Ink-eupplying penholder”’ is produced by Messrs. Letts 
and Son, of the Royal Exchange. eo ' 

C. T. (Willenhall).— Much obliged, but both jokes havmg appeared in 
our columns lately, cannot be republished 

BavGER.—If you come to our vtlice, we'll draw you. 
make a ludicrous initial. . . 

DRAMA.—We have already said Mr. C. Watkins, of 4, Chancery-lane. 

C. P. (Mordeford).— No opening, we fear Te ; 

Declined with tte H., New Bridge-street ; A. E. W., Water- 
ford: H. H., Leeds; J. B., Marlborough square; H., Cuddesdun aa. 
Falstaff; Ojive Green; Elsie; D. W., Aberdeen; Chicken ; a. 2.G.. 
Adelaide Place; W. E. B., Bond-street; C. H. R., Glasgow ; Ol e, 
Liskeard ; Bim, Tottenham; F. W. L. ; P., Exeter; Version; H. E B. > 
T. W. W., Markham-square; L. E.; C., Nottingham. street ; Militia , 
Le M.: M. T. Head; A., Fen Court; Augustine; H., Cambridge, -. 
, be oa ——, Lhe es : 

- R. K., Manchester; M. J.; T. R. P.; Blue; Exos; Purit; v., 

feline ‘> Ww. W., Oxford; Theorist; A Curus Cus; P. and O. ; Burles- 


quist ; Nemo; B. P. G. 


You'd be sure to 
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RECURRING TYPES, ANCIENT AND MODERN. 
Aunt Jemima (lecturing to nieces at British Museum):—“ OssERVE THE OUTLINE OF THIS FIGURE, MY DEARS ; IT BEPRESENTS A TYP! 


THAT HAS QUITE DISAPPEARED—WE SEE NOTHING OF THE KIND nNow!”’ 


Chorus of Nieces (sotto voce) :—“ Ou, Don’T we THOUGH! Loox at AUNTIE.” 
[ Tableau. Auntie looking at girls. Girls looking at Auntie. Scene closes. 











CHATS ON THE MAGS. folks! more of the “ Princess and the Goblin.”” We need add nothing | 
MARCH. to that allurement. | 1 
In the Argosy, besides Jounny Luruow’s story, there is a pleasan: | ; 


We are glad to see that Once a Week is not in future to contain so b K 
many long serials, Mn. Frisweiu’s “One of Two,” an interesting | P®Per om pets by Atice Kine. 
story, seems ing to an end, a consummation we shall regret more The Id/ustrated Review is the only illustrated paper that has given a 

ery Be really good portrait of the late T. W. Ronerrson. The likeness 1s 


than the close tales in the magazine, for the few short pee q 
are readable and we would have more of-them. “Table Talk” is | admirable. 

Seint Poute i good this month. Ma. D keen, and | 

eis month. rn. Donson’s verse is keen, and a ' | 

“ Dull Day” is amusing, while “Ralph the Heir” is absorbing. : Snemens Deware | se 

Good Words is quite up to its standard, “The Coolie” by the author Tue following has reached us (evidently by mistake).—Evxcited 
of that oan Ginz's Baby deserves all reading. Mr. BucHaNnan Bookmaker : Why ought St. Valentine to win the Liverpool ?—Jncon- | 
gives us a paper on “George Heath, the Moorland Poet,” of whom | #qwent Backer : Because he’s a “ National’’ favourite. | 
possibly ow eee have heard ae s Mr. » Eoossnae come to have tte ed | 
a tendency glorify dead poets ” u to : at ° a. | 
save one. The pictures are as good as ever. wren ae That’s Flat ! 

In the Sunday Magazine we turn gladly to the continuation of the| A GENTLEMAN who wished to describe the excessive mendacity of a 


“City Man's” series. and find beside much excellent reading, with | servant of his said—‘‘ Lie! Why the fellow will lie even when he’s 
illustrations of the highest class. asleep.” We have met with persons, otherwise veracious, who could 
The ee, 2 this number of Good Words for the Young is | not sleep without lying. In fact a man must be more than ordinarily 
alone worth the price of the number, which however, has—oh, little | upright who can resist the inclination. | 


Tus Sranpaxp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s| Monninoe Apverriser, 12th March, 1870:—“It has claims on all 
Catalogue, says:—“ The practical information furnished is very in- | persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may read this | tations of the choicest patterns of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
useful Little work.” additional advantage that they are all produced at the smallest price 

Covnr Journat, 19th March, 1570 :—“ Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- | beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 
smith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound | ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 
catalogue of diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” Pustic Oprni0Nn, 16th April, 1870:—“ The beautiful designs of the 

Unrrep Szrvice Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his | various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
geest predecessor in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines | information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 

terature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious | cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” | value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.” 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phasnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commens, and Published (for the Troprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: March 15, 1571. 

























ee - ASE 
—_—_—___—— C—O 


ape 25, 1871.] FUN 


- oeeeenes en _ — - — 


‘““WOOED AND 

















\ 
On a beautiful morning in the Spring time of the year, a youthful knigh t might In a neighbouring small territory reigned an invisible Sovereign «hose name 

have been observed quitting the land of his birth. it is unnecessary to mention, but who had a daughter. 
| (poe aa ~ > _ | 
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And the Knight saw her, and ebs>rved, “‘ Say thou But had they known Binks’s opinion of the affair, they wou/d There was another person, by the way, who 
wilt be mine!” And she said so. have thought twice before they * said so.’ was determined to cut ’em off with a shilling. 
- rn tr a be oe 
7 d ’ ( war is ie 5 
Nl _ Co 
ioe 8 Sie 
| 
. cS = 
H ‘“ ” nd 6 ” But the nation didn’t see it, and suppreste Thin there was that funny man, Green, who would 
e tuld “ the pent a De = people’’ declared him. ; bave his little joke about ’em 
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ab : : inating in idiocy. But all these thirgs didn’t interfere with the Knight and the Prncess. 
And send it to the editor of the Comic Crocedile, too, till that es ms got married, and were violently happy as they deserved, amid woiversal jy. 





editor fell a prey to madness. 
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FON OFFICE, Wednesday, March 22nd, 1871. 
A WEDDING WELCOME. 


| Brot out the bells’ chime with your hearty cheers! 
Shout “ Happy be the bridegroom and the bride!” 
| May life with them float onward through the yesrs 
A pleasant peaceful tide. 


Child of a Queen, she lists to true love's voice, 
And from the dais steps—to purple born— 

Passes by princes, for her maiden choice, 

The noble Lorp oF Lorng. 


No strangely foreign title she assumes— 
No alien throne across the sea she fills, 
But dwells with us, our English Rose that blooms 
Among its native bills, 


Aye! and what patriots, heroes, scholars shine 
In the MacstLummons’s long roll of power. 

Oh, proud the bridegroom, of that ancient line 
To be the chief and flower. 


Then clash the bells: and let the cannon roar— 
But let the people's louder voice o’erride 

All other sounds with “ Joy for evermore 
To Bridegroom and to Bride!” 





—— 


—_——— eee ee” 


The Board of Do-nothings. 


Wuen we prophesied that the School Board of London would only 
be another Vestry, we were wrong. Although what they dois as a 
rule wrong, Vestries at least do something. The London School Board 
up to the present moment has done nothing—except talk. In that 
respect the members arc remarkable, and they deserve this much 
credit, that, though quite new to the work, they have talked rather 
more (and rather more nonsense too) than even the House of Commons. 
A more useless body for any practical purposes it would perhaps be 
hard to imagine—unless it be the mahogany-coloured corpse at the 
Zoological Garden, which did not boast more vitality than sufficed to 
wag its tail for a few minutes. It may be urged by our readers that 
in this figure we are guilty of comparing an eminent body like the 
London School Board to the Baby Hippopotamus. Well, we admit 
the soft impeachment, but we would remind our accusers that the 
Baby Hippopotamus is defunct and is therefore beyond the reach of 
the insult our words are construed to imply. 


Nil Nisi Bonum. 


Ir is stated that a professor, skilled in comparative anatomy while 
partaking the other day of some “chicken fixings ’’ found on his 
plate a bone which he recognised as the thigh bone of a cat. The 
explanation is es sae the chicken had eaten the cat, or else 
the cat, unobserved by the cook, had eaten the chicken. Either way 
it is immateriul, for cat is excellent eating we are assured by the 
Besieged Resident of the Daily News, in whose neighbourhood since 
his return to London we fear that the elderly spinsters must have 
cause to complain of the disappearance of their feline favourites. 


An Euphemistic Verdict. 


‘Tus grand jury of Mayo have granted £530 compensation to the 
widow of a man who was shot last Januacy through his bedroom 
window. The coroner's jury at the inquest returned a verdict that 
his death was caused “ by a shot fired accidentally in his own room.’ 
We can’t reconcile the courses of the two juries! We fear the 
coroner's jury must have been an in-jury composed of persons desirous 
of shielding Ribbon assassins. If such is the case they deserve to be 
severely punished; say by accidentally falling through a trap door 
while their necks happened to be in a oop of rope, and during an 
audience with the Sheriff and a jail chaplain. 





The News. 
We clip this from a contemporary :— 


The Japanere have but one newspsper, which comes out once a 
shape of a stitched pamphlet of about 100 pages, month, in the 


To think that these fortunate Japanese are only bothered with news 


once a month, and can then take it at one dose and have done with it! - 


Events of the day that have only been kept hanging a month must 
have a “ good high time’’ as the Amer'cans say. hy, one’s friends 
and one’s enemies would have forgotten all about one before the 
obituary notice appeared! How jolly! 


eee TT 
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A BELGRAVIAN DAUGHTER’S COMPLAINT. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Sir,—It has been often remarked that there is one law for the rich 
and another for the poor. It is only too true. The Legislature 
makes laws like the Factory Act to limit the hours of labour for the 
lower classes, and to prevent the daughters of poor people from being 
over-worked or kept at their tasks for any excessive length of time. 
But no statute has been framed for the protection of us, the daughters 
of the upper and wealthy classes. There is a Society for the Preven- 
tion of Cruelty to Animals, which I saw the other day prosecuted some 
huntsmen for over-riding their horses. But no association thinks of 
moving on behalf of us unhappy creatures, who, as soon as the season 
begins and heir-huntirg comes in, are compelled to follow the pursuit 
till we are tired to death. 

Are you aware, sir, that a modern young lady has longer hours 
than a factory hand? She has to toil in the Matrimonial Market 
from midday till three and sometimes four in the morning! No 
wonder, when she marries, that her husband finds her ignorant, dull 
and spiritless. 

Pray use your powerful pen in our behalf, or speak to Mr. 
GLapsTong and get Government to bring in a bill for regulating our 


hours of work. Yours, &c., 
ARAMINTA. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 2il. 


Swing again—ring again, 
Till the bells ding again! 
To welcome glad morning that rises to smile 
On the Princess Lovisz, 
Who is bride, if you please, 
Of that fortunate noble the heir of ARGYLL. 


1. Prythee, GeRARDE, now reveal 
What grcen thing a cut will héal, 
And the various sorts of simples 
Good for blisters, burns, cr pimples. 
Come, old vegetarian doctor, 

Of a cure become concoctor ! 


2. If you've an ill that can’t be cured, 
’T were best in silence you endured : 
Make no great fuss—adopt the plan 
Of Benepicx the married man! 


3. With ribbons a-streaming 
So gay—so gay ; 
With grunting and screaming 
He marched away, 
Over the hills, as the song would say ! 


4, Old Mapame Cuosz 
Had a cold in her nose, 
And how would she doctor it, do you suppose ? 
Why she made some herb-tea the disease to disarm, 
If it didn’t do good, well, it couldn’t do harm! 


5. In Cuavcer and in Spencer eke, 
This little word I rede you seek ; 
Two syllables are all its tether 
And algates they’ll be found together. 


Sotution or Acrostic, No. 209.— German, Exodus: Grimace, 
Equinox, Ridotto, Mead, Aargau, Narcissus. 


Correct SoLutions oF Acrostic No, 209, recervep Marcu 15th: —Biddy and 
Potter ; Tom Pinch; Chumbkin ; Ruby’s Ghost; Row. 








General Advice on Particular Subjects. 
Wuen you read a sensation novel, and are desperately anxious to 


know how it will finish, it’s as well to look at the close of the third 
volume—especially if procured at a seaside library—to make sure | 


the end hasn’t come out. 

When you are going to join in a quarrel, it is the wisest course not 
to take sides. Wait till one’s at the top and the other at the bottom, 
and then choose the former. . 


If your soul is given to appearances, young man, don’t take out t/at — 


umbrella in showery weather, because rain may make it an “ ope? 
question—and it may not answer! 





Piling it up! 


Ws are glad to see that England is not content with merely sending | 


provisions to Paris To judge from the announcement of “ spe! 
excursions’ she is also sending her Uoox ! 
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TOO YOUNG! 


Bessie (to pacify little sister, who keeps interrupting her perusal of that exciting “ third volume") :—“ Yrs, yes, Cuatrennox, THE Putncess 


LovisE ts MARRIED TO-DAY; AND IF YOU'RE A GOOD GIRL YOU SHALL BE MARRIED, TOO, WHEN YOU'RE OLD ENOUGH!’ 
Chatterbox :—“ THEN wHYy I8n’T AUNT BETSY MARRIED? IsNn’T SHE A GOOD GIRL~—OR ISN'T SHE OLI) ENOU 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue Parincess Louise is married. 
They were married cn the same day. She married him. Oddly 
enough, he, also, married her. ‘They both married one another, At 
the same time and place. Hurrah! — The marriage of Tue Princess 
is being painted by Barnes, single-handed, “off his own brush.” 
By Baunzs alone, not by Co(w)-house. — Chignons have disappeared 
in Paris since the war. The hair used to come from Germany prin- 
cipally, and the French women are cutting off their knots to spite the 
race. = Coroner at Bolton, during the usual silly hydrophobia panic, 
said he would sacrifice all the dogs in England rather than sacrifice 
one life. He meant one human life we suppose. He ought to have 
known mad dogs are far rarer and much less dangerous than rabid 
idiots. — Prospectuses of new Russian Loan made a bonfire of at the 
Stock Exchange. Bull versus Bear! — Paris unsettled, as per usual. 





Fly not yet! 
Tuxy don’t seem to encourage inventive genius as they might in 
erica :— 


A man in Norfolk, U.S., was examined for insanity because he claimed to bave 
invented a fiying machine. As he tad never tested it himself, but had frequently 


offered to let others try it, he was acquitted. 

He'd better send us that flying-machine over, or he’l be getting into 
trouble about it ~ Besides there are several people we want to 
lend it to, dreadful ! 





Back Again ! 
Roumovr states that the agents of the Empzror Napoleon are 
negotiating for him the purchase of an estate in Bohemia in the neigh- 
bourhood of Prague, His Imperial Highness seems to feel the force 


of old associations when he thus shows a desire to turn Bohemian once , 


more | 








So is the Marquis or Lorne. | 


| 
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[Suffocuting rapture of Maiden Aunt, 


THE SWEETS OF FLORA. 


WueEwn Srrepuon did his love implore 
To name the happy ringtime, 

And kissed her—her sweet lips, he swore, 
Were like the flowers in springtime, 


He wondered what such fragrance meant— 
But we can guess the meaning ; — 

She'd either over roses bent, 
Or she'd been Floral-leaning. 





A Curious Case. 
A man has been indicted at Leitrim Assizes for writing a threaten- 
ing letter to—himself! The jury acquitted him, probably thinking 
that when set at liberty he would put his threat into execution, in 


| which case the world would have either one rogue or one fool less in 


/it; and would be the gainer in either case. 


is generally believed will be a warning to her, 
a well again. 


The learned Judge 
remarked that he did not think such a prosecution can be legally sus- 
tained. He apparently therefore does not agree with the Cornish 
coroner, who, at an inquest on a man, killed by the upsetting of his 
gig which he ran against an empty cart, assured the jury that it was 
lucky deceased had killed himself or he would have been indicted for 
manslaughter. 


A Warning. 
Tue other day an old woman at Cardiff fell into a well at her house 


'and was drowned, That was well done, but she would have done 


better not to fall in. Had the bucket been in the well she mizht have 


hung on by the rope and so have avoided kicking it. The accident it 
She won't tumble into 


——— ee eee 
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AN EXAMINATION PAPER. 


As Rervunnep ny Mr. Joun Sumprer, CHAIRMAN OF THE WORKING- 
watt Scuoot Boarp. 

(Tux inhabitants of Workingwell, deeply moved by Ma. Sumpren’s 
lectures on the benefits of education, pre several thousand exami- 
nation papers. The Chairman of the Board, well knowing the value 
of — as compared with precept, kindly volunteered to fill one in, 
and did so as follows. } 

GromeETRY. 
What is an isosceles triangle #—An isosceles triangle ie an angle of 


triangular hence it has three sides. It is called isosceles 
— = are isolated and have power to add to their 
number. 

“five @ parallelogram.—A parallelogram consists of two equal sides 
often continued to infinity without meeting anyone in particular. 


Frencu. 

Do you speak French ?—WNo; and [ have never found it necessary 

either in the Vestry Hall or on the School Board. 
Tus Use or tHe Gongs. 

What isa globe, and what are its uses 9—A globe is a very round 
thing—an vey round is a globe. The world is a globe, and so 
is an orange ; there is also a newspaper of that consistency. The use 
of the glob-s is various, as will be seen from the foregoing remarks. 

What is a sphere ?—That position to which it hae pleased Providence 
to relegate an individual. My sphere is the Edncation Board. A 
re is half a sphere, and is, in my judgment that position a 
man holds who doesn ¢ get on according to his deserts—the sort of 
| pesition | f rmerly held. 

Enoiisn Gaammar. 

What ix Bugish Grammar +—A science yet in its infancy, and which 
refers in very pronoyoced manner to a relative—need I mention the 
_— ton /ue 

vat «@ number ?— An important consideration when No. 1 is 

the number in question.- Number is 9 word of various ca- 

tions - its seeneations meaning is best implied by the following 

eae tes nas is a number = oe in that case, but of their 
Oo med : - 

ene deg i number, gender, and case being here all in 








MARRIAGE A LA MODE. 
of the Princess Louise and the Marquis of Lorne. It’s only little 
married 


This is not the 


EFUN. 

















Naturau History, 
* What are mammalia ?—The mamma family, generally to be seen in 
great force at the vaccine stations. 

Name the king of beasts.—Man, because he is the most beastly. 

Enouisu History. 

Who ta the most remarkable character in English History 2~ 
Caracracus. Several years before the Conquest he went to Rome, 
but returned in 1862, when he won the Derby with 8st. 10lb. up. He 
has since retired to his humble cottage in (? Little) Britain. 

Recount some of England's greatest victories.—Lhe fight between 
Sayers and Heenaw, the battle of Hyde Park, the defeats of Oncex, 
Porrer, and Co., the Oxford- Harvard rowing match, the Lorne- Lovisr 
loving match, the verdict against Friswett, the withdrawal of the 
purchase system, and the Battle of Waterloo. 

Pricis. 
Can you write Précis.—Not precisely. 
Puntuic Borpras. 

Name the most noted of our metropolitan buildings.— Holloway Castle, 
the Model Prison, the St. Pancras Vestry Hall, the House of Correc- 
tion, and Clerkenwell Workhouse. 





Only Fair. 

Ir is reported at Portsmouth that Mr. Grirritu, a civil engineer, 
is about o pare attempt to raise The Captain, but that he will 
receive no from the Government. Possibly the Government thinks 
enough money has been sunk in that ill-fated vessel already, or may 
doubt whether, in spite of the mural inscriptions that assert Grirritx 
to be the safe man, he is to be relied upon tv succeed in this spirited 
venture. Only if Ma. Gutrritx raises the wind to raise the vessel 
without the aid of Government, the ship ought certainly to belong to 
him if he is successful. 


Meteor-illogical. 


Marca is said to come in like a lion and go out likea lamb. This 
year it has come in like a Lamb—of Nottmgham! Let us hope it 
will go out like the Lyons who left Paris at the first symptoms of a 


disturbance. 


A HIELAND WEDDIN’. 
(Vide Illustration.) 


Srovut little Jock MacaLium swore 
Though he was not MacaALLUMMORE 
He would like his forbears of yore 
His chief obey— 
He’d wed the girl he did adore 
On that same day ! 


And so at that same hour when guns 
Proclaim the chief of Scotia’s sons 
Weds one of England’s dearest ones 
In Windsor’s halls, 
Through Pentonville news thereof runs, 
ich Jock befalls. 


With bonnet, dirk with jewelled hilt, 
And sporran, philabeg, and kilt, 
(Which mean, kind reader, what thou 
wilt 
From Spurch he strode— _ 
But with a look of conscious guilt 


Approached the road 


For oh! the insults to be borne 

From idler's chaff and Arab’s scorn 

Bedim Jocx’s happy wedding morn— 
For there’s a cr 


Lord, what a guy!” 





All Hot-tentot! 


Apvicgs by the Cape Mails state that the 
heat at the diamond-fields is so oppressive 
as to compel many diggers to abandon the 
search for the present and retreat to the 
coast. There’s a splendid opening for the 
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Macalium, of Pentonville, pe Micon the happy idea of being on the same day as his 


employment of Coolie labour! 


noble chief and in his native dress, and who is thus enabled to show his loyalty and his legs ! 
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ODE 
TO A NOBLEMAN IN CAPITAL CIRCUMSTANCES. 


ae ingenious and classical reader will at once recognise in the 
following elegant composition a modern improvement on Horacr’s 
Ode to Pomprits Groseuvus. This GrospHous—— but on second 
thoughts we decline entering into the history of this Grosphus, or that 
Grosphus, or any other Grosphus who may have spent his mornings 
in driving round the Campus Martius, and his afternoons in dawdling 
about the fashionable are, and his evenings in the curious pleasures 
of Roman gastronomy, nineteen hundred years ago. ] 


Tue billow-tossed voyager prays 

For Ease in the midst of the storm, 
The sbip rolls all manner of ways, 

And he thinks of his club, the Reform. 


e For Ease longeth fierce Captain Sword ; 
The sentry at ease longs for Ease ; 
Your lands will not buy it, my lord, 
Ner all the gems under the seas. 


No monarch may banish—no charm 
The cares of the heart may dispel, 

They haunt the couch, guarded from harm, 
And guarded from slumber, as well. 


How happy is he who, for show, 
Keeps one or two heirlooms at most ; 
Quaint salt-cellar, cream-jug, or 80, 
Not much to be mourned were it lost. 


Why, blest with brief strength, do we hurl 
Our darts into distance? Why crave 
New suns? Will the fugitive churl 
Fly himself, the poor desolate knave ? 


Care boards the state galley, and rides 
With troops charging over the plain ; 

More fleet than the wild winter tides, 
Or—driven by Eurus—the rain. 


All cannot be happy ; to take — 
The joys of the present is wise ; 

Let mirth and philosophy make 
The most of Old Time as he flies. 


Acuitxes was killed in his prime ; 
TitHonvs, he dwindled away. 

And fate may befriend me in time, 
And yet to your lordship say nay. 


Your statues, and paintings, and plate, 
Your parks, and your temples, and trees, 
The horses that neigh at your gate— 
Say, what can I set against these? 


A few roods of land; an old nag, 
That carries me safely along ; 

A poorly trained power to tag 
The lines of a crochetty song ; 


Good fare, without too many cooks ; 
A kettle that hums on the hob ; 
A snuggery full of old books ; 
@ merry contempt for a snob. 


a) 


Surgical Elocution. 


Miss Farrurvutt is to deliver six lectures to the students of the 
Female Medical College. And what do you think the subject is? 
Elocution! As if the young ladies wanted to be taught to talk; why, 
bless’em, that accomplishment comes to them by nature. But perhaps 
Miss Fairurv, intends to teach them Surgical Elocution. e did 
once hear of a voluble lady who it was said could talk your head—and 
80 why not your arm or leg ?—off. We fear the instruments likely to 
be are not wise saws. 


Oh, Reform it altogether ! 


We are glad to see announced the formation of a “ Reform Funerals 
Company,’ having for its object the correction of the abuses intro- 
duced by the undertaker’s professional pageantry. A most laudable 
object and one which has our oupnort and approval. At the same 
time we would beg to suggest to the Company to extend its opera- 

and not only improve funerals—off the face of the earth, but 
remove the cause which renders them necessary. If they will de that 
we will leave them a handsome legacy in our will! 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Mr. Ropert Reece has produced a graceful little fairy tale, called 
Perfect Love at the Olympic Theatre. It is prettily and quaintly 
written in musical blank verse, and is a most agreeable relief after two 
or three hours of the dullness of Ne//. Miss M. Reryuarpt, who 
distinguished herself in the Princess again proves herself to be a 
most perfect elocutionist, and at the same time, a tender, graceful, 
thoughtful actress of the very highest school. All this, and much 
more, could we say in favour of the piece, of the manner in which it 
is placed upon the stage, but it would be impossible to frame a com- 
aa to Mr. Reecsin more unmistakable terms than thdse employed 

y that deep creature, the thinking Critic of the Iiustrated London 
News, so we quote them here. Inthe matter of combined profundity 
and perspicuity his remarks are unequalled. 

There is a mythical interest in the more of this piece which to the thoughtful 
mind is a great though secret charm, and hallows it (the mind, perhaps) to those 


profound feelings which are associated with the mysteries that, in all nations, 
formed the prevailing arguments of the earliest drama. 


Who can deny it? 


Procrustean Measures. 


Tue usual tact of officialism in fitting the foot to the shoe, rather 
than the shoe to the foot, is admirably instanced here :— 
Music is withdrawn, in the new revised code, from the list of subjects for which 


a grant is obtainable in elementary schools. The cause of this sudden step is 
believed to be the inability of more than a few of the inspectors to examine in the 


subject. 

We should have seen in this a good reason for ing the old 
inspectors or appointing special musical inspectors; but the official 
mind goes more directly to the point, and since the shoe won’t come on, 
cuts off the toes in order that it may fit easily. Of course the old 
inspectors having been appointed to tglk about SHakespeare could 
not be expected to know anything about the musical glasses. Still it 
seems strange to us that out of the number of minds, whose inert mass 
has brooded over this question with a view to hatching a solution of 
the difficulty, not one should have hit upon the notion of having an 
Inspector of Music! The official mind is evidently about as much 
burdened with sense as a hen-lobster is with peacock's feathers. 


Grammatical Homeopathy. 


So many people are in the habit of indulging in that little bit of 
‘** bad language ’’ which consists in describing something as being the 
best, instead of the better, of two; that the Saturday Review, with its 
accustomed anxiety for the purity of our language, has set itself to put 
the blunderers right. It does so in this way, inan article on “ District 
Visitors :’’— 

On paper, there can be no doubt that the Sister of Mercy is the more attractive 
figure of the three. 
“The more attractive of three” has the advantage of novelty and 
originality, we admit; but whether it will conduceto the high pu 
the Saturday evidently places before itself is open to question. =. 
sonally we don’t think that it is of much use to try and do away with 
one formula of Housemaid’s English by the introduction of another 
formula of the same dialect. Lut then we don’t believe in gramma- 
tical, or indeed in any kind of, homcopathy. 


Red Republicanism. 

Tue Red Republicans of Paris, say sthe Pali Mall Gazette, advise 
people not to pay rent for their tenements to the proprietors. We 
should say that Red Republican opinions—if this is a sample—are 
likely to get a great many converts. We admit that we ourselves, 
respectable and conservative as we are, feel almost persuaded of the 
soundness of this Kepublican doctrine about four times a year—some- 
where about quarter day generally. 


Plain Language. 
WHEN Sauiszury’s Marquis says England’s effaced, 
His e is idle and vain ; 
And though to a flat his resemblance is traced 
He is clearly not Salisbury Plain ! 


Nautical Mem. 

Tue sea is often noted for its show of “‘ white horses’”’ during a 
gale; but this is the particular season when it makes the most display 
of its Equine-’ocks ! 

A Situation. 
A youTH in the country went out the other day with a shot-gun and 


an ignorance of firearms. He has vacancies now for three fingers and 


a portion ofathumb. NB. No Irish need apply. 
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THE WEDDING PROCESSION. 


72 ss + 


CL 


6. Dr. | 
The Dougal | 
tl e Robes. | 


Standard. 5. The Hornblowers. 
e Dowry. The Groom. 10. 
dissolved in tears. 15. The Mistress of tt 


vy Sea). 4. The 
not ha '” 8. The Do . 9 


re ae 


“ Vet we a 
14. The B 


18. The Bride. 


2. The Master of the Horse. 3. The Pri 
and Mr. J. Lb. T. 


of W 


17. German sausages, cut cut by haggis. 18. The Public. 


Vo BOO Peoccee 


om this occasion only. 


1. The British Lion as he appeared 
Darwin and our disti ancettor 
16. The Matron Majesty of Great Britain. 
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] CONJURATION ! 


He said the ring was in the egg— 
And broke it! On my word, 

Lo, with the ring about its leg 
Forth hopped a tiny bird ! 

Did one but know this trick of tricks 
One's luck would be unmatched— 

For we might count upon our chicks 


| And know they would be hatched! 
I'd fain perform the feat, if I but knew it— 
Oh, Monstevr Herrmann teach me how to do it! 
Next did he from my luckless pate 
Crown-pieces many take 
(Out of my head all coin my fate, 
It always is to make), 
I fain would learn that trick, I swear ! 
My lucky stars I'd thank 
Could I with no more toil or care 
Thus make my head a bank, 
I'd never want for cash if thence I drew it. 
Oh, Monstzur Herrmann, teach me how to do it! 








SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Spoowrvut VI. 





eee So 
, only just, frozen, yet on you go— —skat- 
ing! Just, only just, introduced, yet on you 
go——flirting! In the first case, before you 
know where you are, you are.... “let in’’: 
in the second case, before you know where 
you are.......you—can't get out of it! 
In the first case the water is cold; but in the second, hang it, it’s— 
“hot water” you get into! Why not wait, dear boy, till your affec- 
tions—like the more solid bank, on which it would be so’ much wiser 
to remain—are.........ripa! 
_ Reader, there has been more “ coming-down heavily ”—both on the 
ice and in the world—in connection with “ the figure "’ called “ Cupid’s 
bow ” than perhaps with any other! 

Remember this, in skating and in worldly matters, the great thin 
is—having a good balance, and being able to keep it—on the ice, an 
-+«. the Bank! Cutting threes, double threes, eights, noughts, and so 
on, on the one, isn’t such good fun as drawing them on the other. 


Just act in the world as you would on rotten ice— —avoid that 

is us! Don’t say it’s difficult to discover its rottenness, 

Spy superficiality ; Bah! you know all about it as well as any 

One; it don’t hide itself under a bushel, or even a bush; the real 
secret is, you don’t want to see it, because..... it’s nice! 

Apropos of skating, &c., remember this; Pleasure is selfish: that 

is joy to you means cold, hunger, firelessness, starvation, death 

ven to others: if you like skating whilst others are frozen ; if you 

swimming whilst hundreds of shipwrecked wretches may possibly 

be battling with death in the same sea, don’t—as the wit says—sub- 

scribe to Exeter Hall Missionaries, for not half the people go to the 

d—1 that ought to, nor let your charity degin at home, and..... stop 
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there, but —much more to the parpo3s — be charitable at X-mis 
time, and send a fiver now ani then to the Life Boat Institution. 

Tae Kno or Pavssta has been called the “ Witt of Providence ” ! 
To get rid of him the French have now to pty...... the Bill of im- 
providence ! 

French cooking is wholesone enough, but an entrée a la Prusse will 
always make the (taul to rise. 

The last thing the Kino or Pavasta said at Versailles was certainly 
the best thing he said whilst he was there; he said, in his own German 
Oi «a4 a8 Je m’en vais! 

France, poor France, for you has commanced........ the Rain 
of Tears ! 

Rottenborough—the very stoopidest of men—informs us “he is 
going to Brighten’’: we are really delighted to hear it, and how glad 
his wife will be! 

Running after happiness is exactly like chevying your blown-off 

|hat: just when you think you have caughtit.... whiz... . away it 
goes again, and when you do get it, you findit...... earthy ....- 
muddy. 

Here's a receipt for making .....a good devil. “ Bonis nocet, 
quisquis pepercerit malis!’’ Sonis means bones, aad pepercerit is a 
misprint for—pepper it, sir. Of course. 

If you make a very favourable impression on your first visit any- 
where....... don't call again. 

If you ever should have the misfortune to “let the cat out of the 
bag’’ never, NEVER try and stuff her back again, it’s such a mistake, 
you only make, inveitably make, matters forty times worse. 

We may abuse our friends, but how few of us are there, if we were 
enews to “‘ make a clean breast of it,” but would be found.......- 
all dickey!! 





Guswers to Correspondents, 





{| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 

N.B.—We beg to call the attention of correspondents to the fact that 
our rule requires “‘a stamped and directed envelope.’” In cases where merely 
a stamp is enclosed, we shall not return MSS, and shall let the stamps 
accumulate for the benefit of the nearest chari'y. 

First Fruits or A Lapy’s W1t.— Hardly ripe enough. 

Doa's Nose.—We should say, decidedly, Cur-tail. ; 

DramMatic-cuss.—Look here, you go and write a piece and get it 
accepted and played, and then we ll see about engaging ea Or take 
oat a patent for the manufacture of cables out of eand. Enrther will suit 
our purpose. 

B. T.—The sketch and its libretto will not do. Your right course 
would have been first to invent @ jote, and then to learn to draw, so as to 
illustrate it. After that you might have sent it to us. Even then we 
might reject. But “time is on your eids’’ as Mr, Gladstune said ;—at 
least we have none—to spare. : os 

I. E. G. Oat > pleasant conceit—but it is vanity to suppose 
 ah’’ rhymes with “ s‘ar’’! 

A Ruapsp or Fun.—No, you're not; or you'd have known better than 
to send the for- Lorne joke. 

| A ConsTaNT READBR—THROUGH THE 8HOP-WINDOW.—Clearly not 
| worth a penny! . 
| Declined with thanks:—H. J., Cornhill; M. F., Upper Norwood; 
C.C. C., South Hackney; E L, Maidstone; J. M., Brixton-road ; 
Croppy; C. J. St. C.; J. H. H., Brighton; B. T.; Camel, Glasgow; 
|W. P. Brighton ; Pumpkin, Sebastopol ; C. W. M., Greenock ; Captaia J., 
Notting-hill; T. B. A.; H. G., Mincing-lane; H. W., Croydon; R. A., 
Portobello; R. W. de L.; 8. J. P., Cheapside ; Fact, Limehouse-road; A, 
McG, C.; M. T., Islington; H. N., Kew; W. H.; Biddy; M.58., Liver- 
pool; Toodles; L. 8.; J. C,. Glasgow; H. R., Tonbridge ; pees; 
Augus‘us de R.; W. ; Members of Camberwell Cockalorum Club; W. J.J, 
Cambridge; G. H.; 8. L.; U. C. H.; M., Coldharbour-lane ; me Ws Ges 
| Stoke-on-Trent ; Tim says he; M. C., Fun-loving; H. E. G., Morton- 
street; E. W., Stamford-street ; Buff. 
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Mamma :—“ Dm NorAu HEAR THE STORM IN THE NIGHT?” 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MARCH. 

Tur Overland Monthly shows somewhat clearly that the master's 
hand has left the rudder. This number is very unlike its predecessors, 
and one glance at the names in the table of contents (hitherto the 
names were not given until the Index at the end of the volume) will 
do something to explain the decadence. There is a preponderance of 
female names, a corresponding absence of the masculine tone. 
ane the number is a poem by Mr. Sroppaxp, and there is an 

by Pasgxtice Mvuiyorp called “ Balty,” that is pleasantly 
reminiscent of Bust Haars. The “ Grizzly ” are unsuitable 
for a magazine. 

In the Atlentie Monthly there is the beginning of a very clever 
Hawthorne-like » “* The Passionate Pilgrim.” Mr. K1no’s article 
on “Glaciers” is interesting in the highest degree, and there are 
several other pleasant “The Whispering Gallery” hardly 
maintains the promise of its first instalment. 

Our Young Folks is eminently readable this month. “Jack Hazard ”’ 
is capital, and “ i ” is comical, 

We may fairly include here, as an occasional publication, The 
Marquis of Lorne and the Clan Campbell (Hoao, York-street) which is 
an amusing and instructive résumé of the Cam i from the 
earliest times. The coloured plates of the Loans and Louise (we 

Tux Sranpanp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 

Catalogue, says :—“ The practical information furnished is in- 
this 


tre and will no doubt be appreciated by those who 
useful htéle work.” . ne 

Covrr Journal, 19th March, 1870 :—* Mr. E. W. Streeter, gold- 
smith and sues 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely -bound 


diamond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 
Unrrep Szxvice the pollens April, 1870 :—*“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
e 





ecessor in th th’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
oe with handy-work, and publishes books ing his ious 


specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” 


| Norah :-—“ Yrs, Mamma! Tum Winn near/y woke ME SEVERAL TIMES !” 


didn’t know there was a clan Lovissz) tattans, with vignette portraits 





- a 
aan senate 








might be dispensed with. 

We have also received Golden Hours, The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion, 
Gardener's Magasine, Gentleman's Journal, Young Ladies’ Journal, Cope s 
Tobaceo Plant. Le Foliet, Iliustrated Review, and the Burgomasiers 


Daughter (Rainbow Stories), 





Kaffee Kan’t 
Tus new kind of coffee may be said to be very—if not berry— 


peculiar. 

Indu: try. Staff-Commander R. L. Cleveland, was ordered not to leave Simon’s 
Bay or England until after the arrival of the Thalia. On the arrival of the latter 
vessel the dndustry proceeds home, calling in at Jellah Coffee. 


We've heard of brown coffee, and even of black coffee, and we can 
swallow them, but we draw the line at yellah coffee. It’s ado—its 
chic’ry-anery ! 


Waas an Irishman is quick to appreciate: The Jist of an Argu- 
men 








NOTICE. | 
In future the charge for all back numbers of “ Fun,’ after siz months 


Srom date of publication, will be Twopence. 
Mornine ADVERTISER, 12th | March, 1870 :-—*“ It has claims on all 


persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest petterne of the art of the goldsmith, with the 
additional advan they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such t and rich specimens of orna- 
ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive 

Pusuic Orrmion, 16th April, 1870 :—“ The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign. 


eating tet Mlal tet aad ienncdie t 5 ; 
Printed by JUDD & Cy., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Ifill Peters’? Commons, and Published (for the Prarrictor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: Mareb 25, 1871. 
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VOL. XII. 





LUN. 


FATE’S FAVOURS. 


Aas, that Fate for ever should withhold 

Her favours, at the time when most we lack ’em— 
Just out of reach suspends the bags of gold, 

And only when too late will let us sack ’em, 
(So would some guardians give to paupere old 

Filberts ad /ib— when they’ ve no teeth to crack ’em.) 
In short the gift of Fate is in reality 
Most properly described as a fatality. 


So Catvvs, o'er whose heud su many years 
Had passed, they left it bald as any basin, 
An uncle had, who kept, as it appears, 
A coiffeur’s shop some fashionable place in. 
Well, Catvus when his uncle’s death he hears, 
His legacy the dead man’s will would trace in— 
And finds the barber leaves his hairless heir 
Heaps of pomatum, and a slaughtered bear! 


So, too, the hunter who the livelong day, 
In tropic climes and very sultry weather, 
Ranging the tangled woods in search of prey, 
Gets not a glimpse of either fur or feather, 
And, disappointed, feels inclined to say 
‘“‘ Hang it, I'll give up shooting altogether— 
I should not mind had I a piccary shot, 
Or if I could a leopard, peppered, pot! ”’ 


When, lo, the words our friend has barely said 
Before a herd of furious peccaries see him. 
And rush to slay him with such anger dread 
That he must bough to it—in fact they tree him ; 
And then he finds a leopard everhead 
Prepared to swallow—just by way of tea—him :— 
Whereon he murmered, with no thought of chaff, 
That Fate had been too generous—by half! 


I knew a man—my story to declare— 
Who often times would bitterly lament him 
That he'd no child, no little son and keir: 
But learnt at last his wife would soon present him 
With that, for which he'd vexed the Fates in pray r— 
One boy, he murmured, would full well content him : 
When, hapless couple, Fate so hardly bore on ’em, 
The wished-for son and heir was—girls! and “ four on 
"em ! %? 


It was too much to bear! He ran away 

And left his wife and family behind him, 
Who, after searching for him many a day, 

Counted him lost because'they couldn’t find him. 
But he meanwhile was on the salt sea-spray, 

On board a ship where he'd a birth assigned him, 
One of those very small berths that a ship lets,— 
No fear of quartettes there—or even triplets! 


Alas, upon a rock the vessel struck 
And sank—as captain, passengers, and crew did, 
Except our friend who with his usual luck 
Swam to a rock though many sharks pursue did ! 
There, leagues from land, behold our hero stuck 
Upon a desert isle, no ship e’er view did, 
And he'd saved nought except a cookery book— 
Because he’d nothing in the world to cook ! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, March 29, 1871. 


THE NEW MARSEILLAISE. 


Amar, ye heroes of the slums, 
The jans all have gone away ! 
The tyrant government becomes, 
With all order and concerd, your prey— 
With all order and concord, your prey! 
Fear nothing! You shall not be hart 
Although the suldiers come in sight ; 
The Prussians they'd not dare to fight, 
But they'll find courage to desert! 
To arms, ye Belleville roughs! Fall in, each knave and brute! 
March on! Marchon! Defenceless men ‘tis pretty safe to shoot! 


The coward Government dared save 
Poor Paris, almost overthrown,— 
For which we patriots were brave 
To give al/ lives—excepting our own— 
To give ail lives—excepting our own! 
Be bold—the Prussians are not near! 
Our foes are few, unarmed ; we ll floed 
The streets of Paris with their blood ; 
We patriots have no cause to fear! 
To arms, ye eville roughs! Fall in, courageous mob! 
March on! March on! In Freedom's name to murder and to rob! 


The Schoolmaster a-field. 


Wr are delighted to see in the Bridport News, a Dorset paper, that 
in spite of the discouragement arising from the inefficiency of the 
School Board, Education is making a stride in the country :— 


WANTED, TWO PLOUGHBOYS. At Lady-day (educated).—Apply, &c. 


Of course, the two ploughboys and not Lady-day, are intended to be 
educated, and we may fairly conclude that those happy youths will 
receive higher wages than would lads without education. And that, 
we submit, is a practical way of encouraging education, for naturally 
if ploughboys find it adds something to their customary -crown a 
week (Dorset we believe) they will avail themselves of every 
possible opportumity of acquiring it. The scheme is so ingenious and 
en that if we did not feel sure that the advertiser, Mx. 

*arMITER Of Melplash Court, must be too modest to desire such 
publicity, we should not hesitate to give his name and address in full. 


Ne 


An Opening. 
We observe in a daily contemporary an advertisement, to the 
following effect — 


——'S PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL ENQUIRY OFFICE.—Mr. —— 
conducts enquiries in Divorte, tleeion, Libel and other matters, N.B.—A gente- 
man wanted as Assistent Pariner. . 


Now, then, Gentlemen, don’t all speak at once! 





Freedom of Opinion. 


® Tus Dundee Advertiser alleges that people have Jately been turned 
out of their holdings im Caithnese-shire for chocsing a minister for 
their parish against the wishes of their landlord. That liberal-minded 
being seems to think that the»maxim cujus est solum, ejus est usgue ad 
e@ium means that he haaehatve of the souls of his tenants. Ours is 
indeed a land of civil and religiwus liberty. As for freedom of opinion 
—why the y in question would be startled at the freedom of the 
opinion we have of Aim ! 





Re-Joyce. 


Tuexx has been a sensation breach of promise case—Joyce v. BLAKE, 
damages £10,000—at these Galway assizes. As the plaintiff is a lady 
of great personal attractions, the “Gal” had her “way” with a 
susceptible Irish jury, and Mr. Biaxz found to ay A Nee = five 
thousand pounds damages), that he is “not the man for Galway,” 


Prophesying after the Event. 


A craimovrant doctor of Hartford, U.S., protlaims his superiority 
over other seers on the that he “ fortells the past and present 
as well as the future ” @ should say he would Sechabhy “ foretell” 
them much better: as the Irishman said, one gets on better when one 
gocs backwards, or stands still. 





A Sevr ror tux Burzx.—The abolition of purchase. 











OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Dusturpances in Paris. Soldiers fraternise with the people. Of 
course! Anything sooner than fight! — Insurgents capture and shoot 
two Generals. If the Prussians would send the Turcos to Paris, they 
would find fitting opponents in these savages. = Two prisoners at 
Haddington gammoned the governor into their cell, locked him in and 
escaped. How did Ae like it? = Scotsman says Dieras1i i# going to 
advocate extension of franchise to women. Hasn't he got eneugh old 
women in his party as it is ? = It turns out that signalmen at Wigan 
on Lancushire and Yorkshire Line have twenty three hours work at a 
spell, once a week. Oddly enough there was a collision there! — 
French Minister of Finance about to open a competition for design for 
new five franc pieces. Here’s a design—obverse, Liberty. Reverse, 
Montmartre. = Woman at Liverpool gave a child five drops of 
laudanum to quiet it. She was eminently successful. She has since 
had an interview with the coroner and a few friends. = The National 
Guard in Paris have for the first time since the war began, found 
| courage to discharge their guns. In justice to them it should be 
| stated the people they fired on were unarmed! = Menorri GaxiBaLp1 
‘said to command the Montmartre rabble. If so, we sincerely hope 
| that, when taken, he will be shot. = Central Committee, headed by 
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| Ass-r. ‘ Bottom, thou art translated!’? = The Committee warn their | 


| fellow-citizens there are many “returned convicts” among the 
| National Guards. It is invidious to draw attention to a distinction 
that is no difference. = Oxford will win the boat-race this year. Of 
| course subject to the condition that Cambridge doesn’t. 
——=DhDhDhDnDDnna==s 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 212. 
Tue Armies of Germany homeward have rolled, 
But foemen more cruel of Paris sieze hold; 
Her degenerate sons, who ne’er dared to repel 
The invader, find courage ’gainst peace to rebel ; 
The streets are blockaded—the rioters cheer— 
The soldiers desert to the rebels through fear. 
And it’s, oh, jor a taste of First Consul’s power 
To sweep all these dogs into Seine in an hour! 


1. Where turbid Kizil Irmak flows 
Through Asia Minor’s lands, 
This town, “as every schoolboy knows,’ 
Above the river stands. 


2. Twinkle, twinkle, little star ; 
Though perhaps you thousands are ! 


> 
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3. Gaily forth our knight ’gan prance, 

In gleaming steel arrayed ; 
While with the pennon of his lance 
The breezes lightly played. 


4. You say that woman’s dress is hideous— 
Not to include men’s coats I think invidious. 


5. He’s son of that old lion-chief, 
Whose generalship came late to grief. 


6. * Let dogs delight to bark and bite—’’ 
You'll find that this cock-will not fight 


7. Did they deem the eagle would remain 
Bound to this tiny shore! 
He beat his wings—he broke the chain— 
He soared aloft once more. 


8. “I'm a thorough old Tory,” said he, “ so, I pray, 
Just take all your novel inventions away !”’ 


9. ** When Matacut wore the collar of gold 
That he won from the proud invader,” 
I wonder if collars were often suld 
By the regular goldsmith and trader. 


10. On either side the altar, lo! 
e Six tall candles stand a-row. 


Soivrion or Acrostic No. 210.— France, Repair: Familiar, Rugose 
Asp, Neuralgia, Chiriqui, Extensor. 


Conurct SeiuTions or Acro+t1~ No. 210, Recxtven Marcu 22nd.- Timothy and 
Co, ; Kuby’s Ghost, Witch ; Sniffing Pig. 


eee 


A Classical Note. 


A CORRESPONDENT writes to say that he has seen announced “ The 
Bacchw of Euripedes,” and he wants to know what kind of baccy it 
was. We presume it was of the same kind as that which Syxriyx told 
Pan to “ put in his pipe and smoke.” : 
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A SERENADE. 


By A Devorep DARwINITE. 





On, listen, dearest, while I chant beneath your lattice hizh 
In mufiled tones— because you know your father’s room 1s nigh, 
And if he heard my tender strain beneath the silver moon 
It’s more than likely he would style my tune inopportune— 
Tink-a-tink-a-tink-a-tink ! 
My tune inopportune! 


Alas! they strive to part us, though they know our love is true, 
And you're as much attached to me, as I’m attached to vou! 
Ah, would the world could now run back to Nature's morning tide, 
And we were two Ascidians growing sweetly side by side— 
‘link-a-tink-4-tink-a-tink! 
So sweetly side by side ! 


Or would, in later ages, when some centuries had sped, 
That each of us had pointed ears, and was.a quadruped ; 
I'd gather nuts and roote for you— how happy we should be, 
While sitting side by side upon the branch of some huge tree— 
Tink-a-tink-a-tink-a-tink ! 
The branch of some huge tree! 


—— 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Sroonrvut VII. 
EEP - BO! 


youth is quite charming! 
great fun, immense ex- 
citement ; but don’t have 


the parties who —send 
out those beastly dun co- 
loured documents; with 
the people who use those 






: disgusting dark blue 
BN \\\\""/ “wove” envelopes and 
; r De VLN*, letter paper; don't have to | 
RRP On a Me See Ge gn) play it with duns, credi- 
SEIN SNE LSS SETA tong, Harpies, who'll be— | 


each one—only too harpy to be, however well you may tulk, creditor 


jump down your throat if you attemptto put’emoff. 7Z%ey'll say | 


peep-bo to you, O goose, in a jiffey, if you give them but half a 
chance. Do not do it! 

We are told “to take care of the pennies, and that the pounds will 
then take care of themselves’”’; we don’t believe a word of it; you 


take care of the sovereigns—and jivers, dear boy—and hang the 


coppers. 
Buying “jewellery” and..... 


different matters. 


We call the Spaniard—indolent! he calls an Englishman —Ing-lazy ; 

i between the two is sometimes this: with the indolent | 
Spaniard, ask him to do anvthing, no matter what, everything is.... | 
“Manana,” to-morrow! With the indolent Inglazy spendthrift,every- | 


thing is....... buy an’ buy!! With the Spaniard how sad this is, 


perhaps said 5, —an ecclesiastic..... when 


Walk in the path of Virtue! N.B.—Provided..... it's your own. 


The wicked man who is rich, is not by any manner of means a 
wicked man ; Oh dear no, he’s..... “a naughty man!” 

Here’s something for little Smirx, M.P., to dodge up to bring into | 
his next speech; it may pase for original, for his own—among | 
strangers. “The Wooden Walls of Old England,’’ Mr. Mayor an 
gentlemen, are quite put in the shade just now by the......ah.... | 
Ram-parts of our Ironclads (laughter and bravo); may they, however, | 
(hear, hear,and cheers), may they prove hardships to our ‘ves ! (Brayvo, | 
Hooray) may they (Hear Hear, ’ear ’ear) may they (’ooruy for Sairk, | 
angcore) may they in their Sea-ram-ie quality (immense cheering— 
from two men who alone see the joke) Which we Englishmen have spent a— 
a— Minton (same two men cheer again) never prove brittle (no, no,) 
but—ah—but— Breaking!!! ! Surek, M.P., think of this. 

We hear people spoken of as “ not having a second idea”’; Pshaw! | 
that’s nothing ; we know a /ot of people who haven't even a first one, 


KUN. 


Certainly; by | 
all means, rekp-xo! in. 
early youth, or with early — 


to per peep-bo later on | 
wit 


paying for it, are two utterly , 


e ought to pray; with | 
the spendthrift how sad this is, perhaps said when—for—a necklace | 
he Aas tick ...... and he ought to pay! 
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The part of the Park men like to bask in—alone ; The Lady's smile. 
| Dining with “the Blues,” and having the blues at dinner, is not in 
_ the least the same thing. 
| The difference between having a swell face, and a swell'd face is 

very unpleasant, 1s very distressing, is most disagreeable. 
| __ You may learn something from the very greatest fool...... what 
| NOT to do! 
| Appropriate flower for some men’s coats; not adaffudowndilly, but a 
| duffer down (Picea)-dilly ! 
| _ Cleanliness —_ be godliness, yet ow many men are there not, who 
| think a great deal more of having a-blue-tie-on than......ef..... 
| ablution !! 
| They say a man’s atyle of dress gives a clue to his character. What 
| precious bad characters some of you fellers are then to be sure. 
| AUGUSTUS any one can ise you in your lion’s skin, and your Ars- 
| trachan skin, and your skin ; it don’t require one to be vory 
in-telligent to tell a gent at once, for, that which you look upon as 
| “nobby,” other people only look upon as—snobby: don’t be a phool, 
and pretend to be what you are not, for........ you do it a» 
| badly! Miss Mary hanne ‘igs of ‘igate, dear, borrerd plooms iw 
_hojus! Look at these ostriches without their lost es, their 
feathers ; ye / don’t look half as bad without them ea yom do 
see esesia with’em! 








{ 
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GLORY. 


Lines Huna on A Psa. 


Younc Kart for glory oft had sighed, 


And when the war began, 

He hurried to his post with pride ; 
Twas in the battle’s van. 

Alas, he in the-oaee was shot 

! On Saarbruck’s heights so gery ; 

And thus in hospital he got - 

| His first slight taste of glory. 

And now the long campaign is o'er, 
And Peace the Frenchmen beg ; 

Karz hobbles to his cottage door 
Upon a wooden leg. 

Promotions, honours, crosses rained 
On others—the old story. 

The wooden leg was «ll he gained, 
That could embody glory. 


Quoth Kart “ My orders are reversed, 
And Glory seems in fault ; 

Por that which bade me march at first 
Now makes me always halt. 

This member's a stump-orator 
(Mo odds if Whig or Tory), 

Fle preaches peace—that’s what he’s for, 
And not at all for glory.”’ 


Tooth—and Nail. 
A weppinc breakfast imaugurates the Honeymoon with éclat; that 
blissful period often terminates with—a claw, 





Tus Missive Linx.—A revolving light. 
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AN ELABORATE COMPLIMENT. 


Kitty :—“ Now, do you cALL HER PRETTY ?” 


Pits-noodle :-—*“ Paxtry! 


No; 


UGLY—VERY UGLY — IN FACT THE UGLIEST WOMAN I EVFR SAW. 


COURSE, AH, PRESENT COMPANY xXCEPTED! ”’ 
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Coming Events: A Few Aquatic Suggestions. 


[Aprit 1, 1871, 





Aw! HAT I8, YE KNOW, OF 





A Nice Toy. % 


AmorTuER at New- 
castle the other day 
got a gun and began 
snapping caps at her 
baby in order to 
amuse it! The top 
of the child’s head 
has not been seen 
since. Motherswho 
fireat their offspring 
to amuse them will 
please note the cir- 
cumstance. 





Hypothec. 


A CORRESPONDENT 
asks us the meaning 
of “Hypothec.” 
Candidly, we don't 
know: but that shall 
not prevent our giv- 
ing him the best ex- 
planation in our 
power. Jt looks to 
us like somebody 
trying to say “ Hy- 

rite,” with the 
iccups. 





THe VEHICLE FOR 
a Comic Man. —A 
Goak-cart. 


on 
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THE LAST (AND WORST) “OCCUPATION OF PARIS.” 
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THE COMING BOATRACE. 
Str,—According to promise :— 


O'er Putney’s path I’ve wandered, 
On its many sights I've pondered 
And I've often heard the paddle of the cockney’s own canoe; 
But oh, never in the gloam‘ng 
Have I met the cruisers roaming— 
If I had I should have asked them, Which will win the riband blue? 


I engaged a famous sculler, 
One who had an eye for colour, 
And we waited in the reaches for the advent of the crews; 
But the rain come down so drizzling 
That my oarsman talked of mizzling, 
And soon left me in the pathway in possession of the blues. 


By the blues I don’t mean bobbies, 
Who among their special hobbies 
Have an earnest and insane desire to move the peaceful on, 
While they’re blind to the disgraces 
Which abound in all the places 
Where the public congregate, the crews to criticise and con. 


By the blues I mean that feeling 
Which, oft o’er my senses stealing, 
Makes me clethe surrounding objects in the dismallest of guise ; 
But although I had good reason 
For my thoughts, which were in season, 
The blues I'd got were not the blues I’d meant to recognise. 


There! You'll tell by the foregoing 
That I didn’t see the rowing 
Of the Oxford or the Cambridge, of the dark or light blue eight. 
: But I'm off again to morrow, 
And, come sunshine, storm, or sorrow, 
I'll vaticinate the winner if you’ll only kindlv wait. 





[ANOTHER ACCOUNT. ] 


I Have, as is usual with me at this time of year, taken up my 
residence on Hammersmith Bridge, where I have an uninterrupted 
view of the famous course as it winds from the balmily-breezed Soap- 
works till it becomes lost in the obscurity of Chiswick mudbanks. §5 
sweetly it flows on, that I feel almost compelled to apostrophise it in 
this strain :— 

O ever-flowing course, of course you little reck, 

That o’er your heaving bosom glides the dark blue deck*— 
Glides like a thing of life ; yet being but inches wide, 

She goes along most swiftly, and quite outstrips the tide. 


_ I was sweeping the horizon from the bridze—not that that useful 
item of a descriptive writer’s vocabulary had intruded on my nobility ; 
—I was endeavouring to see as far as I could round the corner towards 
Putney—when I saw the Cambridge eight come dashing along in 
beautiful style. Every man in the boat was rowing, except one, and 
he was pulling the strings by which one or two of the crew appeared 
to work. They passed under the bridge and soon vanished in the 
distance. I was enraptured, and gave my opinion to various people 

resent,which opinion was to the effect that Cambridge was sure to win. 

uddenly, however, I heard a loud shout from the towpath, and in 
another moment the dark blue vessel tripped her anchor, and with all 
her crew and passengers on board bore down upon us. I must confess 
I liked the appearance of Oxford, and therefore reconsidered the 
opinion I had just before expressed ; but I am still very undecided as 
to who will prove the extremely absolute and undecided winner. If I 
knew any one who was making a place book on the result I could give 
him some good information, or I shouldn't mind doing a discretionary 
investment—say on the Goodfellow principle. I can guarantee all 
subscribers 6 to 4, if they will allow me—and me only—to do the 
commission, and full particulars as to result can be obtained on Monday 
quail i But at present I am—as I have said before—very un- 


[LATEST PARTICULARS. | 


Pvstic epinion here is in favour of Oxford. 

Since writing the foregoing line public opinion has changed slightly, 
and seems unsettled, but, undaun as ever, I scorn to split my vote, 
and shall plump (whelly, decidedly, and distinctly) for Oxon; and 
ae ee ee ee enitmaieamsinak 


_* I think dark blue deck is a good notion. I’m not quite sure that it is nautically 
right, but I’m certain that it is poetically beautiful. 





BUN. 
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why ? because beef is dear to all Englishmen (we give a shilling a» 
pound for bladebone here). 


Behold the flashing blades dip in the turbid wave 

Where costers and their kiddies are eft wont to lave. 

See, see, they fly, the Oxen nobly win, 

List to my prophecy, then “lamb you'll skin.” 

AUGSPUR. 
P.S.—While sojourning on the river bank I was struck with the 

following brilliancy—Why are tug convoys always liable to detach- 
ment? I was about giving it up myself, as I mislaid the answer, 
but, at the moment of going to press, remembered that it is, Because 
they are only joined by a tow rope. 





MY ANCESTOR. 


My ancestor—’twas ages, please, 
Ere swells of Norman blood 
Could boast of genealogic trees ; 
They were not e’en in bud !— 
4 ancestor he owned a tree, broad-beughed, and strong and high. 
What peer can boast an ancestor more highly-born than I? 


He valued money not a jot, 
Of rank he took no heed ; 
But daily food by labour got 
His family to feed. 
For no one did he friendship feign. He never told a lie. 
What peer can buast an ancestor more finely-bred than I? 


He did not care about French cooks; 
But chiefly lived on fruit ; 
He never read improper books, 
At law ne'er had a suit; 
His loving spouse no chignon wore ; she did not paint or dye. 
What peer can boast of ancestors more virtuous than I 


’Tis true that he had pointed ears, 
Was hairy, wore a tail; 
He went on all-fours, it appears, 
And trees was wont to scale: 
(He sprang—so Darwin says—from an Ascidian, by the bye) 
Well, who can boast an ancestor more wonderful than I? 





Black and White. 


E:cutT coloured lawyers have been admitted to the Bar at Washing- 
ton. What a pity that at the American Bar wigs are not worn. The 
new members with their horsehair would look like so many Hottentot 
Venuses just risen from a sea of soapsuds, with the lather in their curls. 
They will give quite a new complexion to the system of pleading, no 
doubt, and will have no difficulty in proving that black 1s white—or 
at any rate dark grey. Well, we wish them all success. May they 
arrive at the head of their profession—though to be sure that’s some- 
thing like wishing that it may go wool-gathering. 


The Language of Flowers, 


We often hear of the “ pink of propriety.” Can we not with equal 
propriety speak of the “ lie-lack of truth” ? 

Is Hollyhock to be added to the list of British wines ? 

How is the disturbed state of the Continent likely to affect the 
coming-up of single and double stocks? Is it likely to interfere with 
the dividend on Ten Weeks Stocks ? 

Is it possible to utilise the clippings of phlox for any other purpose 
than that of coverings fer beds ? 

Tue emblem of Ireland is a shamrock. A pink would be more ap- 
propriate for a car-nation. 


Left A-loan! 


AMERICAN papers say that so strong is the habit of borrowing money 
in Chieago that the Michigan Central Railway Company have two 
large painted signs in their depét:— ‘‘ Caution to Passengers: Don’t 
lend your money to strangers.” There is little fear of our institutions 
being Americanised in this direction! An Englishmar does not need 
to be warned “ not to lend his money ’’—to friends. 


Of Course. 
Ir is rumoured that the presentation of Master McGrath to Her 
Masesty will make Heir-huoting more popular than ever this season 
among “ Belgravian mothers.” 
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THE SEASON. 


Dear Beestz,—My silence I know hag been rude—but yet you'll 
forgive me, because you'll conclude that the late Royal Marriage at 
Windsor I viewed, and you do not so think without reason. I meant 
to indite an epistle as long as all the way out round the Cape to Hong 
Kong, about it—but, ah, I've no time with the throng of things one 
must do in “ The Season!” 

Papa's every night in the House until late, so for him to escort of 
course we don't wait—if we did he would _ that some dreadful 
debate an em had laid all M.P.’s on! mamma takes us out to 
each party and “hop.” Pray, pardon the slang, but, you see (to talk 
“‘shop"’) if one wants men to pop, one in “ hops’’ counts the crop, and 
the probable fruits of “‘ The Season.” 

a pity it is that at balls such as these, the best partvers are 
always the worst of parties (you'll observe I am learning to pun, if 
you ; an emphasi the parties on). Mamma shakes 

er when I go for a spin with a poor younger son, who can 
dance—but “no tin”; while with those, who have fortunes a girl 
vught to win, one gets the worst dance of “ The Season.” 
night (I wore tulle with a blue satin skirt) 1 chose Caprain 
Lacxsowsy out for a flirt—Lorp B. wasn't there, and so how could it 
hurt ? But mamma seemed to think it was treason! No matter, dear 
Bessrz! Loup B. is a catch—and I think that he’s likely to come to 
the scratch—so don't be surprised if you hear of a match for 


ours lovingly, Baa, 
EASON ! 





Chi-gnon é Vero! 


“ My love,” said Mrs. Maypur to her spouse on returning from her 
drive, “I have had a hair-breadth "—“* Ah" said the brute, 





“you were well out of danger if it was the same hair that you've got 
on now!” 

A Dry Remark. 
“ Kesgp your powder dry!” Yes, by all means; but if you think 


you can best attain that object by keeping it in the oven, don’t expect 
us to call on you. 


TuHRzeaTentne Letters to Dramatic Authors.—’S ’S ’S. 











A PHILOSOPHICAL REFLECTION. 


Tue halls were lit—the band struck up— 
And wealth and beauty shone 

To crown with joy young Romgo’s cup: 
Why looks young Romero wan 7? 

By trouble is his brow o ercast— 
He sighs with anxious air, 

‘I feel this glove is cracking fast, 
And I’ve no second pair! ”’ 


*Tis ever thus in this poor world 
Some grief in joy takes part— 

A tiny worm is always curled 
Within the rose’s heart: 

And those who with the blest are classed 
Oft sigh o’er hidden care ; 

They feel the glove is cracking fast, 
And have no second pair! 


Then be advised, my dear young friend, 
And aye, as pleasure bids, 

When you to ball or party wend— 
Just take two pairs of kids. 

*Tis simple counsel, but how vast 
The grief that it will 

To feel though these gloves crack so fast, 
You have a second pair. 








Old and Crusted. 

Mars. Rvex of Alleghany County, Virginia, died the other day at the 
age of 117, leaving behind her an orphan girl only 98 years old. The 
Rusk family must come of a We Sebed batch. Tn England we have 
no instances of Sally Lunn-gevity to show against these old cakes! 





Fit and Proper. 
Lone waistcoats are the rule with helpers in racing stables—backer? 
of race horses should sport those of a ‘‘ straight ’’ pattern. 





THE WORST TREE TO BE UP.—The All-Up-as Tree. 
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HOW I WAS SHOT FOR A SPY. 
(By ovr SprctaL CorrEsponpDeENT.) 


Wirx the most innocent intentions in the world, I was strolling 
about the neighbourhood of Montmartre, examining the bore of the 
cannons, and gauging with my fore-finger the barrels of the 
mitrailleuse. I was quietly yet elegantly attired in the undress 
uniform of the Squampshire Militia—a green coatee, crimson panta- 
loons, and Hessian boots. 

As I was stooping over one;of the field-pieces, I became aware of 
the fact that there was a bayonet about somewhere. My crimson 
pantaloons are thin and not calculated to turn the point of that weapon. 
Turning round with considerable rapidity I saw benind me an 
| immense and ferocious National Guard with his chassepot at the 
' charge. To open my umbrella as a defence and to say in my best 
English “ Don’t be a fool!’’ was the work of several moments, more 
or less. I studiously abstain from speaking French, partly because I 
don’t know the language, and partly because I find if you talk English 
to a Frenchman and he doesn’t understand you, you can’t come to 
words, and consequently avoid many quarrels. 

In a few minutes I found myself surrounded by a crowd, to which I 
appealed for aid. Unfortunately they misunderstood my meaning, 
and applauded the savage with a bayonet, who kept lunging at me, 
to the destruction of a new silk umbrella. Soon the bystanders began 
to raise a cry, which I had been informed meant ‘spy,’ and proceeded 
to seize and shake me. They next took me up by the heels, which 
resulted in all my small change falling out of my pockets. It was 
promptly “ requisitioned’? by prominent members of the Central 
Committee. I recognised my shoemaker among the crowd, and 
appealed to him to witness I was nota spy. He answered that it was 
a beautiful day, that he had come out to enjoy a holiday, that he had 
never seen a military execution, and he thought the opportunity too 
good to be lost. I made a vow I would not again employ him. I was 
forcibly dragged along the streets until they found a convenient wall. 
As it was newly whitewashed, I protested in the interest of my cherry- 
coloured small-clothes, but my objection was overruled. 

A mitrailleuse was speedily brought from a neighbouring street and 
pointed directly at me. My original captor was entrusted with the 
task of discharging it. Owing to his turning the handle the wrong 
way, not being accustomed to the instrument, it got out of tune and 
wouldn’t work. Another was however speedily provided. 

They asked me if I should like to have my eyes bandaged with my 
pocket handkerchief. I said decidedly so—knowing that somebody 
had borrowed it, and would probably be reluctant to return it. The 
shoemaker on learning this said he had a clean bandanna at my 


service. I declined the offer. I would not be bandaged, I said. 

I saw the National Guard take the handle of the dreadful instru- 
ment— 

Crrrrrrr! 

Banc!! 


I sprang to my feet! 

‘¢ My dear”’ said my wife, “‘ you're getting into a shocking habit of 
taking naps after lunch. 1 think your liver must be out of order.” 

But, I exclaimed, that discharge of cannon! ‘“ Why, of course”’ 
ov answered, “the concert—the Peace celebration at the Crystal 

ace!”’ 

Ah, said I, to be sure! But is not the discharging of cannons an 

odd way of expressing Peace and Harmony ? 


Accidents will Happen. 


A souicitor’s clerk who had grown grey in his employer's service 
was running his eye over a deed when his attention was for a moment 
distracted; trivial as this may appear, he Jost his place. 


And Echo answers, Where ? 


It is sheer folly to speak of the “ effacement’’ of England; when 
that contingency is a fait accompli, we shall be glad to know where 
Continental nations will go—to borrow money. 


From the City, ye see. 


Wuen aman commences in business as the proprietor of a restaurant 
those of his friends who are capable of rising to the occasion should 
give him “a lift.” 


Put on the Skid. 
_ Scurepam, an excellent thing in its way, has the property, when 
imbibed too freely, of causing the speech to resemble “ Double 
} Dutch.’”’ 
Stuff! 
- Wuar Tax hurts nobody ?—Taxid rmy. 


ST 





TELEGRAMS. 


LATEST 





RUMOURED RE-OCCUPATION or PARIS ny tuz PRUSSIANS. 
EXPECTED CAPITULATION OF THE MONTMARTRE REBELS. 
(Par TRANS-SINISTRINE TELEGRAPH.) 
Bsriry, April 1. 


Tue Emperor has consulted Count Moutxe as to the best means of 
restoring order in Paris. The Count has proposed that half-a-dozen 
Uhlans should be sent to take the heights of Montmartre and kill or 
capture its defenders. 
VERSAILLES. 

It is confidently expected here that it will not be necessary to put in 
effect the extreme measure proposed by Count Motrxe. It is believed 
that as soon as the Reds hear that the Uhlans have left Berlin, they 
will surrender to the National Assembly. 


Give your Orders, Gents. 


THERE is a new Teetotal body which culls itself the Order of 
Templars. Its head-quarters will, we presume, be in Pump Court. 
The Order will be “a glass of cold water and a biscuit’’; most of the 
Templars we know would prefer orderimg something stronger. ‘Lhe 
society has set forth its rules and regulations, some of which are so 
nicely defined as to be puzzling :— 

Question—Can a clerk in a distillery, or a brewer’s drayman, become a member 
of our Order while following such occupations ? 

Answer—They cannot. 
Question—May a grocer’s assistatant join our Order when he has occasionally to 


sell wine over the counter? 

Answer—He may. 

It is hard to see why a grocer’s “ assistatant ’’—rather a groggy 
word that !—should be allowed to steal a horse, we mean sell a bottle, 
when a brewer's clerk may not look over a hedge ; or why that ina 
grocer’s but a choleric word which in a drayman is flat blasphemy. 

Finally, the Templars agreed to this— 

Resolved—That this lo’?ge re-ommend the formation of a Vigilance Committee to 
watch the doings of liquorsellers, and take action thereon. 

If the order is going to “stand Sam "in other words, defray the 
expenses of watching the doings of liquorsellers, we should like to be 
on that Vigilance Committee ourselves. 





Forewarned—Forearmed. 


SHovutp an invasion of England ever be projected, it is pretty sure 
that the first attempt of the foe would be—to cut off her main. 





Ausw&ers to Correspondents, 








| We cannot return unaceeptea MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.\ 

R. (Glasgow’.— Among other things it is necessary that an artist—to 
succeed— should bave a slight knowledge of drawing ; especially if he’s a 
draughtsman on wood. 

Bossy.—Not worth the forty-eighth part of a bob. 

W.S. A. (Dover).—Says “I am very ‘ facetious.” I am also young.” 
His letter proves the latter statement. ‘The MS. does not bear-out the first. 

ArcTuRvus.—“ Ncn semper Arcum tendit Apollo,’’—and then you're not 
Apollo. For which we beg to Apollo-gise. 

VEN.— Never! 

F.— Parsons should not send us jokes on religious subjects, and then 
get out of the way, by saying, “if you note in answers to correspondents 
please do so under initial F !’’ 

Pivuto.— Trop tard ! 

LookER-oN.—Don't bother your head about us. Nature intended it 
for a aatang only, and you shouldn't put it te any other purpose. 

H. L. D.—A good idea, but as painfully executed as if Calcraft had had 
a finger in it. 

ZaMPA.—Hope you don't think we waste time in reading anonymous 
abuse. If you want to say anything sign your name like a man, and we ll 
read it. 

W. J. F.—Not up to our mark. ; 

FrRoLic —We may be poor, but we are honest, and den t “ receive stolen 
goods.”” Take your swag elsewhere. ae 

M.—No, we really mus: decline to explain other people's jokes. 

Declined with thanks:—H. N. T., Blackheath; H. St. Leven: Robin; 
University Tests, Penzance; J. F., Waverly Place; B. B.; T. 8., 
gow ; Sea-sick; T., Jewin- street; A. W. F., Sherborne-street; Z. A. B., 
Guildford; Le M., Jarrow; Joey; C., Newcastle-on-Tyne; H. L. W.; 
Plymo: Can Can, Liverpovl; Murex; —, Croydon; Cuss; H. G., Denbigh ; 
H. C.S., Manchester; F. B., Lyme-street; F.G. W., Brompton; Kwe 
Pee; — Twickenbum; G. Penketh: Hector; B., Teesdale: S., Size- 
lane; E. G. S.; M. R., As'on Park; G. B., Kendal; W. E. M., St. 
James's-s‘reet ; B., Alderman’s-walk. 
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ONE MAN’S MEAT, ANOTHER’S POISON. 


Landlord :—“I'u svstT GLAD TO SEE YE ALIVE AN’ WEEL, Sanpy'! 











PERSEVERE ! 


How very prone are friends to lend 
Advice—and nought beside— 

| Whenever circumstances tend 

| To flow with downward tide :— 

But of all counsel in our need 
Sure this is worst to hear— 

ii «¢ Go on, you're certain to succeed, 

gene If you'll but persevere! ”’ 

Oh, yes! go on—and with your head 
Pray, batter down the wall! 

Perchance you’!l crack your crown instead— 
But that’s no odds at all, 

For still, howe’er your brow may bleed, 
Your labour thus they cheer— 





«‘Go on, you're certain to succeed, 
If you'll but persevere!”’ 


| Supposing you've no food supplied, 
ret gladly would decline 
To breakfast with the Barmecide 
| And with Duxe Humpurey dine— 
Why then on hope or fancy feed, 
(You won't get fat, I fear) 
«‘Go on, you're certain to succeed, 
If you'll but persevere !”’ 
| 


You haven't got a single coin, 
erewith yourself to bless! 

Still friendly counsels will enjoin 
The same road to success. 

No money! You must learn at need 
To go without—that’s clear. 

“Go on, you're certain to succeed, 
If you'll but persevere !” 





H 
it 


' 
| 
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Believe there’s truth in lying words, 
That lead turns gold at wish ; 

Believe that elephants are birds, 
That cockatoos are fish ; 

Believe a promise is a deed, 
And friendship is sincere. 

*“‘Go on, you're certain to succeed, 


I If you'll but persevere!” 


GIED YE AQUAPORTY KY MISTAKE FOR WHUSKY LAST TIME YE CAM HERE!”’ 


Sandy :—“ AQUAFORTY, BH! 
TAK’ A DRAIN 0 AQuafeefty THI8 Tims!” 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


In his preface to One of Two (Low, Son, ann Maxston, Fleet- 
street) Ma. Faiswae.t frankly acknowledges his obligation to Emits 
(iaportgav for the leading idea of the plot. But the story—though 
foreign characters are introduced—is essentially English, though we 
fear some critics may not be willing to allow the author the liberties 
which he admits he has taken with British Criminal Law. For our 
part, we do not insist in a novel, any more than in a play, on a too 
strict adherence in detail to subocdinate facts—in short, we don’t think 

Mr. Farwe.r's are lifelike, natural and interesting, 
especially eae ei Old ae ’ a Mr. Horton. We ought 
not perhaps to object to Edgar e, the hero, turning out a bad 
at the ee it is ie S iene: oe h the notion is fresh an 

iquant. ere is much amusi ye-play doropes of and 
Sollesmen and players: and as a whole the novel is thoveumtty reed- 
able and sustains the interest admirably to the last cha We can 
neniiy opted Btn Geen Wan, ee eaeay e of novel 


ers. 
We have received from the Stereoscopic Company some admirable 


Tue Sraxparp, 7th March, 1870, in a notice of Mr. Streeter’s 

Catalogue, says :—“‘The practical information furnished is very in- 
teresting, and will no doubt be appreciated by those who may this 
useful Ltt'e work.” 

Cover Jovrxat, 19th March, 1870 :—“ Mr, E. W. Streeter, gold- 
emith and jeweller, 37, Conduit-street, has issued a handsomely-bound 
catalogue of diarnond ornaments and machine-made jewellery.” 

Unirep Service Gazette, 9th April, 1870 :—“ Mr. Streeter, like his 
great r in the goldsmith’s art, Benvenuto Cellini, combines 
literature with handy-work, and publishes books respecting his precious 
specialities, almost as handsome as the articles of which they treat.” 


AWEEL, ‘TWAS VARRA GuD8! I’LL susT 


A-rounp Rorm.—Feathers, of course. 





portraits of the Marquis or Lorne. They are excellent both as like- 
nesses and as photographs. His Lordship has had a good deal of 
sitting lately ; “‘ sedet, wternumgue sededit, infelrx’’—but we suppose he 
is “ through ”’ now, as the Yankees say. 

Messrs. Dunn anp Hewitr send us a sample tin of “cocoa and 
solidified milk,” a spoonful of which in hot water gives a cup Of Cocoa 
ready sugared and milked! There seems no end to the ingenuity with 
which things nowadays are concentrated, combined and condensed. It 
will never surprise us to see literally realised the not uncommon 
announcement “ Families Supplied in Casks.”’ 





A Cockney Con. 


“T say, Anny, why is the Harabs the best ’orsemen in the world?” 
“Dunno!” 
“’Cos there’s no charge made for ‘oases in the desert!” 


One Too Many. 


Tue plearures of the poor man are few, yet we would gladly see 
less frequently rol/ in Ais curriaye. 


Morne ADVERTISER, 12th March, 1870:—“It hes claims on all 
persons of taste, for its really beautiful designs and effective represen- 
tations of the choicest poten of the art of the goldsmith, with the 


additional advan: t they are all produced at the smallest price 
beyond intrinsic value, that such elegant and rich specimens of orna- 


ment can be executed. The book is in itself handsome and attractive ' 
Pustic Orrion, 16th April, 1870 :—* The beautiful designs of the 
various articles are engraved in the best style, and apart from the 
information the volume contains, these designs, together with the ex- 
cellence of the printing, paper, and binding, give the work an intrinsic 
value, to which the idea of a trade circular is altogether foreign.”’ 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phanix W°rs* St. Andrew's IIill. Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Pronrietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: April 1, 1871. 
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CASTLES IN THE AIR, 


I trve in lodgings—chiefly, 
Because I find it cheap ; 
And that’s a reason, briefly, 
As sound as it is deep: 

Yet I’ve immense possessions, 
I’m not quite certain where ; 
They are (these be digressions)— 

Well—Castles in the Air. 


They don’t cost much in building ; 
They’re furnished—for a song! | 
Such paper, paint, and gilding 
To few abodes belong ; 
And then, whereas I’ve found rent 
A tax that’s hard to bear, 
I don’t pay even ground-rent 
For Castles in the Air. 


I’ve carriages and horses— 
No licenses to pay!— 
And dinners of six courses 
For nothing every day. 
Dukes, Bishops, Lords-in- Waiting 
To my: abode repair ; 
The cost is small for féting 
In Castles in the Air. 


a 
—_ Seat 


I’m thinking of engaging 
A set of actors too, | 
As one way of assuaging | 
Our thirst for something new. 
And Concerts, Exhibitions 
Of pictures rich and rare, 
Shall furnish, with additions, 
My Castles in the Air. 


My appetite’s a keen one, | 
And I must go and dine. | 
The meal will be a mean one— 
I have but two and nine! 
But I shall eat it, smiling, 
nee little shall I care ; 
y hungry thoughts beguilin 
In Castles in the Air. . 


2. Miss 





CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


APRIL. 


In Tinsleys’ “Joshua Marvel” is a stirring instalment, and ‘‘ The 
Monarch of Mincing Lane ” winds up. The dramatic criticism in 
“ My Private Box" is poor. The other contents are fairly interesting, 
the pictures scarcely so ! 

In the Argosy, besides a startling bit of ghost business in the main 
story, we have a good “‘ Johnny Ludlow” and a fair short paper or 
two. We think we are being overdone with translations of the 
ERxckMANN-CHATRAIN stories. e can get them separately and don’t 
want the magazines swamped with them. 

In the Gentleman's Mz. CowpENn CLARKE begins a pleasant series of 
papers on “Comic Writers.” Mr. Morrer Evans’s “ City Mosaics ’”’ 
are excellent, and we have, besides some capital general articles, a 
pleasant bit of Spring poetry from “‘ The Bideford Postman.” 

The Cornhili continues the “ Adventures of Harry Richmond” with 
breathless interest if with quiet action. “Lord Kilgobbin” is becom- | 
ing complicated politically, and begins to look as if Mx. Lever were 
going to give us some post facto warnings of the horrors of recent 

Latiadien. The other papers are fair enough. | 

The second number of Dark Biue is a decided advance on the first, 

as that was! Its list of contributors is strong, numberin 
d . Swinsugnz, Hucues, Hayman, Trait, and Grisson; an 
its verse is again a pleasant feature, the last-named gentleman's 
“ Alcibiades” particularly. There has been some considerable altera- 
tion in the cover, which is improved by it. If the magazine keeps up 
to the standard of its present number, few other monthlies will be able 
at all to compete with it either in art or literature. 

We cannot avoid an impression that St. Pauls is becoming 
another Good Words or Sunday Magazine, things good enough in their 
way, if we don’t have too much of them. We confess to liking 
“ Ralph the Heir’’ best of the present number, and Mr. BucHaNan’s 
“Teuton ” least. Mx. Procron’s paper on Jupiter is absorbing. 
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1. The King of Diamonds. 
3. A Lady of (Cab) Rank. 
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IDEALITIES OF MODERN COSTUME. 


4. Auntie McAsser. 
5. A Merriman, though he doesn't look it. 


6. Professor Ramshern. 
7. The Queen of Spades. 


Corney Copia. 





The Sunday Magazine is excellent as ever. We suppose it serves 
critics right, who have to ask at times if Mr. So-and-so is not over- 
doing a certain subject, that they should be suddenly deprived of 
something good:—but we certainly do miss the “‘ City Man” this 
month. The illustrations are very good, that to “One of Many’”’ 
being especially charming. Would that magazines which advertise 
Sepenres as illustrated had such art as this magazine and its kindred 

riodicals ! 

“— Good Words we have a curiously-readable paper on “ The East 
End,” and a pleasant posthumous paper from Dean Atrorp, with, we 
are inclined to think, more than the usual allowance of pictures. 

Good Words for the Young is bristling with pictures of the best kind, 
and with stories and sketches that make old fogies wish themselves 
young again; though for that matter they can quite enjoy them as 
it is. 


Nice Language. 

Tue Registrar-General, we are informed, has “ fully recognised the 
connection between disease and water-supply”’in London! We have 
every respect for his ability, but we don’t see how he can have dis- 
covered such a connection. We have tried the liquids supplied by the 
principal Companies, and we do not see why such a valuable fluid— 
gua manure—should be insulted by being called “‘ water.’’ That there 
may be some connection between disease and the sewage-supply laid- 
on by the turncocks daily, we can believe. The Ralidnee tlenenel 
should be more precise in terms. ;, 


A Prudent Step. 
Tue Parcs Impgriat has joined the Chiselhurst Troop of the 


West Kent (Queen’s Own) Yeomanry Cavalry. This is a prudent 
one ae be an English yeoman than an Emperor of ce, 
my boy! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 5th, 1871. 
THE CAP THAT DOESN’T FIT. 


** March, march, all in disorder, 
All the red bonnets are over the border.”’ 
Old Song, slightly altered. 


(Paris loguitur.) 
Yov ask mo, why, when men like these, 
On senseless treason still insist, 
I let them work what ill they list, 
And, languid, suffer what they please ? 


This is a land would freemen kill,— 
That very seldom freedom knows, 
A land where, pace Censor Chose, 

A man may speak the thing that’s ni/. 


A land of changing Government, 
A land of old but lost renown, 
Which lately tumbled swiftly down 
From punishment to punishment ! 


Where faction freely gathers head, 
And patriots,are cheaply bought ; 
Where prud intellect, and thought 
Have ne'er a e to work and spread. 


Where robbers’ unions constitute 

inion absolute anid prime, 

here patriot-thonght is civil crime, 
And our sole ruler is the brute. 


This power has now the upper hand, 
The Red Republican is great, 
From every channel of the state 

He constantly will gold demand. 


Don’t ask me, then, to brutes ill-bred 
Why yield? So very sick am I 
Of all my rulers, I could die— 

Not crown my temples with the Red! 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue friends of freedom have begun their rule in Paris by suppress- 
ing the papers! They generally do. — The National Assembly is 
still deliberating. The old women who deliberate are lost. — The 
Reds triumphant. All is coudewr de rose. The particular rose is Géant 
de Batailles. = Austrian brig, laden with coals, took frre in Cardiff 
Roads. She was souttled. So were not the coals. = The Albert 
Music-Hall at South Kensington opened by the Queen. Cremorne 
must look to its laurels and other shrubs. = Mn. Goscuen is hard at 
work learning his new duties at the Admiralty. Wonder if he can 
splice a main-brace yet? = Napoirow goes to Windsor. Went to 
win, sir, at Sedan but didn’t. = Paris continues to “ stew in its own 
juice.” The National Assembly is in a stew with its own Grévy at 

‘ersailles. — The House of Lords rejects Deceased Wife's Sister Bill. 
Must take care “The Peoples’ Bit.” doesn’t abolish the House of 
Lords! = By an oversight the Hanging Committee at the Interna- 
tional did not look at the names of the painters. Natural result— 
most of the Royal Academicians will be rejected! = M. Variant 
says ‘the only thing to do with Princes is to shoot them!” Bravo, 
Pot - Vaillant! = Remains of a man “horribly mutilated, in fact 
cut to pieces,” found on Metropolitan Railway. Report adds “ As a 
ee precaution Dr. ——— was sent for, but pronounced life extinct.’ 

Vonderful precaution the Railways always y—when too late! = 
Grace Wrison, charged with robbery, pleaded d Ja Mrs. Torrey. 
The fashion will probably set in heavily in Criminal circles! 





The Census. 


Ax acute statistical inquirer has calculated that the sum of: the 
ars substracted by the fair sex from the return of their ages would 
equal to the number of in the Christian Era. In merey to 
the offendér'we do not publish his name; but as it may creep out we 
should advise him to go amd insure his life heavily. 


In the Interests of the Majority. 


Oxz Amtericati paper published a long article on “ The Care of 
Tdiote’’ A rival at once accused it of always dragging its family 
affairs before the public: Our friend Snexawei. says the attack is 
unjust: there is no other subject in which so large a number of people 
could take a personal interest. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue architectural bandbox, styled the Albert Hall of Art and 
Seience, has been opened under what our friend the penny-a-liner culls 
‘‘ glowing auspices.” It may as well make the most of its present 
success. It is a South Kensington attempt—a somewhat ungrateful 
one so far as much of the support it receives is concerned—to snuff 
out the Crvstal Palace, which has done much ‘national reception ”’ 
work that the new building can never do. The aim of the design is 
as wrong as might be expected of two probably estimable engineer 
officers. It is a copy of the Colosseum at Rome, with which is ineor- 
porated (out of regard to our uncertain climate) a glass roof, which 
converts it into a bandbox, of the acoustical properties of which there 
need be no dispute. It is simply unsuitable for music of any high 
character, but may be made fairly available for horse-riding. 

This result was predicted some time ago by no less‘an authority 
than Mr. Bovcicautt, whose name occurs in the opening of the report. 
given in a contemporary :— 

Meanwhile, some military bands are playing, to divert the hours of waiting, and 
afford an excellent opportunity for persons accomplished in the interesting science 
of acoustics to criticise the capabilities of the Hall in that respect. Our own im- 
pression is, if there had been no apprehensions on the subject expressed it could 
never have suggested itself to any of the visitors this morning ; tor the strains of 
the band, from the loudest to the most delicate, were heard with perfect distinct- 
ness. So, on the whole, it must be conciuded that Mr. Boucicault’s elaborate 
theoretical demonstration that nobody could ever be able to hear anything in the 
Hall, is not sustained by the reality. 

After that we presume Mr. Bovcicavtr will consider himself duly 
extingnished—unless he gets beyond the preliminary matter, which 
was probably in type rather early, and comes to the actual report of 
the proceedings :— 

The Queen handed a written reply to her son, and also said a few words, which 
did not reach the audience. ‘fhen the Bishop of London offered up a prayer, end 
the Prince of Wales, stepping to the frout of the dais, and raising his voice to its 
full pitch, said :—** ‘Ihe Queen now declares this building open.” 

The QveeEn’s reply is not reported! Her few words—and Her 
Masesty is no untrained or feeble speaker— do not reach the audience! 
The Bishop's prayer is seemingly inaudible! And the Prince or 
WALEs raises his voice to its full pitch to announce the opening of the 
building. 

It will take something more than the blare of full military bands to 
prove the capabilities of the Hall for acoustic purposes ! 





Mr. Cuartes Wricut, the Treasurer of the Haymarket, takes his 
benefit at that theatre on the 26th of April. With an excellent bill, in 
addition to his claims on the public for his courtesy and care, he 
cannot fail to have a * bumper.” 


WOMAN’S RIGHTS. 


Ur, sisters, and’defend your right 

Against the men of facts and figures ; 
Who ask you—wretches impolite !— 

‘To tell your age, with sneers and sniggers. 
Up, women, with the foe to strive, 

With fiction we may fairly fence us— 
We all of us are twenty-five, 

This Census ! 


With common ardour let us burn, 
Let not dissent our army sunder, 
But each her twenty-five return— 
Unless she happens to be under. 
From North to South, from West to East, 
In that one age we'll all condense us— 
’T will put the wretches out at least, 
This Census! 


There may be here and there a case, 
In which "twill be a fib to say so ; 
Tis not our fault or our disgrace 
That somehow years will slip away so. 
And as for fibs—those horrid men 
Tell lots! Our'consciences dispense us 
If we strain truth just now and then 
This Census! 








Fowl Doings. 


We see anrounced a book, entitled Fowls ; and how to make them 
pay. We should advise peeple never to lend fowls money—it is 4 
chicken-hazardous risk at best. Fowls are not trustworthy—they bet, 
or at least they lay every day on the least provocation. We honestly 
admit that we don’t know how—supposing you've been weak enous!) 
to give them a loan on their note of hand—you are to muk¢ 
fowls pay. 
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| SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; | 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 










































Spoonrvc.t VIII. 


ERE youare ; pic- 
torial advice to 
meddling peo- 
ple who always 
like to try and 
find out a wo- 
man’s H, how 
old she is.... 

.. Letter H 
alone! Here 
you are; the 
much wanted 
letter H for the 
Greek alphabet 
—for which by 
the by the “ cur- 
ry-comb-o-ontes 
akaioi”” ought 
to thank us—a 
lovely Grecian 
bentone! Here 

ou are; the 
etter H Lorp 
Byron, or who- 
ever wrote 
the celebrated 
conundrum, 
meant, when he 
said (it’s too 
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ee om, ** ‘lhe 
| long to quote the whole of it) 
Without it the ensign and mi 0 
But law-suits for him who we : — con ! 
It presides o’er man’s happiness, honour and health, 
Is the prop of his ,and.... the end of his wealth. 
You tell us it’s not an H-ural position ; but, gue foolez vous,is that our 
| fault? No, it’s yours, dear Sir and Madam; you insist upon admir- 
ing it, and nothing evidently will make you— —drop it! 
PE Golden Age”; A.D. 1871! cla ibe ae te es Hair- 
ye! 

Whenever by any chance we go through the Burlington Arcade, 
which is seldom, as our bootmaker lives in it (we don’t care to be 
Buhl-ied, tho’ we Bernau malice), whenever we do go through it, we 
are sure, quite certain to meet that p’tit crevé TopDLEKINS 
(Topptexins’s house by tke by where Mrs. ToppurxKins lives is a 
trifle beyond Windsor), and at last we rather twit him with his Arca- 
dian ee, say ‘‘sly dog,’”’ and the usual amount of feeble, feeble 
hin Ohare ways employs when wishing to flatter a man by making 
him himself a gay Lothario, an 1871 Zampa: but ToppLexKrns 
is equal to the occasion; he spurns, he scorns the implied accusations 
of Dongiovarneyism, and assures us, quite seriously (Ha! ha!), quite 

his doctor (it’s too ridiculous) that his medical adviser, 


his” hysician, has ordered—N.B., please observe—“ ordered ’’— his 
Burlington Arcade promenade, it, being a....a..... nice... 
DRY PLACE. 


The other day SmyistHe, when he started his new mail phaeton 
completely over-ran the constable!! Weare happy to say the constable 
was not at all injured. P.S. SmMylJTHE was. 

Somebody once asked “ what is a guinea”? Do you know the real 
= ofa pound? If not, just try and carn a few; you'll soon find 
gut: 

We all know the ot—or down-shot rather—of sitting between 
two stools; but:hew about sitting between two fools? isn’t the im- 
idiot neighbourhood of an ass as bad? Eh ? rather. 

Familiarity, dearest Mas. Janmincat, breeds all sorts of 
things, but amongst the most to be dreaded of her children are es 
indifference, and contempt! We are perfectly aware that some people 
consider it “the thing” to crimp the hair, to put it in curl papers, and 
otherwise prepare for making themselves look beautiful on the 
morrow ; but, de//e dame—we put it to you as mildly as possible—what, 
new what does your syoso think of it ? how does Ae like the private 
Over-night arrangements — your night cap-pillar-y preparations— 
which you make for the sake of obtaining “Society's ’’ valuable (?) 

ion next day? does te consider the game worth the pair of 
candles you invariably use over it? Remember, dear Mus. JARMINGAL 
he fell in love with you when you were “got up” 


(number one in the programme), and he may—it is not impossible | tutored minds. 


. rere LL 








FUN. 


—fall out again if you are never more so—for him! Is it fair— 
to say nothing of untidy slippers, curl-papers, curling - tongs, 
sticky glycerine paste, &c., &., &c., e¢ cetera, 19 it fair to run 
the chance of putting his eye out with hair pins (a misfortune 
which frequently hairpins to husbands of crimpy haired ladies) 
and to otherwise — besides this state of frightful porcupineism — 
(number two) render un-captivating all the beauty he married to be 
his, and his only, for ever? Is it fair? No, certainly not. 
Familiarity, sweetest lady, breeds indifference, indifference breeds 
don’t-care-ishness, dont-care-ishness slights, slights annoyance, annoy- 
ance anger, anger quarrels, quarrels rows, and Rows, many Rows, 
infallibly breed wretchedness, most utter wretchedness and— Bother . 
Be good enough, dear Mrs. JARMINGAL to PReware! Mrs. J., 
you will oblige us, you will oblige us very much indeed, by...... 


Bewaring ! 





THE LAST PIPE QF WINTER, 


[ We insert the following parody of a Night Templar in our “ Boatrace 
Number,” because, as he says, there is a considerable connection 
between “ the first aquatic contest of spring ’’ and “‘ The Last Rows 
of Summer. ] 

*T1s a last Pipe of Winter 
I’m smoking alone ; 
All my lively companions 
Have bolted and gone. 
No spirit of kindred, 
Or friendship is nigh, 
To reflect back my laughter, 
They’ ve all said “‘ Good bye.” 


They have left me, poor lone one, 
To chew at the stem 
Of my pipe ;—I feel sleepy 
And dull without them. 
So, I wearily shutile 
My limbs into bed, 
Where an ill-shaken pillow 
Feels hard to my head. 


I must go and get married 
Before I grow grey, 

And the charms of my youth 
Are all faded away. 

Yor when friends have departed, 
And every one’s flown, 

Oh! who would inhabit 
These chambers alone, 


—aeaea300—06——Saaaoooooeoorm 


A New Language. 


Ovr able contemporary the Pal/ Mall (/azette is very properly severe 
on people, who being under no comeenee to use foreign languages 
will indulge in such quotations. We quite agree with the remark. 
Nobody is called upon to inform us that (usar said “ Omnis (rallia 
es divisa in tres partes,” but if he will insist on doing so we are 
obliged to give him the “ lie with a circumstance '’"—that circumstance 
being that C:sar wrote much more elegant and impressive Latin than 
the sentence quoted. Weare so much indebted to the Pali Mali for 
having on more than one occasion animadverted rather strongly on 
this snobbish airing of unknown tongues, that it is with the effusive 


joy of a young student to whom is revealed, not indeed a new world 


but a new language to conquer, that we ask apropos of a notice of 
“ Anteros” the meaning of an expression, unintelligible to our un- 
We allude to “ Cavalier Servante.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
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‘WHAT’S THE ODDS SO LONG AS YOU’RE HAPPY ?” 
Bessie (who, of course, is only thinking of making bets of gloves) :—“ WHAT ARE- We GOING TO MAKE, CHARLIE!” 
Charlie (with deep feeling) :—“ One® PAIR !—NAME YOUR OWN SETTLING-DAY !” 
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APRIL THE FIRST. | 








“Wuat's tras? Tus Licut Biz.” | “No! Tus Darx Brown.” 
Of Two Evils. Commissioners and Agents. | 





A yours at eee ne tes ea Ste Sais a| Ir has been stated that “two Commissioners of the comeens sent | 
marriage engagemen © not have pop ily, and then | to Corsica have been arrested b ts of the late Imperial régime. | 
he would have had to bang deliberately. e can't help thinking | The ts in question were Seat Ebeiy ex- Rennes who could not 
that he was a bit of a donkey. Wh 't he go off of the uite forget their “taking” ways. It is also : ely that the Commis- 
gun? For our part, although we are fond of a quiet life, and admire | sioners were detected in the act of exercising ther “taking” way®- 
the beautiful yi we there are very few women that we | There is no political significance in the arrest—it is only a case of 4 
should not er to a charge of shot. “ thief catching a thief.” 
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“THE LAST PARIS FASHION 
OR, THE CAP THAT DOES NOT FIT! 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 213. 


Wits cheers and shouts the public views 
The rowing of the rival crews ; 

Now “ Oxford!” cries the fickle crowd, 

And now for ‘‘Cambridge”’ shouts aloud. 
Meanwhile each oarsman tugs amain, 

The river’s Riband to obtain. 

But sure some judgment they must show in 
The choice of boats, that they should row in. 


1, When Artemvs’s kangaroo, 
Had gone his strange performance through ; 
The old man looked in his direction 
And called him this with deep affection. 


2. Next door to me I grieve to say 
Much harmony prevails ; 
For there a ladies’ school all day 
Keeps running up its scales— 
From G to A, from A to G, 
Until it nearly maddens me! 


3. No braver knight 
In armour dight, 
E’er pricked o’er battle-plain : 
Alas, I wis, 
A bolt through this 
Passed in and pierced his brain. 


4. For hanky-panky and this work there ne’er man 
Existed, who could rival Monsrtzevurk HERRMANN. 


5. I caught a flat-fish— on the whole, 
It proved a rare confounder: 
’T was not a dab, ’twas not a sole, 
A turbot, brill, or flounder. 


6. If ;ou must have your will, I pray 
That you will let me have my way, 
And to such duties answer “ nay.” 


7. It was in ages long before 
CoLLAbp AND CoLLARD, MoorE AND Moore, 
Or any such piano ; 
That dames on these small organs played 
Accompanied by voice’s aid, 
Cortralto, or soprano. 
Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 211.—Happy Lorne: Herbal, Ado, Piper, 
Ptisan, Yfere. 
Correct So.tuTions oF Acrostic No, 211, Recervep 29th Marcu.—Timothy 
and Co; Ruby’s Ghost. 


HANDS—NO, FEET OFF! 


Dear Fun.—I have a complaint to make against what I call—and I 
believe, with justice—the unfair sex. In these days we have most of 
us to travel more or less by rail; and I want to protest against the 
manners to which “ gentlemen ’’ treat us—even in first-class carriages. 
They seem to consider that if a lady is not in a drawing-room but a 
first-class carriage her presence may be ignored utterly, and that they 
may conduct themselves as they would in their own “offices.”” They 
do not scruple to lounge on the seats—lie down on their backs and 
present their boot-soles to society. Now as they have only paid for 
one place it seems to me they have no right to occupy two places :— 
but that is a question for the Railway Companies. What J complain 
of is that they put their dirty boots on the cushions, and leave a legacy 
of mud for the next comer—possibly a lady, and if so a lady perhaps 

. who can ill afford to have a dress spoilt the first day she wears it, even 
though she does travel first class— under the probably mistaken notion 
that she will meet with gentlemen only, there. : 

‘Do these people sprawl like this in the presence of ladies of their 
acquaintance at their own houses? If not, how dare they sprawl 

. before ladies who are strangers to them in railway ermnans where 
they have no right to more thana place forone? Iam disgusted. 
So are you, I imagine. Yours, Baia, 

[Betxa is right in everything except supposing the sprawlers to be 

gentlemen. Ep. Fun.) 


Strange, if True. 


Ir is stated that the Paris Commune has been requisitioning warm 

baths for the National Guards. It is difficult to decide whether they 

. hope to influence those gallant fellows by giving them new and unac- 

, customed luxuries ; or whether there are traitors at head-quarters who 

| hope to alienate the affections of the Guards by asking them to perform 

Bayes ablutions. Either way, we imagine the National Guard 
won't wash! 


By adopting any or all of these methods our readers will have con- 





THE CENSUS. 


As the Census returns will have been duly fifed-up, and collected 
before these lines are in the hands of our readers, we shall expect the 
usual recognition awarded to public services that are of no use to any- 
body, in return for the few hints we are about to give as to the correct 
manner of making out the return. We would add that we don’t wish 
the public recognition to take the form of a statue: our admiration 
for the finest site in England filling us with a strong desire to have 
not even a finger (still less a bust or full-length) in its disfigure- 
ment. 

We presume we need hardly remind our readers that the man who 
comes to collect the returns, who is probably paid very little for doing 
very hard work, for the conception and arrangement of which he is 
not even remotely responsible, is a person to be snubbed and abused. 
Those who have not heaped on his devoted head the execrations to 
which he is not in the least degree entitled, have failed in their 
duty as men, as citizens, and we need hardly add, Christians. How- 
ever, to our subject! This is the way to treat the Census paper. In 
fact there are several ways of so doing. 

First :— Lose it, and bully the collector. 

Second :—Let the children fill it up, and give their little fancies full 
scope. 

Third :—Light your pipe with it. 
for that purpose. ; 

Fourth :— Give it back blank and chaff the collector. 

Sixth :— Refuse “on principle”’ to fill it up, and say you will “ take 
the consequences.” 

N.B.—It won't be a bad idea here to say something about Runny- 
meade and Magna Charta. 

Seventh :— FIll it up in this way :— 


But a hot cinder is even better 





——— ee 

















Name. | Single or Married. Age. Occupation. | selief, 
| 
N or M, As this may lead toa Ofno | Minding _ I believe you, 
vide breach of promise case, | particular myown | my boy. 
Catechism, | a divorce case, or a age till business. You've no 
orconsult _ prosecutionfor bigamy, next (Wish others right 
the Clerk. | I decline to criminate birthday. would de to ask. 
| myself. | the same). | 





ferred an obligation on the state and facilitated the official returns 
to a degree it is scarcely possible to appreciate. 





The Weather. 


AFTER some actual summer weather, we have got a return of winter, 
and the fruit crop (to say nothing of the flower harvest) will conse- 
quently suffer. We propose that we should “requisition” a little 
tropical sunshive from India. As the cold is probably produced by 
an icefield going astray into the Gulf Stream, we suggest the propricty 
of requiring compensation ¢ /a Alabama claims—from the inhabitants 
of the North Pole. We may add, “ when discovered.” 





Musical Jotting. 

Mrs. Pratamor says she does not understand what they mean by 
“The Dead March in Saul.’’ She is not aware that the dead march 
anywhere or under any circumstances. She shook her head in per- 
sistent bewilderment when some one informed her that the Dead 
March i” Saul only meant the Dead March owt of Saul. 





A Good Example. 


Victor Huco resigned his seatin the French Assembly because 
the members would not listen tohim. We trust the influence of such 
gentle resignation will not extend to the House of Commons, or there 
would be anything but a beggarly account of empty benches! 





A Smooth Answer. 


Puartrizoy of our corps says that he does not consider Brighton a 
proper place for the Volunteer Review. ‘* You don’t like the Downs,” 
said the Adjutant. “I object still more to the Ups,’’ said Puatrisoy. 


Come to Grief. 
Wuen does a cab-horse enjoy a melancholy pleasure? When he 
ean indulge in “the luxury of Woh.” 


Wicxep Waste.— Burning a candle at both ends. 
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THE CREWS. 





THE CONCERTS. 


THE BOATRACE. pastry wenden, om the ee less peripatetic whelk-seller, mingling - ® 
= consideration . id wi ep of the mimic wave, forcibly remin e spectator | 
Gm,— Taking — the vast importance of this great of his boyhood’s days, and caused him to iat oles no longer gay. 
; from any II.—Tuxz Soarworks. 
of the contest have a full, true, and particular account of | Ah, yes, the Soapworks. The fame of this celebrated place is justly 
7 . on as it offers a most convenient landmark for the reporter, when 
the illustrious morning of ist 1871. The following aré the | allowed to follow the race. From a careful i ion of the gentle- 
stations of “eh — ta, her with their remarks upon the scene, | men engaged at this-establishment, I have arrived at the conclusion | 
lips by ex shorthand writers also engaged | that soap is an article unknown in the domestic economy of the Soap- | 
at a vast outlay by your servant. workers,—at all events of those whose occupation is at the water side. 
L—Tuz Srazm awn Garren. —And still the tide rolls onward, the great tidal wave of hemenity, | 
, : swallowing up everything in its way,—ay, ev ing, even uD 
Well, I don't think much of this here race; I'd rather pipe two Sam ead beet’ a eeaee y,—ay, everythin 
the = ~ _" I've got to say something I'd Il.—Hamwersmira Barnes. 
better once.— varied i ic appearance of the| Hammersmith suspension bridge is so called because of the suspense 
Se Scan Ueekalag Wilh thc carulena epedl ot an almost summer | one feels when on it during the ’Varsity boat-race. I had been | 
iy, tanh 0 Cheam $9 Se cane SSS, Se many bygone memories, | clinging to a piece of iron for some hours with a tenacity of which I | 
; the cry of the itinerant | had never before believed myself capable, when, just as I was about to | 
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rapidly approaching. Amid dreadful cries they passed under the 
viaduct and were lost to view. I don’t think much of the business, 
and shan’t go another year. 

TV.—Bannes. 


The scene here was perfectly indescribable. 


was, and have therefore left it so.—Ed. ] 
V.—My Own Account. 


and he could not help thinking: 


O rival crews, O manly. Blues, 
Whose only thought is fame; 

You'll haply lose o’er this last cruise 
Your hitherto good name. 


What though by cads and noisy lads 
Your path has been beset ? 

Tob so blue you should be true, 
And neither fume nor fret. 


When thousands go to see you row, 
You say you like it not ; 

I shrewdly guess you'd like it less 
If you were quite forgot. 


Then rows you'd take on Bala’s lake, 
You'd pine upon Eaubrink ; 

Yes, then you’d grieve, I do believe, 
And likely take to drink. 


By this time we were at Putney, and all was ready for = 
Everything was stationary but the tide, which was hurrying on wi 

the evident intention of getting to Mortlake before the race. One, 

two, thiee, and a Ready ?—one, two, three, and a Go! and we are gaz- 

‘anxiously at sixteen flashing blades, blue as the bluest steel, drawn, 

, only in friendly contest. On past the Soapworks, where 

e is leading—a lead maintained h ersmith 

; past the Eyot and under the Railway-bridge; and now we 

: at Mortlake, where the gun sounds which tells to expectant 

thousands that the goal is reached; and for the second successive time 

the sons of Granta are hailed as winners. 


The Maine Chance. 


A Marne paper reports a “spiritual’”’ marriage, under circumstances 
which make us wish there was a Maine Liquor law to suppress the 
‘traffic in “spirits” of Home-manufacture. It asserts that:— 

At a recent “circle” a young woman asked if the spirit of her dead lover was 
present. and, on being answered in the affirmative, and told, moreover, that he 
wishéd to marry her, had a justice of the peace called in, and the ceremony per- 
formed. The spiritual and spirited bride now claims the property of the dead man. 
‘We like this spirituelle bride with a very keen eye to her material 
interests. But the justice of the peace must have beena mighty 
small piece of a justice, to consent to marry a woman to a ghost, who 


had not even the pluck to show his spirit. 


The London School Board. 


_ Tur London School Board continues to do nothing and talk 
incessantly. But we can relieve any anxiety felt on its account by 

ple who think the members will “talk one another silly.” A 
eneficent provision of Nature insures them against any such possi- 
I - It is as impossible for any member of the Board to talk 
| another member silly as it is for him to make a donkey of himself. 
Atty ambition of the kind has been anticipated. e make this 
explanation, because a week or so since, in a moment of irritation, we 
spoke of the Board as a pack of idiots. We regret deeply that we for 
Punaet our determination not to make sport of natural in- 
firmities. 








Carriage Folk. 
At a recent inquest if*transpired that the earnings of the deceassd, 
& ¢Crossing-sweeper, were between three and four pounds a week. 
How we wish we kept such a broom! It’s not every book-maker, 
even in these literary days, who can win such a sweep’s-takes. 


Capital and Interest. 
Te latest news from Versailles is that the Government intends to 
attack the capital. The latest news from the Bank of France is that 
the capital has been attacked and sacked by the Reds! 


tsetse rth 


LLL 


let go, I heard the cry of “ Here they eome!”’ and saw three steamers | 


[From the remaining portion of the description we should think it 


Your representative was of course furnished with a ticket for the 
boat—that was only natural; but still he grieved as he saw the 
swarms of dejected pressmen left sad and dismayed upon the dummy, 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


With a Show in the North (Atuen ann Co., Waterloo Place) is a 
reprint— most elegantly turned out—of Mr. Joseru Harron’s papers 
which appeared originally in the Gentleman's Magazine, descriptive of 
bis tour through the provinces with the late lamented Marx Lemon, 
during his Falstaffian entertainment. The book abounds in quaint 
anecdotes and touching memories, and is written with the ease and 
simplicity which distinguishes the author of ‘‘The Tallants of Barton.”’ 
One reads the book ata sitting—and one puts it down with a sigh. 
We are all indebted to Mr. Harton for this memorial volume. 


We have received a copy of the Independent Reviver. A caution to 
the press, on the last page is waived in our favour :— 

As we do not copy from other journals we hereby give notice that all our articles 

being original—whatever their merit or demerit may be—we wiil not permit them 
to be reproduced in any journal without a payment being made to us of threepence 
per line or a written permission of our Editor. 
This is a little hard on journalism generally at a first glance. But on 
looking over the Reviver we begin to fear its proprietors will not be 
offered many threepences. We are sorry for this because we like to 
see ingenuity rewarded, and we have seldom seen anything more 
ingenious than the system on which the Reviver is worked. A General 
Notice calls on ladies and gentlemen to send original articles, essays, 
compositions, rejected MSS., their speeches, accounts of their marriags, 
poetry, jokes, plays, tales, stories, advice—in short everything. And 
then follows this paragraph :— 

wee send your papers send with them one penny stamp for every ei it 
words to help us to pay for the printing, and ove penny for each mumber requrad. 
We should not care to revive ourselves on such terms. 





Wanted, an Heir. 
A CONTEMPORARY in its answers to correspondents is guilty of dhis 
very sapient remark :— 
Remember failure is the parent of'success. 
Tnis is as true as it is wise. the same time we should like to learn 
—and we can’t from the General's Returns—how often 
Failure dies without issue. 





! Cheek ! 
Tue latest things in ear-rings at New York are small Prussian 
helmets‘in gold. Weshould like to Land-wehr they hang—or close by. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


{ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accote 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 

CENnsoR.— We were only chafling about the word “ Hypothee.’”” We do 
at least know that it is not, as you say you learn froma good au‘hority— 
Latin. Itis about as much Latin as esprit is English. i 

Yank.—No, thank! 

H. R. H.-(Hackney).—“ If not of any use, please return!’ Perhaps His 
Royal Highness of Hackney will take the trouble to read our rules. 

W. T. (Seymour-s‘reet).—Our “ kind consideration ’’ decides itis not the 
kind of thing we want. 

J. 5. (Liverpool).—No, please don’t eend any more—out of regard for 





‘| our morals. 


B. J.—We can’t take your *‘ Troublesome Wife” off your hands. Try 
our learned brother PENZANCE. 

MEPHISTOPHELES.—We detect the cloven foot, for your lines sailly. 

G. (Kiburn).—Says “he cannot agree with us that rhyme depends on 
sound,’ and maintains it goes ‘‘ by the spelling,’’—and then tries.to fhyme 
“ exception’’ and “ perfection.”"—Surely he does not consider the sp@ling 
constitutes a rhyme there! 

Joun BuLL.—Both, of course. 

E. C. B. (Reading).— Thanks for sugges'ion. 

A YouTurut Reaper.—We “ suspect your years.”’ » 

H. M. C. (Hanover-street).— We hope you're the last of the Forlorne 
jokists! 
' H. E. B. (Brighton).—We have no recollection of the piece. The 


| answer must have appeared ere this. 


Omeca.—You should comply with our rules and send stamped and 
directed envelope with MS. e cannot warehouse articles. 

Banr.—Don't be a Baby! 

Declined with thanks:—C. H. W., Hayward's Heath; E. Y., Pembroke 
Dock; G.'B., Dane’s Inn; H. L. W.; Nemo: Tom, Croydon; T,S,, 
Barrow-in-Furness ; L. A. D., West Brompton ; Clim-o’-the-Clough; S. h., 
Liverpool ; B. B.; W. D., Manchester; Cuttie: Critic, Manchester; J. H., 
Hatfield-street ; C. E. B., Grove-lane; No Name; W. B., Hut; G. P., 
Hackney ; Toodles; J. F. M., Penrith; Eye-witness, Paris; Jaek O. ; 
F. G., Lambeth; M., Kingsland; H., Prince of Wales’-road ; J. 8. D., 
Northumberland-street ; Yokel; J. G. A., Hamstoa; H. E.C., Ather- 
stone; Omega (No. 2); J. H., Holloway: Old Post; E. Ww , Swinten- 
street; Maud, Charlton ; Chalk Stone; L. W., J., Liverpool; F., Islingtoa. 
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BRIDGE. 


HAMMERSMITH 
By Ovr Spzciat Arrisr. 


Of course it wasn’t the intention of A 1 Reserve Force to set a bad example at the boat race, by getting on the chains of Hammersmith Bridge 
in the execution of his duty. But when once up, he didn't find it so easy to come down again, Besides, not being a practical acrobat, his foot- 
tng was a little uncertain. 

Sailor a Jirst choice of position) :—“ Now THEN, MATE, WE'RE ALL ABOARD THE SAME SHIP, 80 YOU'D BETTER CAST ANCHOR WHER® 

You ang; I'LL KgEP YOU FROM FALLING OFF, AND YOU'LL SBE THE RACB QUITE PICTER-LIKE.” 

Soldier (in the rear) :—“ Move on, Boppy, MOVE ON, DON’T YOU KNOW THE COPPERS ARE COLLARING ALL THE CHAPS THEY CATCH ON 


THESE HERE CHAINS; YOU'D BETTER SIT DOWN QUIET.” 


4A PARTIAL STATEMENT. 


Havore taken a solemn adieu of our friends, and a cheerful one of 
lunatic asylum we ha 
much of it as was 





Con- 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 


Ma. Sraz-rzn, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- 
lery made. Illustrated {Catalogue post free for two stamps. 


ents, we have resided with our feet on the rug and our 
head out of the top of the chi . Bat still we have not yet found 
out how tu i « partial lodging.” 


Active and Intelligent. ' 
ae Liberté says that the head of the English detective force is in 
Ia of the number of lish thieves, numbering, it is said, 
een who kare avied ere ons ° +h 
this be true, it is an example of the activity and intelligence wi 
invari ities dhaes hey ano nat wanted. We 
y happy to get rid of this little body of rogues, and possibly 
vernors of Paris may be glad of a strong accession of 
“birds of a feather.” Besides, we may me involved in a quarrel 
with the Commune, thanks to the natural error of our policemen 1n 
arresting a prominent member of the Paris Government by mistake 
for one of our own thieves! 





MR. STREETER, successor to Hancott & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 


es clocks. 

SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 

GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 

GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 

CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 

CLOCKS, for the dining-room, 
boudoir ; bronzes, &c.—Mr. Srazzrenr, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 
Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the 'rovrictor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: April 8, 1871. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 2/4. | 


A PLEASANT holiday, I ween, | 
To Britons aye has welcome been ; 

They toil and moil, our Englishmen, 

Then do not grudge them now and then 

-One day to rest on and be jolly, 

Though here and there they deal in folly. | 


1. Where straggles the wild cucumber, 
You from its acrid juice, 
Supposing bitters you prefer 
his article produce. 


2. Of the lilies 
Amaryllis 
Is the chief 
In my belief. 


3. We once considered it a chair, 
But, in the future’s schools, 
They’ll —_ of it as somewhere, where 
Folks fell between two stools. 


4. How oft in scribber’s lines, you see, | 
When he would elevated be, | 
Like no majestic stream he flows, 
But as a muddy kennel’goes. | 


5. When some fair frieze the sculptor scoops 
From point to point he ribbon loops, 
That may in rich festoons entwine 
‘“‘ The viol, the violet, and the vine.” 


6. Whiche’er you wish, 

Though strange it seem, 

I am a fish, 
I am a gleam, . CPt 

Though many miles of course there are | oa Sg 4 GUY) 

Between the ocean and a star. ) Yy~—s 3 a Y//; | | 

Sotvution or Acrostic No. 212.—Insurgents, Barri- ZT Kinin A DV \y 
cades: Iskelib, Nebula, Streamer, Ulster, Ricictti, Gal- a whi” £14, ,8RY 





lic, Elba, Newfangled, Torque, Serges. 
Scenetous or Acrostic No. 212, gEcgIvep Aprit 5th.—None WAIT FOR AGES. 


correct. 
Tomkyns (who has three maiden cousins staying with him and wants to fill up 
the census) :—‘* ComE, LADIES, | HAVE BEEN WAITING AN HOUR—CAN'T YOU 








’Trep Nature’s Sweet Restorer.—The Dealer in Pres s : Iv : ; 
CONTRIVE TO REMEMBER YOUR BIKTHDAYS YBT! VIRGIL WAS CLEARLY WRONG 
Second-hand Clothes. WHEN HE BAID, ‘ Facilis de-Census.’”” 
. 
CHATS ABOUT MAGS. Highly Satisfactory. 
APRIL. Tus is what we call satisfactory all round :— 


gesteey a woh wo hae the conclusling,chagines of Mx Parewss’s | 9h27ns WLS al aie Mls ee Sens oa ees | 
novel, and the continuations of two other stories. “Mr. Golightly ”’ ae wees , Ree 7 
we shall not be sorry to see the end, as of a mild follower of ‘‘ Verdant | cones Soa Salaoe le dleted 4 ota _—— teers ae anton Hy i 
Green.’’ There are several readable papers ; and the magazine decidedly | the chief consta ble of the county, the learned judge read defendant a severe lecture 
improves. We are at a loss to conceive where the Table Talker picked | #24 set him at liberty. 
up his Latin. We are quite sure neither JuvzNaL wrote, nor did the It must have been satisfactory to the Lord Chief Justice not to be 
Spectator quote, such a sentence as Nemo repente venit turpissimus. Of compelled to imprison “ a young man of good family.” It must have 
course the venit should be feuit ! _ _ | been highly mammary to the “ young man of good family ’’ to get 
London Society is from a literary point of view a very capital | off by payinga fine. It must be very highly satisfactory to the con- 
number: Mr. Piancué’s memoirs are excellent, and several other | stable to get £250 for an assault ; and it will conduce to his being careful 
pa are “‘ good form,’’ not quite so solemn as they have been lately. | not to be assaulted in future except by “young men of good family.” 
- spring ’’ is a fragment that needed not to see ope. The pictures, | Whether, if the assault had been committed by a poor man, the satisfac- 
with the exception of the frontispiece and first cut, which are admirable, | tion would have been so wide-spread we don’t know. 
—_ scarcely up to the mark. ‘Coming odjects oe their I | 
ore”’ (whence is the quotation ? Campne.t said “‘ Coming events.” . ae 
would be better if the likenesses of the R.A.’s were like them. ee Laughing on both Sides i itt tii 
The Stereoscopic Company have issued some life-like Cartes of the | Att Berlin is laughing, says the correspondent of the Daily News, 
ex-Emperor of the French and the Prince Imperial, in whom the like- | at the e+ — = . NAPOLEON — a Scarcely more, = 
ness to his mother is strangely develo Napo.eon III bears in one | imagine, than e Ex-emperor himseil. fie wore an overc 
or two of them a curious a. the late Cuantes Dickens, | with large sleeves for that very purpose. 
partly perhaps because he seems to have abandoned the pointed style | cicnainnselaaadliatidapaaiineatar 
moustache, due to Pomade Hongroise. | Nemo, &c., lacessit:—Ass ate it! 
The rietors of LondongSocvety issue impressions on India paper | : 
of the aoe drawing 4 7 Dust ho!” Ww Mr. Buckman, Patch | Tue Order of the Thistle was conferred on the Marquis or Lore 
appeared in a recent number | on his wedding day. He will probably be grudged the thistle by the 
: same donkeys who grudged the dowry. 


An Easter Monday Question. In Terrorem. 
“Tsay what does it mean when it says the volunteers fired so | Tue present state of affairs at Paris may be described as the Reign 
many eae te 
of course 





of ammunition?” ‘ Why, that they fired their revolvers | of Error. But it should be remembered it is within a “t”’ of being 
identical with the Reign of Terror. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 12th, 1871. 


MRS. BULL’S CENSUS. 


I am not as young—that I freely admit!— 
As I might have called myself once, Joun. 
But my health and strength have not waned a bit 
Since the days, when landed my Roman foes— 
A date which every school-boy knows 
Of course,—if he isn t a dunce, JouN. 


You may set down my age at what you please, 
For you see I am hale and strong, Joun. 
And the mother of such big beys.as these, 
Doesn’t wish to be tachild, you know,— 
Though the years may fly, we-can let them go, 
If they never have done ms much wrong, JOHN. 


The family’s not too big I boast— 
But it's amply enough fer me, Joun. 

Some nrighbours may count their sons by a host— 
But my lads are gallant and stout and true, 
And do what their mother bids them do,— 

And what more could one wish to see, Joun ! 


island here in the ocean placed 
“They haye—and they mean to hold, Jon. 
When people tell me that_I’m “ effaced,” 
I smild:— that's all! ‘To these lads of mine 
The care of my ore I can. sfill assign, 
No matter though I be old, Jom! 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. | 


Paris in statu guo—that statue being the image of despair. = | 
Versailles Government continues totake active steps—to do nothing. = | 
Vote of want of confidence in Government ho yan by Srr CHARLES | 
Dux. Nowant of confidence in Aim! = race between Oxford | 
and Cambri@ge. Oxford a capital second. = Census hasbeen taken. 
We should fike to know how many have neg letted to fill in the 
last column! To be sure, it was to ask them tewrite themselves 
down idiots; but they were invited to do so!.= Volumteer ‘Review at 
Brighton on Easter Monday. Usual crop of ramrods gathered on the 
Downs, next day. = Great row about Dr. Hayyan, headmaster of | 
Rugby. His opponents anxious to gibbet him in accordance with the 
Haman ent. = La Liberté says that Frenchmen have done 
more injury at St. Cloud since the peace than the Prussians did while 
they occupied it! Vive la Liberté ' = Strike in Nottingham lace trade 
continues. Nottingham will not (’ang ’em!) come to the point. = 


The School Board still hard at work—talking! = M. GoLtpscumipt | 
A paper, which | 
should pay for so doing now | 


gots heavy damages for libel against Public Opinion. 

exists by reprinting from ether 

and then. = Saturdey Review persists in calling all Englishwomen 

drunkards. We appeal from the phillipic drunk to the fill-up sober! = 

The Pall Mali * ob iges” with a “‘ French ode on an English subject.”’ 

Prosody forbids you to scan the metre, and delicacy forbids you to 
the last verse. 


—— 


Organised Accidents. 
do not at all like to read such accounts as these, occurring so 


‘We 
often : 

The Echo dw Word bas received a despatch from Rouen, dated the 29th March, 
manepnsiagne intelligenec hed been received at Dieppe that the boiler of a French 
tramsport H 


with 3,000 returned board, had burst, 
Tat the voceel aad all pute aaateees ton Oe eee had barat, and 


From Switzerland there js news of a railway accident which oceurred at Colum- 
ater = me ee to a train carrying interned French soldiers ; 22 were killed, 
and 72 wounded. 


It is to be hoped thatthe Revolutionary Government jn Paris has no 
finger in this; but we are not too sanguine. A Government which 
fires on unarmed people, which openly advocates assassination, and 
which calmly , » might easily adopt measures to pre- 
vent the return of the soldiers who might be used against it ! 


A Ned’s as good as a Wink. 


A runsovs article in the Journal Oficiel of the Paris Red Commune, 
after recommending, under the thin veneer of tyrannicide, the most 
horrible system of assassination, winds up with the words: “ Let all 
good citizens take the hint.” It comes too late, we should hope. 
All good citizens took the hint long ago—ana left ! 





Noruixe evocerps 1x8 Svuccess.—Granted: but no one desires a 
succession of ill-luck. 


FUN. 
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 


Srr,— Did you ever possess a trusty and favourite dog? If so you 
can sympathise with me in the loss of my Jowler, than whom perhaps 
a better or a wiser animal never licked the hand of his fond master. 
My dog, sir, was of the description known as tripe-hound, but he was 
not at all dainty, and has been known to eat boiled pork and pease- 

udding rather than go without, and to his credit be it said he never 

rank anything stronger than water except when he could get beer, 
and even then he rarely exceeded the bounds of moderation. ‘The end 
of my dog was of a most remarkable description—I don't allude to 
Jowler’s caudal extremity, but to the fact of his untimely death, which 
occurred on Good Friday at breakfast time. A friend called on me 
and remarked that Good Friday memerials were more than usually 
plentiful in the bakers’ shops. ‘“* Yes,’’ 1 said, “ they are, of course, 
abundant.” 





My dog on hearing this howled dismally, and before he | 


could recover the visitor asked : “‘ Why ought a well-trained dog to | 


be able to prevent a man committing a murder? Of course you don't 
demow ? Jecause if it were necessary he could give him pause.” 
was too much for the intelligent creature, who moaned audibly, gave a 
spasmodic snort, dropped two briny tears on the new hearthrug, and 
expired. I have commemorated this remarkable event in the follow- 
ing lines, which the guilty perpetrator of the dreadful deed, unawed 


by the consequences of his folly, has had the impertinence to call « 
doggerel :— 
J—aws like a shark had he, with which to eat 
O—pportune portions of bread, cheese, or meat, 
W-—hen he could get them; but oh, without doubt, 
I.—ately he’s certes been often without. 
E—ver regretting my faithful old tyke [1] 


It—emain yours most truly, his late owner, Mixz. 





Mr. Canny presents his complimentsto the Editor of Fun, and if you 


This . 


will allow him he would much like to contribute some good things for | 


that excellent journal. I have for some period been making jokes for 
teadealers and tobacconists, and Mr. Capny would like to offer some to 
the Editor of Fun. 

Why is an angry man always likely to retain his employment ;— 
Because he is rarely or never out of choler. 

Why is Fleet-street like a newspaper office P—Because there is 
always a telegraph dispatch and advertiser in it. 

Why ought ull graziers visiting London to call at South Kensington 
Museum ?—Because there is the best collection of SHEEPSHANKS, 

The Editor will much oblige Mx. Capny by informing me if he thinks 
these are satisfactory. Yours truly, G..C. 





Sir,—I don’t think your correspondent of last week has got much 
to Bella about. I know we gents suffer more from the ladies than the 
ladies do from us. Why, there’s.me and my friends has to put our 

ipes out often because a female gets into the carriage; but don't we 

unk ’em out if they happen to get into one set apart for smokers! A 
woman had the senieunied impertinence the other day to ask me to 
leave off till she got out at the next station, because it made her 11] tu 
breathe the ’bacca smoke. I gave hera bit of my mind, asked her 
why she didn’t read the words on the door,.and told her it would make 
me quite as ill if I left off. At the same time I gave Cuariie SMity 
the tip, and he drew up the window. I'll warrant she won't get into « 
smoking carriage again ina hurry. At the same time allow me to is. 
what does Betta mean when she says she travels first class for th: 
purpose of meeting with “‘ gentlemen only’”’ ? Is she tired of fema': 
society > If so she should ride twice a day in the smoking saloon with 
yours, A Ciry GeEnT. 


Odi Profanum. 
Ws learn from a Canadian paper that 


The Seotchmen of Ottawa resolved to celebrate the marriage of the Marquis ©’ 
Lorne by offering a gold medal for the best poem on the Royal marriage, vp<™ *¥ 
the whole Domunion. 

We are glad—considering the nature of such odes—to deduce thi: 
there is no intention of presenting the “ poem” to the Marquis or his 
| bride. The latter we should think would be rather shy of suco 
poetical gifts after Mu. Bucnawan’s graceful preface. 


Nature abhors & Vacuum. 


We are not always able to agree with Nature: should any friend’+ 
capitalist feel disposed to sign a blank cheque and send it to 80 Fleet- 
street we shall receive it with deep gratitude. 


A Plea Unhap-pily Appli-cable. 


Evesn the derided -grinder has his good points— he supplies * 
the pent-up poor one of the greatest luxuries of life—a change of al. 
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SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER 














































Spoonrut IX. 

VERYBODY, 
from the “ mon- 
strum erudi- 
tionis’”’ to the 
merest abeceda- 
vian, knows that 
the deaf adder 
won't listen to 
the voice of the 
charmer, how- 
ever indeafad- 
dergabble the 
charmer may be 
in trying to 
rnake himself 
charming; or at 
any rate, heard; 

y | therefore, O deat 

eat RON AND adders, we give 
ya CED AS : you a picture full 
: ¢ of double mean- 
ings instead of 

Loring ourself, 

and you too, with 

writing many 

: words; but, 
i Done gia == though our cro- 

mag EIS Pleas a guis a double 

2p RATS LOO entente is meant 

sr Rin aa a iiaalitaaaaannal to represent a 
rustic E, we do hope it may not prove a rusty key to you, but altro, 
that it may open the door of a cell in your brain big enough to take in 
our meaning. 

We areasked this question: If riches be a possession to be desired in 
this life,what is richer than wisdom? Don’t try and give an anser, 
goose ; don’t say “ pork chops ’’or “ stewed eels,’’ or guess like that ; it 
isn't a riddle, it’s a maxim: we are asked, we say, what is richer than 
wisdom ? but, as the rich heathens and shethens, the deaf adders of 
Society, don’t agree, or try to appear to look as if they wished to act 
as if they didn’t agree to this, and certainly go on as if they didn’t 
want their children to agree to it, hinc ille—silly, because useless— 
lackrhymee,lack-rhyme-z, which however don't lack reason. 

Paternal, maternal, elder sorornal, and big-brotherly Reader, every 
sort of branch is most easily bent and trained—N.B. Especially the 
“Olive branch’’—when young! An old dog learns no new tricks— 
unless he’s “a sad dog: ” if you want to teach him anything you must 
take him tn statu puppy-lari, whilst he’sa puppy : se tis with your olive 
branches: then is the time to see that erotics and erratics sap not 
away the rising sap of sapience in the olive branch’s brain; then is 
the time to see that the olive b’s mind is not undermin’d with — — 
trash ; then is the time to see that the olive b's * food for thought ”’ is 
not only toothsome, but digestible and — nourishing! You don't give 
babies in arms beefsteak pudding with horseradish sauce and stewed 

“removed ’”’ by Norfolk dumplings, with Clos Vougeot or 
gin. sling, in place of “ Liebfraumilch,’’ to wash ’em all down, not 
you; why, then, let young girls—who don’t see the precipice you 
allow them t@ hang over—have, even before they are “ out,” all the 
spiciest, most décousue literature, that is to be got for money as their 
mental um ? 

Ah! if we were not such a lazy d—1 (beg pardon, we mean suck 
a Lazydwmon), if we were not such a Laced:emon in being so sparing 
2 our words, what a lot we could say on this most pregmam= 

me. 

O goosey r! O mater ditto! when you read the writings of 
Genius (if re. do ?), when you see ‘a: paintings of Genius f 
(mere probable, as: it's fash’nable te go to the place where they can 
at amy rate lie looked at), when you hear the music of ditto (also proba- 
ble, thanlis to the Monday Pops, &., being in vogue), and stumble 
unwittingly over all the innumerable glorious works of innumerable 
/lorious doesn’t it make you who have never done anything in 
your lives but, read novels with peepeennene heroes and harrowin’ 
heroines, and..... your best. to look pretty, doesn't it make you— 
feel rather small, rather bored, just perhaps a trifle sorry you have 
wasted your opportunities so much? Doesn't it at amy rate determine 
you te try and train up your olive branches in such a manner that 
tney may turn out « little, just a little, more useful than yourselves, 
your purely ornament. 1 selves ? 

O patres familiasses! O wives of same! spare not your rods, and 
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‘Lyons by the Prefect. 
longer an amphitheatre where they could be ex 
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spoil not your olive b's! for remember this, the great thing is—to dea 
good Toby tickler, and not to be tobytickler about how often you do it! 
O by all means, if you insist upon it, be most pharmacopious with the 
stimulating pil: hydrarg: and with the fallest bodied blackest doses ; 
Os not the oily oil of castor, “ drawn,” if it so please you, in the 
“ coldest ” possible manner, but, don’t, oh do not, nap in your medi- 
cally affectionate anxiety for a health the absolute necessity of 
the epicene olive b’s mind being m e healthy also. © permit not the 
olive b’s to waste quite all their time in flying, flitfing and flirting, 
butterfly—flutterby—like, from leaf to leaf....... of a novel, from 
flower to flower of honied monied love talk! © grudge 
not the pecuniary outlay which a nor... strong-armed, 
strong-minded AB—BA, Able Bodied Birchelor of Arts, for your male 
olive b’s will entail; and, if you would duemna good with your female 
o b's, have so undeniably ugly a governess, of such very mature years, 
that no one can by any earthly possibility flirt with her, who will 
therefore perhaps kindly spend her time in seeking to make her 
charges sdabitie, NOT herself admired. 

Lastly, and above all, Oye sweet-scented and still blooming May-trees, 
O ye fruitful but dilettanti Patres of youth, remember, O please Papa 
and Mama dear, remember this, that as years glide on you will get the 
very reverse of thanks from the olive b’s for your neglect of their mental 
manurage, as ’tis only when your o b's have grown into trees that 
they learn to appreciate, from seeing it in others, the valwe of that 
which they have failed—from your faults alone—to aequire during 
juvenility ; for, believe us, they soon are made to find out that the 


sharpest and most useful edge in this world is........ Knowl-edge 
They soon are made to find out that of all the rotten branches, in al 
creation, the rottenest, the very rottenest is....... an ignoramus ! 





DID YOU EVER? 


Dip you ever hear tell of a Cambridge-blue sculler, 
Who from Mortlake to Putmey used often to row ? 

When the weather was bright he would wish it were duller, 
“ Because these hot days are so awfully slow.” 


He ha‘ed all sloth, but though he was no dreamer, 
He iade « mistake when he started one day, 

The race went ahead—he was passed by the steamer, 
And leftim the surf with the devil to pay. 


But he woulém'$ be stalled—so he went in for teaching, 
By dint of good luck got to coach the best crew, 
And soon proved to them all that in rowing and preaching 
’Tis easy to show when ’its most hard to do. 


Ad Leones. 

We learn that. several preachers of sedition have been expelled from 
It mukes one regret almost that Lyons has no 
ed —to the lions. 
In old times the persons sent to the lions were chiefly Christians; but 
we would waive that qualification in favour of the roffiens who 
delight to sow discord in a country still bleeding from its wounds, and 
struggling towards recovery. 
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THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE ATHLETIC SPORTS.—MIND v. MUSCLE. 


1. It wasa a oars Timson to bectatedaa. training for the sports. 7. The victor crowned 

> _——— de quite _—— an ee | 8. When he got back to ene, however, no one knew him. He must again 
4. At walking—no one could him. | become an undergradua 4 
5. Running—even the eye not follow him. 9, But discovering that his aie was shattered, he entered the Civil Service, 20 

6. As for jamping—he had not seen Lulu for nothing. is now one of its most zealous and efficient members. 
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BULL’S CENSUS. } 


John :—“ WELL, MY LOVE, THOUGH THAT IS YOUR AGE, YOU LOOK AS YOUNG AND HEARTY AS EVER. THERE 
ISN’T MUCH EFFACEMENT ABOUT YOU!” 
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An Injured Female. | The awakened Conscience. 
Strong-minded wife, looking over papers filled up by feeble husband:— | Frightful dream of Miss after “a wilful mis-statement of age.”’— 


“ Pray what do you mean, Mr. Chankey, by returning yourself as Head of | Carried before two Justices of the Peace—pictures of some ef the probable 











the Family, insulting your wife by calling her a Female. consequences, 
—— tant 
TABLES OF WOOD AND TABLES OF STONE. Ladies! Ladies! 
. Tuts is the latest and most terrible information just received from 
Are the Tables of Stone, or the Tables of Wood tho Court Journal :— 
Most auspicious to venture your “tin” on? It is matter of common observation this season that in the parks and West-end 
Isa question we answer, whichever we should streets traces of paint and enamel, with all their toilet et ceteras, are more visible 
Be less likely to lose than to win on. than ever. This is dreadful. The days of painted cheeks and dyed hair ought to 
- Lary ~~ there is some talk of’a life-like enamel for ; he face, oe oe 
r 1 ° Jyed eye-bruws are of course. What will be thought of ‘‘ a charming blue tint for 
Upon Tables of Wood, Rouge et Noir and Roulette ; the shading of the outer corner of the eyelid; anther, still darker, for the tracing 
Upon Tables of Stone, Pool and Billiards. of the temple and brow; and a fine dark line drawn beneath the under eyelashes ?”’ 
Chance on Wood—skill on Stone—each, without e’en one bet, | It is whispered that a genius has discovered a plan for fixing false eyelashes, 
Of long purses will empty or fill yards ! The children of Racuet do not seem to refuse to be comforted for her 


loss. They have found another mother-—nay, more than ma!—a 
marrer of their face divine. 

But really if the sex makes itself up so very elaborately, it must not 
complain if now and then a satirist “‘ pulls it to pieces.”’ 


And if you are determined to venture your fate 
Upon skIL1, and not CHANCE, you should try it! 

But you'll value experience when ’tis too late ; 
And it’s cost you a fortune to buy it! 


This advice will be probably quite thrown away— 


As, in life, almost always advice is! A Serious Question. 


And on Tables of Wood and of Stone you will play Ir was announced by Mr. Baker, Her Majesty's Inspector of Facto- 
Till you end in a crash or a crisis! ries, that Good Friday would be enforced as : one under the wae, 
. y Act. ve xl fi Baker did not s 3 
With a bullet in brain this existence you fly— a i os ng are glad to find our Saxe ot stop the supply o 
On a Table of Wood you're dissected ! —— 
And over that part of you able to die, Put that in your Pipe! 
Wal » Table 46 Stone be erected. Tue Swiss Government has introduced a bill making 1t unlawful fot 
So to Tables of Wood and to Tables of Stone, “ persons under 14 years of age’’ to smoke tobacco. As a rule th® 
After Death, as in Life, you are fated! crime brings its own punishment to smokers of such tender age. O si 
And your end, as is fit, by the Registrar shown, sic omnes! 
In a Tabular form will be stated. peor Repaeerenaaeaes 


A Bit of his Mind. 
‘No mat-ter!”’ a gaol-bird pleaded when ordered to manipulate the 
Loose Fish. | cocoa-nut fibre. He was a light-fingered gentleman. That's what 


Many believe that the “Commune” is popular only with those | was the matter. 


: a forcibly that the | _ 
om 9 Ag oe & oe — = 5 aes | members | For THE SHOE-BLACK Bricapg.—* A little earning’s not a dangerous 


of society. thing.” 











A Retiring Disposition. | | 
Agony of mind of Jobber, late of the Stock Exchange, on finding that Small and feeble husband (meekly) to Head of the Family (Mrs. 


according to Instruction 23, he must return himself exther as a“ Retired | filling up poper :—“ What have you put me down as, dear ? 


Farmer” or “ Retired Grocer.” We believe that he eventually returned | Hi. of F. :—“ I have put you down as an idiot, sir.” 
| himself as a lunatic. | Collapse of S. and F. H. 
‘ 





Putting Him Down. 
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THE FIGHT. 
THE EASTER MONDAY REVIEW. | sioned too, with haversacks of needful cheer, ham-sandwiches and 
| flasks of beer, they went to the review. For hunger is a bitter thorn, 


Br ot Gun Eoviswe. and bitterly it would be borne upon that day they knew, if they were 
Ws have nothing but commendation for this really handsome and | weak enough to jog without sufficiency of prog, to hold the great 
_ useful work, which oppeees to have been produced with very great | review. 
care. Glancing over column after column, we have found no mate Loud rang the clarion, drum, and fife, that called these warriors to 
to which any real odjection could be maintained. It would | the strife which they must now renew ; and forth they hurried to the 
invidious to say that towards the close it becomes a little tedious, as | fray—or rather as I ought to say—the Volunteer Review. How 
| that might have arisen from the wish it inspired in us to reach the | Jonze fell very early out because he a twinge of gout, how Tomkins 
| denouement. er this very popular Annual seems to be as | w grew, how Sir a heavy boot had worn that punished his 
| admirably cond as ever, and bids fuir to be one of the best Essays | peculiar corn and injured Ais review ; how Brack his le somehow 
on Volunteering ever produced. ined, how Wuirs at some small “pub” remained, deserting all 
e crew, how Green his ramrod shot away, ’tis not permitted me to 
Anotuge Account. say about this year’s review. | 
| Once more on Easter Monday last the Volunteer from London For finding early I was tired, a brief siesta I desired, and quietly 
| parsed the ate through, and all towards Brighton Downs | withdrew, where a dry ditch as couch I found ; and there extended om 
inciine by rea or by road or line to hold the grand review. In | the ground I slept through the review. A flask of cognac by my side, 
sentaentale full arrayed, with rifle, bayonet, or blade—and well provi- | a purk-pie in brown paper tied, a pipe and eke a screw, these were the 
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simple joys I sought, and so I did’nt—as I ought—report the grand 
review. 





FurtTuer PARTICULARS. 


{In the absence of the regular members of his staff, who were con- 
jectured to be left behind at the hotel, the proprietor of the Fisder in 
the most spirited manner undertook to report the review. By special 
ey we are enabled to place his notes in full before the public. 

. Fun. 


Drums. 


Men marching. 


—_——_---- 


A VERY BAD CASE. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
April 3rd. 

Dear Mr. Eprror,— Pray let me pour my griefs into your bosom 
(IL suppose Editors have bosoms), or else I shall have a very bad attack 
of hysterics. Avcustus is so put out that when I seek for sympathy 
from him he only says “ fiddlededee’’—when he doesn't say “dee” 
without the fiddle. ’ 

Afew days ago I had aletter from dear mamma to say she wascoming 
to see us and stop for a short time, and that she would bring Jutta. 
Jui is my younger sister. JuLiAis ed to Gronee Pretrman ; 
and as wellive a little way out of town and he isin business Jutia wrote 
to ask me to ask Avevesrvus to ask Grorcs to come down and stay with us 
from the Saturday till the Monday, which dear Avcusetvs did. I was 
very anxious that mamma should see the boys, as she has not seen them 
since last Haster, since which time they have been at school and have 
been vaccinated, which took beautifully ;—so I wrote to Dk. WHackHAM 
to let them come home on the Saturday, promising that they should 
return the first thing on Monday to their studies. As luck would 
have it a very old friend and schoolfellow of Avcusrvus’s ran down also 
on ‘the Saturday aud brought his hand-bag, intending to stay over the 
us. It was rather a squeeze, and quite a miracle that I 
hadclean sheets enough ; but by putting the two boys in Avcvsrvs's 
T contrived to get over the difficulty. 


paper folded up—“ Another 
text” thought I. “Oh, the Census paper,” said Avcustus. After 


that until night nothing more was said about it; but when we went 
to bed Aveustvus explained to me what it was, and said I must give 
him all the particulars as to age—fancy that!—and other things, in 
the case of mamma and Jutia. That was bad enough, but fancy my 
consternation when on Saturday evening Cook and Emma both declared 
their intention of leaving. I should tell you that a few days ago 
AvGvuatus had found the baker’s man and the butcher’s assistant 
taking tea with them in the kitchen and had given them notice. So 
on Saturday evening, while he was out with his friend and Mr. 
Prettimman for a walk before dinner, up came Emma and Cook and 
said they were going. And they went! I was left with no servant 
but Janz, a girl of sixteen who looks after baby. That was bad 
enough—but the worst is to come. I got in a woman to help during 
that evening and to come in on Sunday. But as she went home at 
night she was of course not a resident servant. And so, when 
AvGustus made up the Census return he had to put down himself and 
me, and mamma, and Juxia, and Mr. Prerriman, and his friend Mr. 
Groves, and Gussy and Teppy, and baby—nine people—and 01/// ove 
servant, aged stxtcen, to the whole lot. Is it not ul to think that 
we shall go down in the pages of history under such dreadful circum- 
stances? And what the Registrar-General say? I wished to 
apologise and explain to the gentleman who collected the papers, but 
he said he hadn't time. Will you kindly set us right with posterity ? 
Yours, &c., 


uf 


fell! om Friday arrived a slip of blue 


Bessiz LovesyrpD. 


‘* By your Leave.”’ 


_ Wz have been favoured with a peep at The Rules of a Trade Asso- 
sretion founded in the North of England. The following is one af 
em :— 


XI. That no member shall be suffered to leave this Society so long as anv canse 
affecting the general interest of trade shall be pending, or any pecuniary liabilicy 


eee such liability having been incurred during his connexion with the 
:. if he does, he cannot be re-admitted. 

This seems to us a little severe. If no member can be suffered to leave 
the society, it will of course be impossible for him to do so. But if in 
Spite of this he does leave it surely he onght to be re-admitted, if only 
on the ground that, he has been clever enough to accomplish an im- 
possibility ' 


Wirew a man beats his wife why is it like a sovereign cordial ? 


_ Because it's he-licks-her. 


= 
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A. M., Glasgow; N. Y., jan.; W. H., Ipewich; 
worth: D. L. M., Kin 
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MY VOLUNTEER. 
By a Spovss not a Spartan. 


My Volunteer’s a warrior etout, 
When in his uniform arrayed : 
His waist, though, measures more about 
Than once it did, I am afraid. 
But men with families, of course, 
Are men of substance, that is clear, 
And he’s the glory of the force— 
My Volunteer! 


He looks a hero every inch, 

And terrible he’ll prove too, when 
Britain—some argument to clinch— 

Calls out the soldier-citizen ! 
On Brighton’s Downs to see him fight 

Your very inmost heart would cheer. 
He is “ a phantom of delight,”’ 

My Volunteer. 


Yet were invasion on us thrust, 
oe Ge one hostile shot was fired 


Volunteer would—as I trust— 
m active service have retired ! 
His own domestic hearth to screen, 
To guard his wife and children dear, 
These are his tactics, so I glean. 
My Volunteer! 


eae 
— - —_——_—_-—- 


Uniform. 

Tue revolution Government in Paris, which gives itself the 
questionable title of Za Commune, has departed considerably from the 
simplicity of old Republicanism. The red flag is now adorned with 
gold fringes and tassels, and —— inscription. The Military 
Commanders, in commen with display the white feather. 
In other respects the only thing about them that can strictly be de- 
scribed as uniform is incapacity. 


A Pronounced Difference. 


* Littie Jinks (born within sound of Bow bells) says it just like them 


French to say “ Vis 4 Vis.” He knows V isn't alwaysa V. Among 
his friends it is pretty often a W. 
In the Right Key. 
Messrs. Bennett, Ervey, and Benepict have been knighted. and 
have certainly—yes Sir-tainly !—deserved the distinction. Why ? 


Because they are men of note. 


clan is a scoring stroke at billiards like a potato? When it's a 
uke. 


Sushers to Corresyondents, 


| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. 


Inns or Cournt.—Out of Ceurt. 

SLIGHTLY IRREVERENT.—Pardon us. The Albert Hall echo repeats — 
it does not answer ! 

C. D. (Iikley).—Your ‘‘ quite new” stories may be quite new to you. 
To us they’re new- thing of the sort! 

F, T. (Everton).—* ‘Toffee or not toffee ?’—in your case we decide not to 
fee, as we don’t use the sketch. 

BEELZEBUL.—You are mistaken—and “ no flies!"’ 

A FRUBND OF ORDER.— We don’t know the kind of “‘order”’ you mean, 
but we “ freely admit’’ we can’t read your writing. 

M. E. C. (Edinburgh).—Treating the brewers too much ¢ /a Bruin. 





J. L. H. (Swanscoe Park, Macclesfield).—When next you shoot rubbi:h | 


our way, please pay postage. 

Czensor.—If you mean the paragraph we quoted, it decidedly is not 
** quite grammatical.”’ | 
eclined with thanks :—R,. G., Richmond; R. G. 8., Leamington; R., 
Bracker Brae ; Splodgers; R. C., Glasgow; RB. A., ma. B., 
Glasgow ; Bangles; the Cuss; Mitcham; M., Sunderland ; H.; B., Alder- 
man’s Walk; Log; John Jones; E. G. W., Whitehall; Bray, l; 


H. E. F., Dublin; Thomas Tootle; R.M. G., Southampton; M. L., 
Por'land road; Toodle; J. 8. Cambridge ; 3. W., Shooter's Hill: H.’ 
Beaminster; D.D.: N. D. H., Alfred ; G. F. W., Denmark Hi!' . 
7 B.; EL, Sawbridge - 
and; S. F., Liverpool; E. W., 

X. Y. Z.; Nemo ; P., Leeds ; Sunderland. 
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large case, 
be filled with muskets and other arms. “ 

















TO THE SCIENTIFIC. 
A savant in the South London district reports the appearance (on the night of Monday, the 10th instant) of a “ brilliant meteor, travelling from 


8. to W., in a line parallel with the rorizon.”’ 


In the interests of science we beg to state that the 1st Bungshire Volunteers having been doing reserve 


duty, and not having fired a single cartridge all day, amused themselves on the return journey by the manufacture and discharge of “ devils.’’ 
NB: We do not wish to alarm nervous readers, but the little chap in the corner who is getting a large share of the sparks is little Pypps, who is 


bringing home the magazine of the 150th Widdlesex. 





Unselfish, very! 


A wcmper of French officers of high rank, about thirty in number, 
including Marsuars Bazarinzs and MacMaunon, held a niliting at 
Frankfort. Among them 


The belief was unanimous that the Republic would perish in a civil war. Na- 
poleon was held to have no chance, but these officers were confident that the nation 
would choose the young Prince Imperial, with a regency, as the only resource for 
preserving order. 


These officers baving utterly failed in military matters are now turn- 
ing their attention to politics, in which they are likely to succeed no 
better. It is not u that they should be “confident” that the 
nation (to judge from themselves!) was anxious for a restoration of 
the Imperial family. Which of them expects to be regent ? 





How not to do it. 


Turret was a in the papers the other day, stating that 
“on Thursday '’— presumably the ursday before the ph 
—the police at Limerick had seized at the railway station, a 

not consigned to any one, ne Revne se Seminsinn to 

e police,” continues the 


MR. to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
are of the best London make. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


— Nee — aes 2 oe a j 
eee MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-strect, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 





An explosion may oceur at any moment, 


ph, “ have received orders to arrest any one who may inquire 

or it.” Of course after that intimation nobody did inquire for it! 

The Irish—the very Irish constabulary are to be tulated on the 

ingenuity, or ratner ingenuoasness with which they set about catching 

offenders. It is not strictly original, perhaps, for the idea was embodied 
by Docrerry in his charge to the watch. 


The Weather. 

Tus Spring seems to be comi fast. The hedges are green 
already, and we observed a great deal of shooting last Monday in the 
neighbourhood of Brighton. 


Hint to Young Gardeners. 
Tr you wish to behold the crowned heads of Europe, plant a little 
co a in your garden. Why? Because then you'll have 
seed’ um 


An Eanty Riszr.—The man with a short temper. ; 
Way cannot a drunken man, sitting by the driver of an omnibus, 
fall off? Because he is so decidedly ‘on’! 





watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. ; L a 
CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, 


Mx. Srnzeran, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir ; bronzes, &c.—Mn. Srunstrn, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 
lery, machine made. [Illustrated ‘Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stam ps 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill. Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the F'roprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon: April 15, 1871. 
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Una-kiss-tomed to it! 


Ws do not believe, this, in spite of i 
c paper,—and American papers | é utati 
that is pate ye suspicion—we won't say in which direction :— 
An anti-kissing society has been formed by the Galena, Ill., girls. “No kissing 
before marriage 


” is their motto. 


“Galena, Ill,” indeed! Dying duck in a thunderstorm, more likely. 
We should rather guess the ages of the “girls ’’ who form the society 
must amount collectively to alargesum. They can never have known 
what it was to be kissed or they would not a ce whic 
80 harmless and so nice. If they only knew how much a kiss is like a 
slice of honey, buttered on both sides with the best molasses | couldn 
passed up for consumption on a streak of lightning that makes 
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ts having first appeared in | 
have a reputation for veracity 


a practice which is 
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Ou, sweet Blooms-bury 

Is lovely very,— 

There’s Russell Square there 
And the British Mus :— 
With a vast collection 
That’s worth inspection ;— 
It boasts things rare there, 
On my word, it does! 

For there’s John Dor-y 

And Ichthyosauri, 

And Egyptian mummies, 
And the Memnon’s head, 
The sacred beadle,* 
Cleopatra’s needle, 

(But it not yet come is— 
Though they’ve got the thread.) 


And there’s gorillas, 

And Roman villas, 

And Etruscan pottery, 

Such as ne’er you saw, 

And bears, and bisons, 

And giraffes, such nice ’uns, 
Though they’re rather tottery 
And they’re stuffed with straw; 
Then there’s so great a 
Display of strata, 

And fossil creatures 

Such as here are drawn, 

And busts of Neroes, 

And other heroes,— 

You can’t see their features, 
’Cause the heads are gone. 





* It is conjectured that the poet alludes to the 
Scarabeus.—Ev. 


the tips of your fingers wink for joy, they would create a number of 

‘ vacancies in that society. If they'll pick out a young and pretty 
= Se | member (if they’ve got one) and send her here as a deputation, we 
will do our best to get her converted. 
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GROVES OF BLOOMSBURY: 
(An Echo from the Groves of Blarney.) 


There’s gladiators, 

And alligators, 

And rare engravings, 
And coins antique, 

And Druids’ sickles, 

And snakes in pickles, 
And Roman pavings, 
And old friezes Greek, 
Likewise there’s whales, too, 
And frogs and snails, too, 
And coal formations, 
And bark canoes, 

And savage 

And old MS.’s, 

With illuminations 

In all sorts of hues. 


And here’s a’statue 
That's looking at you, 
And a mausoleum, 

And a stuffed baboon, 
And the objects various 
And multifarious, 
Which in this museum 
Turn-up opportune ; 

For there's no nation 
Such variation 

In curiosities, 

As we, can show ; 
Though they’re crowded very 
Now in Bloomsbury, 
And the nation’s loss it is 
As well we know! 


Then there’s curators 

As explicators, 

To answer questions 

And to put folks right ; 
And rooms to eat in, 

You can get cold meat in, 
While good digestions 
Wait on appetite. 

And besides the feeding, 
There’s a room for reading 
(And whoe’er designed it 
Was a clever dog!) 

There you'll get each book you 
Ever wanted, look you,— 
If you can but find it 

In the Catalogue! 


But to cut things shorter, 
We must quit the building 
And the railing’s gilding 
And the sentinel— 

For beside the entry 

There is placed a sentry, 
Not to name the porter, 
Who is there as well. 

For I've sung with pleasure 
In a classic measure 

Of each priceless treasure 
That these walls contain. 
We'll take leave thus now, 
And we'll catch the ’bus now 
That’s to carry us now 

To our homes again! 


mission fail we'll undertake the task ourselves! 





A Soul above Saucepans ! 

Tux comptroller of the kitchen at Versailles has committed suicide 
because after having held that office under CuarLzs Tus Tantu, Lovis 
Purrrrg, and Napo.eon IIL., he could not submit to exercise it for “‘a 
nobody like M. Turers and a nothing like the Assembly.” 
t “‘comptrol ’’ himself as well as he could a kitchen. To put 
himself im such a stew was the height of stewpidity! 





In fact, rather than let her 


Pity he 
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TO THE SCIENTIFIC. 


Al savant in the South London district reports the appearance (on the night of Monday, the 10th instant) of a “ brilliant meteor, travelling from 
| S. to W., in a line parallel with the nortzon.’’ In the interests of science we beg to state that the 1st Bungshire Volunteers having been doing reserve | 
| duty, and not having fired a single cartridge all day, amused themselves on the return journey by the manufacture and discharge of “ devils.”’ | 
V.B. We do not wish to alarm nervous readers, but the little chap in the corner who is getting a large share of the sparks is little Pypps, who is 
bringing home the magazine of the 150th Widdlesex. An explosion may occur at any moment. 








| 


Unselfish, very! | aragraph, “‘have received orders to arrest any one who may inquire . 
a ; : : . b or it.’” Of course after that intimation nobody did inquire for it! 

_ A xvaner of French officers of high rank, about thirty in number, | ne Trish—the very Irish constabulary are to be congratulated on the 
ae mgnenend h Bazaine and MacMauon, held a meeting at | inoenuity, or ratner ingenuousness with which they set about catching 

a ; among t oe bak Si ase a xa. | of nders. It is not strictly original, perhaps, for the idea was embodied 

e ie Was unanimous that t udlic Wo €risn IR @ ClVll War. Na- r > ; ; 

poleon was held to <a cari but es aneaha ene confident that the nation by Docrerry in his charge to the watch. 
would choose the young Prince Imperial, with a regency, as the only resource for 
preserving order. The Weather. 
These officers having utterly failed in military matters are now turn- Tue Spring seems to be coming fast. The hedges are green 
ing their attention to politics, in which they are likely to succeed no already, and we observed a great deal of shooting last Monday in the 
better. It is not unnatural that they should be “confident”’ that the neighbourhood of Brighton. 


— ee 








Ee 





a ( to ee See themselves!) was anxious for a restoration of 
the Imperial family. Which of th xpects to be P . 
7 , er ee Hint to Young Gardeners. 
; Tr you wish to behold the crowned heads of Europe, plant a little 
How not to do it. stonecrop in your garden. Why? Because then you'll have 


THERE was a pomngengh ie Ge wagers the other day, stating that | seed'um! 
“on Thursday ""— presumably the Thursday before the paragraph : 
appeared—the police at Limerick had seized at the railway is An Earty Riser.—The man with a short temper. : 
Way cannot a drunken man, sitting by the driver of an omnibus, 


large case, not consigned to any one, and pores on examination to 
be filled with muskets and other arms. “The police,” continues the | fall off? Because he is so decidedly ‘on’! 


a - ie 
MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 





MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, 


Conduit-street are of the best London make. watches and clocks. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. . 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. L ; 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, om 
Mx. Srae-rex, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Mnr. Srrestrr, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Wor . 
lery, ine made. Ilustrated ‘Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamp 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the 'roprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—London: April 15, 1871. 
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There's gladiators, 
And alligators, 
And rare engravings, 
And coins antique, 
And Druids’ sickles, 
And snakes in pickles, 
And Roman pavings, 
And old friezes Greek, 
Likewise there's whales, too, 
And frogs and snails, too, 
And coal formations, 
And bark canoes, 
And savage dresses, 
| And old MS.’s, 
With illuminations 
In all sorts of hues. 






mtormedaus -( 


And here’s a’statue 
That's looking at you, 
be ; And a mausoleum, 
——————— And a stuffed baboon, 
| And the objects various 
Crawl Geet - And multifarious, 
Which in this museum 
THE Turn-up opportune ; 
For there's no nation 
GROVES OF BLOOMSBURY: Such variation 
In curiosities, 

(An Echo from the Groves of Blarney.) As we, can show ; 
‘Though they're crowded very 
Now in Bloomsbury, 
And the nation’s loss it is 
As well we know! 





Ou, sweet Blooms-bury 
Is lovely very,— 
There’s Russell Square there 











And the British Mus :— Then there's curators 
With a vast collection As explicators, 

That’s worth inspection ;— To answer questions 

It boasts things rare there, And to put folks right ; 
On my word, it does! And rooms to eat in, 

For there’s John Dor-y You can get cold meat in, 

_it And Ichthyosauri, While good digestions 

“Th And Egyptian mummies, Wait on appetite. 

-"ty And the en head, And besides the feeding, 

—<—" : The sacred beadle, * There’s a room for reading 
rtd “SSS fh Cleopatra's needle, (And whoe’er designed it 

| —>- See o ( But it not yet come is— Was a clever dog !) 

" lull Festis . Sica) Though they’ve got the thread.) | ‘There you'll get each book you 
=>) Ever wanted, look you,— 
oN And there’s gorillas, If you can but find it 
= And Roman villas, In the Catalogue! 

- And Etruscan pottery, | 
Such as ne’er you saw, But to cut things shorter, 
And bears, and bisons, We must quit the building 


And giraffes, such nice ’uns, 
Though they’re rather tottery 
And they’re stuffed with straw ; 
Then there’s so great a 

Display of strata, 


And the railing’s gilding 
And the sentinel— 

For beside the entry 
There is placed a sentry, 
Not to name the porter, 


And fossil creatures Who is there as well. 

Such as here are drawn, For I've sung with pleasure 
And busts of Neroes, In a classic measure 

And other herocs,— Of each priceless treasure 
You can’t see their features, | That these walls contain. 


’Cause the heads are gone. We'll take leave thus now, 
And we'll catch the "bus now 
That’s to carry us now 

To our homes again! 






Yorveact iniemete 





* It is conjectured that the poet alludes to the 
Scarabeus.—Ev. 








-kiss- it ! the tips of your fingers wink for joy, they would create a number of 
‘ wae one cones ” ° ai vacancies in that society. If they'll pick out a young and pretty 

Ws do not believe this, in spite of its having first appeared in an yy omber (if they’ve got one) and send her here as 4 deputation, we 
erican paper,—and American papers have a reputation for veracity | will do our best to get her converted. In fact, rather than let her 





that is beyond suspicion—we won't say in which direction :— _ mission fail we'll undertake the task ourselves! 
An anti-kissing society has been formed by the Galena, III., girls. ‘No kissing 
before marriage” is their motto. 
A Soul above Saucepans! 


“ Gal ’? indeed! Dying duck in a thunderstorm, more likely. - 
We sea guess the ages of the “girls ’’ who form the society | Tue comptroller of the kitchen at Versailles has committed suicide 
must amount collectively to alargesum. They can never have known | because after having held that office under CHARLES THE TsNTH, Lovis 
what it was to be kissed or they would not abjure a practice which is | Puiirrez, and NaPoLeon III., he could not submit to exercise it for‘‘a 
80 harmless and so nice. If they only knew how much a kiss is like a | nobody like M. Turexs and a nothing like the Assembly.’ Pity he 
ee slice of honey, buttered on both sides with the best molasses | couldn't “‘ comptrol’””’ himself as well as he could 4 kitchen. To put 
an 


passed up for consumption on a streak of lightning that makes | himself im such a stew was the height of stewpidity! 


a ee EEnennneeenennne ee 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 19th, 1871. 


THE PLAINT OF PEACE. 


Wuen the victorious besieging band 
Withdrew from Paris, gladly J returned 
To heal the wounds of this long-suffering land, 
Whose fields were desolate, and homesteads burned. 
But all in vain have I come back, for, lo! 
Her sons are far more cruel than the foe. 


Brother ‘gainst brother levels deathful gun ; 
Children and women spare they not in strife ; 

And son with father—fatber fights with son— 
And all are thirsting after human life. 

Nor soon this hateful struggle will they cease, 

Since clearly fraction they prefer to Peace. 


Le ce. eee — - 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Mr. Cuares-Grenon has followed up Rodin Gray with if possible a 
better novel in For Lack of Gold (Biack18 AND Son, Paternoster Row), 
in which, while every character is as powerfully drawn as in its 
predecessor, there is.a marked absence of the “ villain ’’ of the ordinary 

ht”’ in the story not by “ want of heart,” 


novel. “The evil is wroug 
but “by want of thought’’ and by the action of ordinary human 


failings, which do not destroy but rather heighten one’s interest in | 


rhaps the least attractive character, 


| not for any inherent badness, but because he is darkened from the 
beginning by the cloud of undeserved calamity. Annie is a charm- 
ingly true pictare of a woman ; and the Lord of Balquherrie wins on 
the reader, until he is almost beloved at the end. But the favourite 
of all readers will be the Deil o’ Dundarroch. The plot is very 
| cleverly contrived, and the interest is sustained—nay, rather height- 
ened as the s es. We must before closing our notice give 
ee commendation to the chapter entitled “ Shadows,” in which an 
| old artifice is invested with novelty by clever treatment. We don’t 
| think the most case-hardened novel reader will come upon the last 
| without a of relief and surprise. 
rn. H. Anouu of Gloucester-street, Queen’s Square, is doing excel- 
lent service by the publication of certain reprints of rare books, 
feremost among which must rank Cuirnsy’s Genius Genuine, the 
| jockey'’s quaint , A aan of his skill and integrity against the machina- 
tions of rogues, and his exposé of the ingratitude and dishonesty of 
“The First Gentleman of Europe.” The book is full of interest even 


their possessors. The hero is 











brings out a dae mare of Dr. Cuannino’s Self- Culture, and of some 
of Wasuineton Invine’s works, including the comparatively little- 


known Money Diggers. 





ee 


Handsome ! 
_ Hers is a Public Institution which ought to be more public than it 
_ is, considering its liberality : 
(CLERK REQUIRED, at the Office of a Public Institution. Age 20to25. Must 
i write a good » have a practical knowledge of accounts, and be versed in 


he routine of an office. £50 to £0—Address, stati ificati 
2 <S Cnr ny Ty ess, stating age, quulifications, 
A thoroughily experienced clerk, writing a good hand and all for the 
_ small sum of fifty or sixty pounds per annum ! What on earth would 
| they offer to an inexperienced clerk, with an inferior fist? Nothing 
a year paid quarterly, and to be doubled after five years’ service. 





' 
' 





Not at all Strange. 


A conresronpent under the head “strange” asks how it is that in 
all advertisements for culinary assistance “ Plain Cooks” only are 
required, and pretty ones never sought. He seems to forget that 
advertisements for servants come not from the gentleman but from the 

of the house. If he can’t see the reason now, he had better go 


lad 
oat: put his thinking apparatus under a Nasmytu's steam hammer in 
| full work, for in its present state it could be of no use either to himself 


or the world at large. : 


——— 


An Anatomical Curiosity. 

In a recent murder case in Ireland, one of the suspected men had a 
wound like a bite on his thumb, end it was found on examining the 
body that a emall portion of cuticle was embedded among the teeth. 
The report continues :— 

to to a medical man, it was declared to be foreign to that part ef 
We have heard of people escaping “ by the skin of their teeth,’’ but 
we never supposed that it would require the evidence of a medical 
man to disprove the existence of epidermis of that description. 


' 
| 


i 
' 
i 
' 





FUN. 


for readers who don't care a bit about the turf. Mx. ANGEL also | 





F 


——————— 
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WAITING FOR MY CHOP. 


Ir takes ten minutes to cook a chop, as it ought to be cooked. 
Man, even when hungry, is more or less governed by his reason. | 
desire my chop to be well-done: I am aware that ten minutes is 


- smetnipneneechememnantemene 


about the time required for the culinary operation ; and my reason 


tells me I must wait ten minutes. Very well. I wait. 

Papers all in hand, except advertisement-sheet of the Times. There 
have been times when I could wile away time with the advertisement- 
sheet of the Zimes ; but I am not now disposed to take so sad, vast, 
and bewildering a view of the Vanity of Human Wishes. I will 

| engage Fun, after that ingenuous youth with an open countenance; 


| and I will engage Fun will engage me profitably the whiles I sur. | 





Fun till 1 have gotten my chop. 
I know the man who enters with his umbrella tucked under his 





out in the rear of him, at an angle most threatening to the vision of 
his even Christians— of those who are even with him in stature, espe- 





one another, He is going to take a place at that table by the window, 


render myself to its cheerful wisdom. But perhaps I shall not get | 


right arm, the handle clutched rigidly, so as to point the ferrule far | 


cially. I know him by sight, that is to say; but we never speak to 


| where he always sits; but, though there cannot possibly be any © 


hesitation in his mind as to this—his invariable proceedirg—he halts 

in the middle of the narrow entrance, and looks vacantly forward, 
| while the threatening point of his parapluie stops the passage for all 
_ humanity behind. 

That man, since he was a man, mature in capacity of judgment and 
action, has carried an umbrella full twenty years. The middle-aged 
waiter who has just let the cork fly out of a seltzer-bottle, and has 
‘spilt half the seltzer, will be found on strict examination to have 
opened, how many bottles shall we say? A good many bottles, at any 
_ rate, of seltzer and soda daily, for more than twenty years. If he were 
to go on for twenty thousand, he would do it no better. If tke 
umbrella bearer should carry umbrellas to the close of the last rainy 
| day he would continue in his erroneous carriage. Fa«¢ be it from me 
| to inquire too curiously into the age of the cwsiniére who should now 
have conducted the cookery of my chop, on the griddle upstairs, about 
' midway towards projection. (Five minutes are gone.) She must, 

however, have had a long experience in the grillery of chops and 
steaks. Yet she grills them not wisely, nor too well. And she will 


| never learn. 
Our grandmothers, proficient though they may fancy themselves in 


| oval suction and other branches of useful knowledge, would be im- 
_mensely the wiser for a little willingness to receive tuition. Now, 1 
| ask the candid and the thoughtful, I inquire earnestly of my conscious 
soul as I sit here, calmly waiting for my chop—seven minutes are 
passed—how many old women are there who really know how to step 
out of a railway-carriage on to a platform, while the train is in quick 
motion? They all think they can do it; for it seems, as it is, one of 
the simplest acts in life; but they try and do it in their own way, 
which is the wrong way ; and, in addition to fracturing their limbs 
or their ribs, or something, they are put to great inconvenience by 
' being cited on crutches before a magistrate, who has it in his discre- 
tion to fine or imprison them for ignorance of mechanical laws. All 
| which trouble they might have averted by consultation of better 
| gymuasts than themselves. AmImnotright’ An approving whisper 
| within me replies, ‘‘ You am.”’ 
Chop? Yes, that is mine, by the dial. Potato? No. I like 
potatoes, but I like them hot. Yon cook potatoes, and you cook them 


—— 


| 


not. Yet you must have cooked, on entirely wrong principles, more | 


thousands of sacks of those‘tubers than all Essex would yield at a 
digging. Go to! I will have none of your bedevilled earth-fruits. 
Fetch me a full tankard of the Burton brewage. And fetch it 


quickly. 


Not go wery Strange. 


A conremPorARY gives the heafling of “Extraordinary Case of 
Accidental Hanging ”’ to the report of an inquest on a lad who, to use 
| its own words, “met with his death in a very singular way while 

playing at hanging.’ Really if boys will play at hanging we don't 
see any singularity in their hanging themselves by accident. It would 
have been much more extraordinary considering the risky nature of 
the game if one of them had not hanged himself. We are occasionally 
not very fond of chi especially when they bother us, but we 
should certainly never suggest to them that they should go and play 
at hanging in order to get rid of them. 








‘* Key-mot, Kimo! ” 


In answer to the enquiries of a pertinacious pianiste, we beg t° 
state that the “‘ Wacht am Rhein” was originally written in the key 
—vive ! 


Wuar make’s Floril-lean? A Gallup-ing consumption, we presume ‘ 
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' mankind is—ladies ! 


Aprit 22, 1871.] 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS; 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 











Sprpoonron X. 


oo ES, yes, of course, 
ae wt you, O Cornet 
a i ee, and Sub- lieu- 

cat ae cis tenant Lorp 
r | DorrLEswELt, 
may get up your 
animal’s “ spirit” 
with your “sp»rto 
genteel” if you 
think it looks 
well, and if you 
are weak enough 
to imagine people 
don’t know how 
it’s done, but the 
less- accustomed- 
to-horses reader 
and rider, who 
would become 
the centaur of 
admiring ob- 
servation, had 
better most care- 
fully remember 
(unless he wish 












to be sent..... 
A flying) 
that he must 
first be able 
gracefully— and 
by Bellerophon 


securely — to 
show—on, before 
he risks 
showing of! 





When the poet said— 


‘* The proper study of mankind is man,’’ 


he was in error; that is the study of womankind: the proper study of 


The female heart is like iron, softest when warmest ; weshould then 
attack it whilst it's... . male-able! 

“ When other hearts and other lips their tales of love shall, etc., 
etc., etc.,”” if you are a lady go and tell your husband immediately ! if 
you are a gentleman, do nor tell your wife. 

Handsome is as handsome does ; if you area gentleman—be gentle ! 
nothing is more admired by other men and—N.B., avd—by women, 
thang—entlemanliness ! 

Let the only thing low about you be your voice! 

Only do half as well, as — you would be done Jy, and what an 
agreeable fellow you will be. 

We hear people spoken of as being “no better than they ought to 
be”! This is very sad, considering the height of the 1871 standard of 
goodness ! 

Habit and custom become, like use, a sort of second nature ; the 
habit or custom of not using ethandkerchiefs sufficiently often to 
very young children is most highly to be reprehended ; as is also the 
habit or custom older children have, of chewing and sucking tooth- 
picks,—noisily chewing and sucking them—to show, we can only 
presume, they Aave had some dinner! Ah, ings, your hundred 
stoopid little tricks! do stop ’em before they become a habit; don't 
chew toothpicks, and, oh, please do not rattle a lot of loose sovereigns, 
etc., in your trowsers pockets; you’ve no idea how you bore people, 
whose teeth are not defective, but whose supply of sovereigns, per- 

aps....is! 

The difference between being a Rochefoucauld and— —a riche fou 
call’d is—immense : rich fools would do well to try and lessen it; how- 
ever, of two evils choose the lesser, better be a rich fool called than a 
poor one, any day. 

O reader, youthful, roving, racing, riding, hippomaniacal reader, O 


remember this. 

The medi-evil bold baronial swell’s “‘ Fastness”.....-- pre- 
served him: the 1871 swell’s fastness does pre-cisely ..... the other 
thing! 

The 


medievil bold baronial swell’s fastness enabled him to rob and 





HUN. 


the transmission to the 
the boatrace “in order to 
was a little hard on the papers 
him, as it is too late in the day to make an April or any other sort of 
fool of him. Bat really a gentleman with such a talent for insulting 
the public and wasting its muney should be at once removed from the 
Telegraph Office—and sent to one of the West End Departments! 
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plunder with impunity; the 1871 swell’s fastness simply enables 
people to rob and plunder him! 

The medievil b. b. swell’s fastness was fortified: the 1971 swell's 
fastness is forty-per-cent-ified ! 

_ The medievil bold baronial swell in his fastness wsed to kee 
tives waiting for ransom; the 1871 swell in his fastoess chinks && 
more of keeping imseff captive-ating aad handsome! 

The medievil bold baronial swell in his fastness used “the bill” and 
drew the bow: but the 1871 swell in Ais fastness uses ap the beau by 

drawing the bill! 

And, the medievil bold baronial swell had in his fastness.. 
dunjons: but the 1871 swell has in his fastness only duns, 
without any juns, no chonce whatever...... of paying them!! 

Oh! be advised ye swells in your 1871 Fastness! denarcotize your- 
selves from the mental De-Quinceyfications of its vapid but intoxicat- 
ing pleasures ‘ere it become—for you—a ruin and tumble about your 
ears; let mot its ivy, its parasites cling to you, and thrive on your 
decay ! 

O be warned in time, ye 1871 swells in your modern Castle of 


Indolence! take its moat..... out of your eye! beware of ita awful 
cells! pay less attention to the fit of its drawbridges! think of the 
expense of its keep! and—raze it, don’t race it. .... to the ground! 





SPRING. 


Tue fields and woods are green again, 
The song-birds sound their tiny flutes, 
Aud Spring comes tripping o’er the plain, 
In side-spring boots. 
The brooks come flashing down the hills, 
Around whose brow the mist-wreath clings. 
Another sign of spring, for rills 
All come from springs. 


Bat, ah, no satire lurks beneath, 
If Natare’s smile I with _ 


I do not mean she has 
With springs inside. 

Now will we toast the fair I sing 
seen Se st posts otis 

PT bumpers quaff in praise of Spring 
Till I am sprung! 





Not in 


that a clerk in 
Press 
make 


the Right Place. 

the Post Office Telegraph Office caused 

of a falee despatch as to the result of 

es of the newspapers.” This 
use they could not retaliate on 


Ir 
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1. Jones believes he is 


Walker! 
A CANADIAN paper 


its surprise 
at the fact that more 
ah yy 
marriage have 
lately made to a 
“learned girl in 
Montreal, who: has 
lost both above 
the knee.” rea- 


son is obvious. In. 
these times a fellow 


is naturally on the 
look out for a wife 
who Rh run 
throug money. 
Besides when he 
makes her an offer 
he is not called on to 
lay his heart and 
fortune at her feet. 





Cuisine. 


A CONTEMPORARY | 


alluding to a report 
that Luxemburg is 
to enter the North 
German confedera- 
tion adds—*“ The ru- 
mour com» from 
twoorthree different 
sources.” If it is 


served up with s0 


' 
} 


' 
' 
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IN SPITE OF HIS TEETH. 
going to have tooth-ache.—2. He is certain of it.—3. The | 7. Waiting his turn.—8. Home again, relieved of his teeth but not of the pain. A 
& to meet Angelina, too!—4. A wild debauch on 





A NEW SOLUTION 


reme- | discovery, too late! 





OF THE OLD DIFFICULTY. 


Papa (Alling up Census) to maiden of sizteen summers :—“ Rosie, my love, you're not three and twenty!” 
Rosie :—“* No, pa dear, but you edd it all up, don’t you? Amd as Aunt Jane has returned herself—well, 


quite siz years younger than she is, I thought it 


would bring the total nearer the truth ! ’” 


[Aprit 22, 1871, 








nonmy® reflection. H It is not tooth-ache, ,but neuralgia!—9. Ha, ha! an idea !— 
dies.—5. Away to the dentist.— 6. Oh, why won’t they open the door ?”— | 10. Jones is himself again! , . ; 





many sauces, we 
should he inclined to 
consider it a cooked 
account. 





Cutting. 


THERE is some- 
thing in a name 
after all, despite the 
divine W1LL1aMs! 
An American paper 
tells us that last year 
Connecticut beat In- 
diana on divorces by 
eighty nine. This is 
cutting connections 
with a vengeance. 





A Query. 
Somsspopy wants 
to know whether the 


uliar walk of 4 
tng is due to 
his being so very 
band-y. 





Aman cannot well 
be accused of cutting 
his acquaintance be- 
cause he drops the 
“h’’s. He has pro- 


bably never been on 
speaking terms with 
em ! 
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THE BROKEN OLIVE BRANCH. 


| 
Peace :-—“ HAVE THEY QUITE FORGOTTEN ME?” | ' 














Apri 22, 1871. 


THE LAST SENSATION. 


‘A rumour reaches me of an innovation in the way of female decoration which, 
even the universal adoption of short skirts would scarcely have led one to expect. 
Let me haste to divulge this charming secret. It is said that some fashionable 
damsels, tired of bracelets, of neckleta, of earrings, and tiaras, have adopted the 
eastern fashion of anklets.”” —Pas;ing Events, Sunday Times, . 


Ou, let me speak and tell the news— 
The last of Fashion’s changing hues, 
Ere my astounded gasping muse 

; Emotion strangles. 
It is the very strangest whim, 
But English girls intend to trim, 
Like Hindoo maids, their ankles slim 

With bangles! 


Fashion, which still with chignons dread 
Of hair all lustreless and dead 
Of many a pretty silly head 
. ; The outline mangles, 
Now slips at once from head to heels, 
And with the darling’s ankles deals ;— 
And lo, the shortened skirt reveals 
The bangles! 


And, ah, when croquet comes to pass 
And tingling, jingling, every lass 
Goes tripping gaily o’er the grass, 
The dew bespangles, 
How often in the balmy spring, 
Suggestive of another ring, 
Shall be the silvery tinkle-ting 
Of bangles! 


Sufficient surely is the host 
Of charms and wiles that women boast; 
The heart of every man almost 
Their power entangles, 
The fascinating eye to shun 
Let drop your gaze, and, luckless one, 
Behold at once the mischief ‘s done 
By bangles ! 


Pierced to the heart, the victim knows 

’Tis vain his charmer to oppose, 

And so thenceforth where’er she goes, 
Around her dangles ; 

A captive to her glances sweet, 

He kneels and with submission meet 

He lays his fortune at her feet— 
And bangles! 


Alas, what mortal can withstand 
Young Love and Fashion hand in hand, 
When with such baits, as these they’ve planned, 
Sweet woman angles ? 
We own resistance is in vain,— 
‘‘Come, Beauty !’’ cries each vanquished swain, 
“And bind us captive with a chain 
Of bangles!’ 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


More Republican Demonstrations in London. Asif Republicanism 
wasn’t being made sufficiently ridiculous in Paris. = Reds are getting 
licked in Paris. But really shooting seems too good for them. They 
should be given plenty of rope. = The Paris Commune, sixty in 
number, is described as wanting a head. Can't the sixty make up 
even one hat-peg collectively! They constitute a block anyhow. = 
The Versailles Assembly, which numbers so many old women, cannot 
ety boast one veteran laundress, or she would know how to 

e the National flue draw. A whiff of grapeshot would do it. = 
Easter Monday Review went off well. Bravo the British Landwehr! 
The invader won’t land-where they are. = Another fatal accident from 
the stupid practice of pointing guns at people in joke! The remedy 
will be to hang everyone, who points a gun at another, without inten- 
tion to kill. = Mizrere resigns his seat in the Assembly. He 
“wishes it to be known that Paris is not in insurrection, but is 
legitimately defending herself.” We wonder he coes not also wish it 
to'be known that assassins are always the best of citizens, and robbers 
the most honest folk in the world! = The Communists have burnt the 
Guillotine. But there are other ways of destroying vermin besides 
mee their heads off. = GarinaLpi declines a command in Paris. 
Friends will be grateful for this token of his restoration te his senses. 
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How does Spring come in? Like a bud. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 








Ix Joan of Are, as played at the New Queen’s Theatre, we have amost | 


splendid specimen of the spectacular drama. The dresses and scenery 
are gorgeous, the stage-management is excellent, and the manner in 
which wed geo of courtiers, knights, men-at-arms, and ts are 
manceu displays ability of no common order, though we fancy 
that in one particular scene the interest of the piece is somewhat jeo- 
pardised by an attempt to show how skilful even supers may, by 
careful drilling, be made. There is also a more than slight vagueness 
in the mind of the costumes-designer as to how, and on what occasions, 
the Catholic priesthood wear their vestments—but with these excep- 
tions the stage pageantry is perfect. Mrs. Rovssy's personation of 
Joan must have given immense satisfaction to the audience, inasmuch 
as she was frantically called at the end of each act, and, in answerto every 
summons, was led forward by her husband. The “ fiery untamed”’ 
was of course brought into requisition, and seated on its back, with 
drawn sword in hand, the lady did her devoir bravely. The action of 
the drama is so closely confined to Mr. and Mars. Rovssy that few 
others have a chance of exhibiting any particular excellence, but Mr. 
Grorce Ricnoip makes the most of his opportunity, and sets a good 
example to his more arrogant and better-dressed brethren of the oth. 
Altogether Joan of Arc is certain to please old and young, stalls and 
gallery, and to draw good houses for some time. 


Among the many suburban establishments which offer attractions to 
the holiday-making public none deserve, or receive, more patronage 
than the Welsh Harp, Hendon, where is everything which can interest 
or amuse the visitor, from geological specimens and stuffed alligators 
to skittle grounds and row-boats. During the past week the atten- 
tions paid to Warner's recently recovered bear have been s0 
numerous, that a relapse of his attack has been rather confidently 
anticipated. However, a reserved policeman having kindly consented 
to receive the eleemosynary contributions, the bear, from a grizzly has 
becume a polar, and his leisure hours are soothed by the dulcet strains 
of the Welsh Harp as played at Hendon. 


WHAT IS LAUGHTER? 
WE congratulate the inhabitants of the Emerald Isle on the posses- 
sion of the most comic paper we ever saw. We allude to The [rish 


Young Men's Journal. We have shed tears, but not by any means sad 
ones, by the bucketful over some lines, which are thus introduced— 


Perhaps, in conclusion, we may be allowed to repeat an effusion to which a con- 
templation of the great poetical character of the mind and nature of Sir Walter 
Scott has given rise in our own heart, and we humbly but cordially pour forth the 
unpremeditated song :— 


We have not space for more than a few specimen verses :— 


‘“* We keep a poet,’”’ says the nymph, ‘* We keep a poet,”? whispers Truth, 
Sporting in woodland wild ; To rail at dross and dress, 
** We keep a poet,’’ gaily sings To tear the mask from sophistry, 
A lovely, artless child, And ridicule finesse; 
To write of glory, truth, and love, To be a champion, and maintain 
And all things good and fair, The right, the true, the pure, 
Of stars, and Seraphim above, F’en tho’ our true knight in the fight 
And beauty every where. Injustice shall endure. 
¢* We keep a poet,” says the earth, ‘* We keep a poet,”’ Science cries, 
To speak of flowers and trees, To please the eye and heart, 
The music of the gushing streams To bid the classic temple’s rise, 
Our wondrous harmouies, To marble grace impart; 
The songs of many-voiced birds | To give material things a grace 
In forest, wood, and glen ; That springs from thought divine— 
The gentieness of woman’s heart, The poet’s magic wand we trace 
The strife and craft of men. In beautiful design. 


The artless manner in which the “we keep a poet’ of the well- 
known anecdote is introduced in these touching lines is enough to split 
most sides. The poem in fact is only one step from the sublime. 
But the best joke isto come! Ina prominent place appears the fol- 
lowing notice :— 


A Prize Enioma. 

A gentleman residing at Youghal is anxious to get a solution of the following 
cnigma, viz.:—** What is laughter?” 

The solution is “ not to occupy more than one page of ordinary note 
paper.’ We are not great at guessing conundrums as a rule, but we 
can answer this one ina very few words. ‘ What is laughter? 
We reply—a spasmodic affection of the diaphragm consequent on the 
perusal of Zhe Irish Young Men's Journal. 








Contempt of Court. 


An Alabama judge was put in prison for contempt of court by the 
sheriff not long since. We can’t help thinking this was too severe, 
because, as the court, that is to say the judge himself, was so intoxicated 
he could not sit on the bench, the feeling of contempt was one that 
everybody must have shared with the judge. In fact they probably 
felt it more strongly than the judge, and therefore deserved to be im- 


prisoned more than he did. 
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Tus Sanimce— Toe Hatr-crowNn— anp Five SHILLING AUDIENCES. 


AMONG THE WRESTLEBS. 
By Ovr Sprciat Sicurexer. 
imagine, dear reader, if only for the sake of argument, that 
othing whatever about wrestling. In such case I can tell 
deal concerning it, but as I am in a similar position to 
ing the minutia of this excellent art, I trust you will 


not attempt to read any opposition treatise—such, for instance, as 
berland and 


Wi 


“ Wrestliana,”’ by the Honorary Secretary of the Cum 
estmoreland Associati 


else, your information being contra- 


on—or 
dictory, you may be in greater doubt as to the meanings of certain 
esoteric terms 


time of writing. 


As I strolled towards the heights of Islington, and noted the many 


the Agricultural Hall, a sort of manly 


are to be seen above) obtained a modest quencher for the purpose of 
stimulating our ideas and laying the dust. 

Strong men are erally merciful; politeness is, therefore, the 
order of the day at the Hall on Good Friday ; perhaps the influence of 
the time is upon them, but anyhow a more good-humoured lot of men 
it would be hard to find. To be thrown upon your back with 4 
violence which necessarily impairs your digestion for some days must 
be very trying to the temper, but not once did I see an instance of 
ungentlemanly behaviour. It is so very rarely that this can be said 
ing public competitions of a far less violent character that it 
would be unfair to pass the fact over here. S 

Once seated at the press-table I felt sure I should be all right 

ing the play, and turned for information as to the various falls 
to a gentleman who sat near. Politely he informed me that he knew 
very little about the matter, but that he had borrowed a list of 
terms, and considerately offered me the use of it. My informant 
further assured me that the best way to do business was to correct the 
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performance by a judicious admixture of the proper phrases, by this 
The words [ found written down ona 





















means oe sameness. 

piece of paper were— 
Inside click. Outside click. Cross buttock. 
Ditto hank. Ditto hank. Half ditto. 
Ditto hipe. Ditto hipe. Flying mare. 


Backfall, and various chips. 

And this puts me in mind that I overheard a conversation between 
two athletes to the following effect :— 
“Oh, when you came to wrestle me, you said you'd play the hipe, 
But you've made me feel so awful queer I scarce can smoke my pipe. 
And the reason of the difference is because you used the click— 
I'll give you my opinion that you did a dirty trick.” 
“ Ah, p’raps you’ve quite forgotten that you almost gave a hank, 
And next you tried a flying mare,—I stopped you at that prank. 
I would have well cross-buttocked you—believe me—very slick, 
If it hadn’t been for thinking that you'd come the inside click.” 


P.S. A more detailed account will be found in my collaborateur’s 
illustrations and in the sporting papers. 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Smr,—The unprecedented suecess which has attended my efforts 
during the present year has not I hope escaped your attention. But 
to prove that what I have done is as nothing compared with what Iam 
about to do, I hereby present you with a Two Thousand Guinea tip— 
as handsome a gift as even youcould expect. 

Now ready, our famous double event, the Guineas and Derby. As 
it is necessary that we should have guineas before thinking about the 
° carnival” {[N.B.— This phrase is not original ] I shall 
elect King of the Forest and Digby Grand to represent this paper at 
Newmarket, but shall reserve my opinion about the second part of my 
prophecy till next week. AUGSPUR. 

eet, my selection is sure to be in the foremost of the 

ew. 


2nd P.S.—We have an outsider which has never been tried for the 
double event, Derby and Leger. Make haste and get on, or per- 
he will have broken down before your commission can be 


executed. Twelve stamps as cash. 


Comparative Anatomy. 


A weiter in the Daily News expresses surprise that— 


The Commune is being torn to pieces by internal dissensions, and yet it shows a 
mysterious vitality, coupled with a determination which the Versailles authorities 
should have shown at the ovtset of the conflict. Lullier has set up an inde- 
pendent demonstration on behalf of himself; Assi has just discovered that a lofty 
political idea cannot constrain the passions of an ignorant mob; Ranc has resigned ; 
Bergeret is likely to be tried for treachery or incapacity ; Fiourens is killed ; 
Delescluze is arrested. Nevertheless, the hydra-deaded snake can suffer a dozen 
deeapitations. and still live. 

We protest against this metaphor, in the interests of the respectable 
—comparatively respectable—and highly-organised vertebrate famil 
of es. To find a type for the Commune we must go very muc 
lower down in the scale of Nature. The Commune is tenacious of life 
to a degree, which is attained only by the very lowest of organisms— 

' such for egample as the Asst-dians, mentioned by Dz. Darwin. 


Belles and Beaux! 


Ovr Scotch friends, to judge from this clipping from the Glasgow 
Citizen, are taking after our American cousins :— 
M--5 ASSEMBLY.—Wanted, the loan of a microscope to analyse thoroughly 
the brains of the party who advertised that white trimmed with pink and 
white opera cloak was the belle of the ball. Green silk body, Aal: pink tunic. 
A 1; first six in senior march, par excellence; seventh completely eclipsed. 
Tt is not unusual to see very personal descriptions of guests at private 
| parties in Yankee papers. It would seem from this that the custom of 
is to advertise a description of the belle of a ball, as the above 
notice is clearly an answer to such an announcement. We should 
like to know what the fair wearers of “white trimmed with pink,” 
* green silk bedy,”’ or “ pink tunic”’ had done to the gallant “ gentle- 
men” that they should be classified in this public manner as if they 
were the prize beasts at a cattle show ? 





A few Explanations. 

“Tu Golden Bait’ which a correspondent has seen advertised and 
of which he would fain know the meaning, is doubtless an allusion to 
the feed of gilt oats given to the favourite charger of Hetrocasatvs. 
We cannot tell whether “The Canon’s Daughters,” which he also 

are related in any way to the Fuaser gun, better known as 


mentions, 
“The Woolwich Infant.” 
Ss Oe einen 





FUN. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 215. 


Tue busy M.P.'s 
A fortnight’s ease 
And respite now have taken. 
Now the session’s begun 
There’s work to be done, 
And they to that fact must awaken. 


1. How gladly will the news be known 
That o’er the stormy main, 
Our gallant Davin Livivesronsz 
Has sailed for home again ! 


2. I ween that this is much to blame 
For France’s shame ; 
For men and officers in this 
Indulged amiss. 
3. With sines and co-sines ithms may blend, 
And hydrates with ides oxydise, 
Acoustic angles totes subtend, 
From hornblende alisoene and schist arise, 
Forth spectroscope-analysis shall hang 
A lamp to show the way through savant’s slang. 


4, Brown1na’s old Bishop of St. Praxed’s sighed 
For a rich monument what time he died ; 
For Gandolph’s ghost would chuckle in the gloom, 
To see him ’neath a mouldy limestone tomb! 


5, The tramp, whose boots are broken at the toes, 
Little su while displaying thus skin, 
How very his leggings are to those 
Diana wore, a sort of hunting-buskin. 


6. We to the author the chief means afford, 
Whereby he can his glowing thoughts record :— 
But, ah, too oft we are his sole reward! 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 213.—Clasper, Salters : Cuss, La, Aven- 
tail, Sleight, Plaice, Executor, Regals. 
SoLvurrons or Acrestic No. 213, recervep Aprir 12th :—None correct. 


Verdict :—Serve him Right! 
We are always pleased when practical jokers get hoist with their 
own petards. Here’s an illustration :— 


A few evenings since, a barber dressed himself to attend a masquerade ball. 
After he had assumed his costume, he thought he would frighten a boy of the 
house, who was then chopping wood in the cellar. He accordingly descended. As 
soon as the boy saw him he gave a scream, and threw the hatchet he was using 
* what he supposed to be the devil, and put an end to his fun and nearly to his | 
ife. 
There wasn’t much point to the joke, but there was a good deal of 
edge to the hatchet. The barber had not reckoned on so cutting a 


retort to his witticism. 


Gusieers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for toss. 

A. I. tghten).— you wished your MS. returned you should have 


complied with our rules. 

Van Duzan.—If you must imitate Hans Breitmann try to imitate his 
wit as well as his pronunciation. 

A. R. J. says he enclose a piece of ‘‘ Rhime—nonsence”’ as he supposes. 
He could not have “ sup "’ more correctly if he had been a magician. 
We can detect his spells, at a glance. 

“Tue DARWIN CrEBD.””—We know nothing about your ancestors, but 


a good deal of the old monkey impropriety seems to have broken out 





in you. 
i. K.—We knew that! Can’t you see that the looseness of statement 


is part of the character. ; 
A Poor City Cierxk.—The lines you quote (incorrectly by the way 


are T. Noel’s not Thomas Heod’s. Yoursecond quotation is also t. 
Joun Fitz Noopize.—You are worthy of the original Noodle, your 
ancestor. Get some friend to instruct you in art-matters, and make it a 


| rule not to talk about things you don't understand. 


B. C., Russell-square; Toodles; C. S, 


Declined with thanks :—A. 
Clifton; M. R. Egerton; B. W., jun; J. S., Carlisle; Sceptic; M. M., 
Downham-road ; G., Leominster; K. L. H., Wimbledon; Morshea ; 


H. W., Stratford; Yank; T., Birmingham; J. D., Abbey-road; J. F. 
D. M.; R. B., Liverpool; Bessie; Nemo; W., Leeds; 3. T. B. P.; O. K., 
Manchester; Try Again; B. B.; Topic, Hackney; Nix; Fusbos ; 
aes F. J. W., Broughton ; Pickled Herring ; P. J. B.; T. T.; B. W., 
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VERY ACCOMMODATING ! 


Porter :—“ WxrxyY s0RRY, SIR, BUT THIS YERE'S THE LADIES’ COMPARTMENT.” 
Calm Being :—“Ds.icuTsp an’w sHaw! Snow ’zm 1x! Ann, I say, (aside) THE YOUNGEST FOR PREFERENCE!” 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 
APRIL. 


Belgravia is a good number this month. Mr. Sara takes up the 
on behalf of “ The Special ent,’’ and to some effect, 
answer to the sneers of the Saturday Review. Mn. Mew's 
and the contents with but few exceptions 
Of the pictures, “The River” pleases us most, 
illustration is very good. 
Gentleman's Journal is capital. The of “ King Arthur” 
without an objectionable feature. We 
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CELETS £5. 
HTEEN ROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


Ma. Srazsrzz, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat el- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Max. Sr 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 
ine made. [Illustrated Catalogu ne Coach . llustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 


lery, machine e post free for two stamps. 


Faturity. 


In the Irish Young Men’s Journal, to which we have elsewhere 
alluded, in a most amusing but solemn article on Soorr, we find this 
strange passage :-— 
Anacreon Moore also became fatuous. He could not recognise as his own song 
one of the ballads of Haynes Bayley. 
Surely nowhere out of Ireland could a man be set down as fatuous 
because he could not recognise another man’s writing as his own! 
We almost feel compelled to admit that we have a suspicion in our 
own mind that the author of the sentence we have quoted could not 
penguiee as his own composition The Owriovities of Literature of Isaac 
ISRAELI ! 


Coming down heavily ! 
Aw American paper states that :— 


sane skating pavilion at Woodward’s Garden’s, San Francisco, is nearly 
ousand people | 


It will seat seven th 1 


This is not what we should call a delicate compliment to the skating 


community. In fact it is rather derogatory to their dignity to hint © 


that the new skating floor will conduce to such general sitting down 





Invt1tz Lienum.—London School Board. 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- | 
at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-mad 


watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 
CLOCKS, for the dining-room, Genzing Soom library, 


and Horses-yard. Ill 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Werks, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commens, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon; April 22, 1871. 
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SCENES OF CHILDHOOD. tiie 
ee an | Tw 


My childhood’s most familiar scene HH eee net 
Still haunts me in my dreams ; mi hi 
Illumed by Memory’s golden sheen 
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Before me still it gleams. | Hi 
’Tis of a distant foreign land, | 
Familiar to the child, Wa 
Where curious trees on every hand LH 
Grow in luxuriance wild. | | : : 
Strange temples, many storeys high, | ae 
Beside the waters rise, an) F 
And birds in happy couples fly | 
Remarkable for size. | | 
The fisher in his funny boat MA 
Is rocking on the tide, TlH 3 . 
And fishers, who are not afloat, | fl ih ENN 
Are on a bridge descried. | Me D4 WN 
The trees are thick with strangest fruit | Hy iH W \i\ y 
Of apple-dumpling shapes, — PRAM ON 
And some to which I should impute | SN N\A 
The character of grapes. | \\\ , 
The fences zig-zag o'er the plain, 
Of patterns manifold, 
My fancy brings them back again— 
As they appeared of old. 


A vision of the far Cathay 
Before my eyes revealed, 
It bears my thoughts away—away 
To roam through Fancy’s field. 
"Tis true that I have never been 
A dweller on the spot ; 
Although it is my childhood’s scene 
I’ve visited it not. 


Familiar as each trait may be, 





And dear though every line ; Sl es “Sparel Cee : 
With every detail though for me YS : ag i eee 
Fond memories entwine, MY Le AEE RD 44. FEE 2 
To see it’s beauties ne’er has been | J LA 
Through life my lucky fate, an a 
But as a child how oft I’ve seen ~ 
That willow-patterned plate! SIGNAL, DANGER. 
ocean mance Porter, confidentially (train just moving off):—“T'’p ’avE A HEYE ABOUT IF I 
Morto ror AN OysteR Bar. — One down, another WOS YOU, SIR. THIS TRAIN DONT 8TOP NO MORE FUR FORTY MINUTES AND 


SHE’VE A BIN TRYING TO KI88 US PORTERS.” [ Delight of Rev. Jabez Veall. 


_—— 


come on. 





’ Englishmen are liable. Take athletic sports—run, jump, walk, toss 

A COBRESPODE N TS , COLUMN. the caber, put the stone, and learn the fairhold system of wrestling. 

(From the Metropolitan Miscellany.) Alternate doses of the above taken during the day will make you 

Faecktep Mary.—Use the following wash: Take a gill of elder- | vigorous and active, always provided your constitution is a strong one. 

flower water, a half-pint of gin, a bottle of GuinNzss’s stout, the juice | Referring to your letter, we find you say it is very weak, and in that 

of four lemons, six ounces of cold cream, a twopenny crummy loaf, a | case we must advise you to refrain from active exercise. Perhaps it 
pint of salad dressing, and half a pound of brown sugar. Mix over a | would be better after all if you consulted a respectable practitioner. 

slow fire for four hours, and take ad b.; if internally, in the| Joun Butt.—It is no good writing now to complain that we gave 

shape of sandwiches ; if externally, it is best laid on with a shaving | you the wrong advice. Such as it was we presented it you gratis, and 

brush. we think your letter is a specimen of black ingratitude. 





Lapy Buancue Basurvt is young and lovely, but sadly misses the 
one true heart without which life isa blank. She has £40,000 a-year | a 
in her own right, besides houses and lands, but all these she would ‘‘ Why this Thusness ? ” 
gladly barter for ne ve % $ yom =e like the ane in i; Miscel- ieee Wet Beaten Amaia a en 

"s current novel. L. B. B. has eyes, wavy hair, an e com- ad } ee ; ; 
plexion, and would prefer that the young man should possess at least | ,,Somc,2-tonjshment, was cansed in the Kensington Vestry, by the amphi 
one change of linen. Cartes to the editor. always mean honesty.” 

A Compositor’s Wirz.— You are right; it is very wrong of your! We cannot see the reason of the astonishment. We should have 
husband to stop out nearly all night, but as he is engaged till foura.m. thought that even vestrymen would have known that legality does not 
in the printing-office we do not quite see how the matter is to be | always mean honesty. If law meant honesty, how, we should like to 
remedied. Cannot you induce him to give up his situation? Remind | know, would the lawyers make a living ? 
™ a sweet is the bread < idleness. i me 

OUTHFUL Essayist.— You are correct in the main, only you are : 
slightly wrong in some of your facts. THomas CARLYLE was not con- | American Papers please Note. 
Te recipients of the Royal Gifts on Maunday Thursday increase 


temporary with SuakesPeARE, but must have started in business as a 1s 
i her shortly after the decease of that lamented poet, ae T. C.’8 | with the years of the Sovereign; this is the only satisfactory form of 


Set work is hidden in the obscurity of ages. CanLrLx was not the | “ bounty-jumping "—long may it continue! 


one of the famous saying “ YP and at - ! Se Those were ee 
© words of Neison when he to e marines to charge the marksmen 

from the topgallant shrouds at the taking of St. Jean d’Acre. We are | _A very Nauta Joke. — 
unable to answer your other questions. Wuy can the British fleet sail into the Mediterranean in any 
_AtruEca Oua.—You have evidently been leading a too sedentary | weather? Because it has a Gib constantly set in the Straits. 


life, and yo gastric juices have become mixed with the biliary secre- ; 
tions, thereby paling the spleen, a disease to which all well bred | A Tromp mm Froricvtrvas.—Flowets from a Chimney-stalk. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, April 261i, 


THE SPOILT CHILD. 
Nurse Thiers bewaileth. 
Le1zasy, lullaby'! 


‘Was ever nurse eo cursed as I! 
Lullaby, lullaby ! 
Scratch, and bite, and howl and cry! 
Wretched infant so perverse, 
Never was a baby worse! 
“ Kitchee, kitchee,” and“ peep-bo,” 
To amuse it are no go! 
Lullaby, ob, lullaby! 
I some other means must try! 


a ren sh 

the rod shall ireely-ply ! 

Lullaby, lullaby ! 

‘That perhaps will pacify ! 
Ive been patientlong 
Now we'll try some sterner stuff. 
You shall learn, you little pickle, 
I’vea.rod that’s sure to b 


‘Lullaby, oh, ! 
Kou aball hevelgocd cause to cry 


The Coppernicking System. 

je'thie protectors of the public. They are also the pro- 

Property, as the following statement shows :— 
accompanied by a'boy of 15 attended before Mr. 
gm etated that a short time previous)y the — (ber 
ly locked and of some weight, which he 
the bag was opened in the 
contain between £20 and £30. The finder 
the station ee ee ignored 
, suggesting the w thing was 
the had been trained to say he had found the 
had been left at the station 


) the money 
Mr Buchby.vaia chat publicity would be given to the 


Failing stificient-gmblicity, we presume the money will remain in the 

hands of its present-holder as an indueement for future boy-diseoverers 

to hand whatever waifs and strays they may fall across into the custody 

of the police. No doubt, however, this ruling is quite right, for have 

we not been often told on authority that if we take care of the Coppers 
themsélves ? 


the pounds will take care of 

















Tur police 
tectors of pu 












Mederation. 


Tuts is at once modest and elegant :— 

MARRIED GARDENER (without femil db i 
A 7 omen 2eople). pines understand ichen, lower-garden and rv oe 

¥; ; o : 8 and knives, : 

K, and undérs sand Rouneiverk. Meserete sages ably, ane? sve 
Does the advertiser mean that his Hants are church people? If not 
he can only mean that the “family,” which the gardener is to be 

without,” are te be church people, for there is no other plural noun 
to which the words can apply. But perhaps a gardener, who under- 
stands kitchen, flower-garden, erenhouse, pony, pigs and poultry, 
would comprehend this stile of English. The wages of course are to 
be moderate because the wants are so very moderate ! 





Latest from New York. 
We were informed the other day by a telegram from new York 


— 
Mr. Sumner has declared in favour of a Protectorate of Ireland.” 
We replied at once that we were in favout of a protectorate (in the 
shape of a Lunatic Asylum) for Sumnex. It is the we such 
a aowenge Me a the inmates a trade to employ any 
mind they may have left. e would suggest Sumnzn's being taug 
to mind his own business. - earns m 


' ** Unready Money: 

Ir will be.some gratification to those sensible e, who, disgnsted 
with the Census that the Government ordered, mek their wrongs 
on the harmless Enumerators who collected the papers, to learr. that 
those troublesome individuals have not yet been paid. Their worst 
enemy can wish them ne worse fate than that their remuneration 
should be left im the hands of the Department which administers the 
— Nena pana the er of the will 
no e for a generation or eo, u th t 
aoe & consequently the next Census 








THE LABOURER’S HIRE. 


Iv the West Lendon Advertiser is well-informed, we trust its circula- 
tion will extend so farinto East London as to bring it under the notice 
of the electors of the Tower Hamlets. Mr. Ayrrton’s constitucnts 
should know how that friend of the working man is behaving in the 
matter of Kennington Park. 

The labourers, some of whom have been at work there seventeen years, are dis- 
charged at a week's notice, and sent adri't ; and the story runs that for the future 
theenre of the place is to be put out to contract. The mn are told that labour 
canbe bad for two shillings a day, and that Mr. Ayrion is determined to have it at 
that price. 

We should like to know whether the West.End Parks are worked on 
the same economical scale! We rather suspect not, and believe in 
Mr. Ayrton’s eyes the difference between Kennington and Kensington 
is more than that of one letter,—no one ever accused him of being a 
man of letters! But he is supposed to be a Reformer, and we can 
suggest a very necessary bit cf economy to him, The First Commis- 
sioner of Works receives, we ‘believe, about two thousand a year—or 
about forty pounds a week to balance it againet the park-labourer’s 
twelve shillings. Now, as the labourer’s work is appreciable and the 


work of the Commissioner has, at least.during. Mr. Ayrton’s tenure of 


the office, been ni’, we beg to propose that:-he should allow Economy, 
like Charity, to begin at home. In any case we hope the Tower 


Hamlets will see to it! 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 216. 


Once more at gentle Peace’s call, 
Art Industry and Science meet ; 

And Commerce, Wealth and Wisdom greet 
Within one vast and famous hall. 


1. If enough is as good as a feast, in me 
You something more than a feast will see. 


2. A philosopher old 
Had a wite who could scold, 
But he bore all her railing with patience, we're told. 
3. A towr. in Carinthia you'll easily trace, 
But you'll have to reverse it to fit in this place. 
4. In the ocean’s surges swelling 
You an odour may be smelling ; 
Curiously enough its use 
Is a swelling to reduce. 
5. If what some sages say is true 
This ancestor, twixt me and you, 
Had features ribbed with red and blue. 
6. Alas, this bigot was too well employed, 
And once in Florence gems of art destroyed. 
7. Cam's flying figure, by skilled: needle wrought, 
Moved as the moaning wind the hanging flaunted, 
And seemed so lifelike that you owned in thought 
The place was haunted! 
8, The Britons woad employed, when they full fig meant, 
But, thanks to Dutchmen, we’ve a better pigment. 
9, About a most delicious bird, 
‘\s fat as butter, 
“Vis hard to utter 
‘Le praise it\deserves, in a single word! 
10. T fain a small recess would occupy 
Within Fame’s glorious temple by-and-by. 
So.ution or Acrostic No. 2:4.— Hester Monday : 
Atamasco, Sedan, Turgid, Encarpa, Ray. 
Corrrer SotuTions oF Acrosti¢ No. 214, Recarven 19th Aprii.—Tom Pinch; 
Westfield ; B.P. R. 


Elaterium, 





Getting on Swimmingly. 
Tue gentleman, who grounded his claim to be appointed the suc- 
cessor of the not yet lamented Carcrart, on the fact that he bad for 
twenty years been an Income Tax Cellector, is quite out-done by an 
advertiser in a Sheffield paper :— 
ANTED.—/7» ofessor of Languages, is desirous of forming a Ladies’ SWIM- 
MING CLASS. 
The connection hetween Carcrarr and a tax-collector is borne-out b) 
the undeniable circumstance that whenever the tax-colleetor calls, 07¢ 
exclaims “ Hang it!”’ But what has a professor of languages to do 
with female natation? Instruction in divers tongues 1s scarcely a 
qualification—at any rate it is one we should strike out, though we 
can't swima stroke. But perbaps it is only a joke of the professor 5— 
shall we say it is his (s)wbim merely ? 
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SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER, 





Spoonrcit NI. 


| i A) UNDAY outers! 
a ’ hy Y Sunday trippers! 


Petit monde ene 

Ye dimanché! Sean- 
jer day three-and- 
sixpenny-Brigh- 
ton-and-backers: 
Sunday excur- 
sionists! Sunday 
sandwiches! 
there is one most 
excellent maxim 
which — as the 
jumketting sea- 
son is now com- 
ing on—you will 
do well to study 
in both its mean- 
ings; it ‘ie Alb 
ways keep your 
right foot for- 
ward’”’! The 
sage, when he 
said'this, meant, “ persevere,’’ ‘do your best,’ “lesemo time,’’ and such like 
flatitudes; when we repeat his words we use them altogether in another 
sense! Ohi! Mr. Tompxkinas, Masses. Cozre aw Gwarsriz-’, the ‘eminent’’ 
hdberdashers, trusted and elegant assistant, O Mr. Tomextnas’, when, sir, you 
so gracdfully escort two (invariably two) of the young ladies, from the 
Millinery Department, who are kind enough:te keep company with you on 
your Sunday trips, would you, ch would you keyindly, MOST curly hatted 
one, would you confer the favour on us of keeping your xight foot forward, 

ide the before-alluded-to two young damsels from the M depart- 
ment keep their right feet forward too—at the same time as yours: in plain 
language, why the dooce don’t you keep step? And you too, O more distant 
tho’ not less elegantly oiled and curled and overpoweringly scented Italian 
warehouseman (grocer), cavaleary servanty to Susan and Matmpa Manrrua, 
why the Meruist. rug.ts do you not never keep step ? 

O dashing ‘haberdasher, O light hearted linen-draper, O tasty Tompxines 
and O gracefully greasy grocer, please, please keep step; to say nothing af 
the leok of the thing (N.B. youll never be taken for “officers” if you 
don’t: keep.it) we feel convinced it would be so much more comfortable to do 
so: ‘just try Tt and see! 

Brown, a rather un-tubbed man, in an office somewhere, you know, clerk 
—says he is perpetually being “ hauled over the coals” by his chief (he looks 
as tf he were), but that he intends to “ wash his hands”’ of the whole concern 
(good thing anything makes him wash ’em at all), as he is “ clean knocked over” 
by it! (knooked over, Brown, possib!y, but not clean, certainly not clean) ! 

Where scent is in abundance found, 
All’s not sweet and all’s not sound! 

Wonderfiil: compass Sairu's voice has; on Sundays on the boat, he begins 
A flat, and.goes right up to Kew! Marvellous, isn’t it? but what's more 
extraordinary still, he keeps it up all the way there! Possibly yow could 
de ik; if t's mot ex-sostenuto much, try. 

Reader, gentle reader, never act agaimat a conviction, never: if you feel 





ee eee 


thatiyow-are about to commit a sottise—in plain language —about temuke a | 


thunilering ass of yourself, refrain! and let no amount of hamboozdement 
méliee you leave off refraining: look at Bripers Loaner, below; heacted— 
agdimst a conviction; observe the result, disagreeable, eh? Very much so 
indeed, and this is how itihappened. 

‘Wou know the way umateur theatrical dressses, sent down to country houses, 
invasiably.errive incomplete, Cuannss IT. gets no wig, and—uniess.some lady 
meenake ‘eompassion on him, and kindly oy one oa mo. Pac 

| deegses,.2-curled one,—has to appear a conviet or a comet; or 
| white tights, and has io tee his Pavuiine ia his-own black | 
| vélautiknidketbockers; well, it was something like this happened to Brincgs | 
Loxunwetith hits drossas The Assassin of Heary af Navarre:”” and — —_ 
| he will: nawame-forget it. He gotno sword: but, as he had‘toramasword | 
slap through Hewnery, 2 eword was indi : he.got,as-you can | 
perceive, his legs all right, ones warranted not to come down or turn round— | 
unlike poor Ropnson’s when he did Henry VIIL., whose calf, which was | 
not kept up tight by the “ Honi soit qui mal y pense” business, came down 


| 


with a run before he had been two minutes before his audience—but good 
stiff ones, awkward to sit down or even bend the knee in, but good serviceable 
stalwart limbs’; he got these all right and his big copper chain with the | 
emeralds and rubies, &c., worth 2,000,000 a-piece in it, and his, &e.. but no 
‘; Weapons; nevertheless it was a beastly 
‘ 
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SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; | persuading him against his conviction into wearing, not on/y his 





— CLINKER's—reg’ mental sword, but, hang it all, his sabretasche 
as well, which, don’t you know, even when you are used to it, 
and wear it the proper side, is the most swinging, banging, 
twisting, boring thing out: howevar, here you see Briposs 
Loapgr, Esq., at the moment of his taking the oath to assassi- 
nate the Huguenot monarch ! 


| 


| 


You will, no doubt, agree with us in considering that—all | 


through Crinker’s fault—the imposing effect of the foul assas- 
sin’s adjuration was much, very much, impaired ! 
Baipvees Loaper thought it was at any rate ! 





APRIL SHOWERS. 


On, April showers 
Are good for flowers, 
And fill the bowers 
With perfames rare, 
But twinge erratic, 
And pang rheumatic, 
Acd not ecstatic, 
Do they prepare ! 


And though the leanness 

And arid meanness 

Of lawns with greenness 
They hide aad clothe; 

They, past disputing, 

Set corns a-shooting, 

Which makes your booting 
A thing to loathe! 


And. of the Future 

Although they suit your 

Bright dreams, couypute you re 
The Past's sad prey, 

The while you yell a 

Vain ritornella 

For that umbrdila, 
That's stolemaway! 


aaa 


Bowstring kim. 
APPLICATION, @ studious correspondent xemarke, is-easential to 


| success :—not even the frivolous pestimeaf archesy cantbe pur- 
sued withouta.— tension. 





Safe as Houses. 
Tue sensible man makes the best of everything—he remem- 
bers that he has a lowly roof over his head, even when cut off 
with—a sheiling. 


Concerning a Jate Arrival. 
I~ April we confidently buikt upon hearing the cuckoo: she, 





shame of CrixkeRr, man inthe 10th, | wise bird, never builds on visiting us. 
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THE COMMUNE. 


1. La belle Commune with mob cap of the period. 5. All pay and no work, Vive la Commune ! 
2. Fraternity, or I'll Slow your brains out. 6. Another great victory. Gallant strategi: movement. Everybody put in the 
3. National Guard going out to battle. standing acters. 

4. Liberty and Equality the most profound. 7. The Liberty of the Press. 
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THE SPOILT CHILD! 


Madame Thiers :—“DRAT THE CHILD; THERE’S NO KEEPING IT QUIET. IT CRIES FOR EVERYTHING IT SEEs, | ; 
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AND KICKS AND SCRATCHES LIKE A LITTLE DEMON!” 
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AN ODE TO SIMPSON. 


Frederick Villiers Min‘cr was charged with embezzling money 
belonging to his master, Mr. Hancock, a dairyman, of Priory 
Grove, South Lambeth.—The prosecutor was cross-examined at 
sume length, and he stated that they did not enter in a book the 
quantity of milk which came from the cows, only that which was 
sent out and the money received. He had a liquid called “ Sinp- 
soi’? imhis establishme t. Simpson was water.— Daily News. | 


Waar is it, as the Scots say, “ whilk” 


Assists the dairyman to bilk 
The would-be purchasers of milk 2 
Tis Simpson 


Why should Adulteration’s scheme 

Divert thine elsewhere-useful stream 

To dash our milk, and spoil our cream, 
My Simpson ? 


’ * 
Pr. 
leer 


If poured our festering kennels through, 
good thou might’st be made to do, 
Instead of weakening our sky-blue, 


Ou, Simpson ! 


In Bethnal green, go, seek some court 

Where water, of a drinking sort, 

Is shorter far than “ something short,” 
My Simpson! 


Or, in the country at thy will, 

Endow the pool, the well, the rill, 

To feed the crops on plain and hill, 
My Simpson! 


Aye, hasten with impulsive zeal 

And turn the miller’s busy wheel, 

And help to grind the poor man’s meal, 
My Simpson ! 


Nay, at the Crystal Palace fair— 

Or-even in Trafalgar Square— 

Fling high a fountain in the air, 
My Simpson ! | 
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Inshort, whate'er thy wish may be, i 
ART v. NATURE. 


I will net interfere with thee, 
TS do thy pleasure thou art free, 
. My Simpson! Interfering young Mister Spriggins (to Head Master who has just posed the 


model) :—*‘ Don’T YOU THINK, 8IR, THAT HIS LEFT LEG I8 IN RATHEK AN UN- 
NATURAL POSITION ¢ ”’ 
Master (disgusted) :—‘‘ UNNATTURAL? WHAT THE DOOSE HAVE WE TO DO 
WitH NATUR? Tuis 1s A H’ART scuoor, Sixgr!! 
[ Total collapse of Sprigzins. 


Save only this—from milk forbear! 
The produce of the dairy spare, 
Which invalids and children share, 


My Simpson ! 
—_—_——— a - iranian -- 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. Gushers to Correspondents. 
Mr. Torrey is in custody. Will probably be acquitted by the jury 








[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom: 
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on the ground that he was under his wife's infimence when he stole 
the diamonds. 
locked-up for “ wanting to hear Tom Taytor’s history 
ridiculous desires deserve to suffer! = Much rain. 
“ growing weather.’’ Weather we're growing tired of ! — Continua- 
tion of Civil War in France. The Tuiers Ministry much too civil. | 
Stand on the etiquette of “calling” on the Commune. Ought to 
“drop in’’ on it unexpectedly. = Cannonade outside Paris stated to 
be only “reports.” Very likely. = Epsom Spring meeting. Owing 
to the rain, the turf was too springy. Lots of “ plungers’’—in the | 
mud! — The column in the Place Vendéme to be made into medals. 
Well, the French scem determined to turn their martial fame into 
dumps: It is proposed to remove the body of the great NaroLzon 
from the Thvalides If it comes to that, England had better take it 
back from the Idiots, too. = National Sunday League complain of 
“the, discourtesy and ‘arbitrary interference” of Mu. Ayrton. The | 
of ,Quarn ANN is announced, and it is credibly reported that 
Holland . has been successfully invaded by the Dutch. = Licensed 
Victuallers say the Licensing Bill will deal a death-blow to their | 
trade... They should know from the cab-legislation it is not a serious | 
» but only a passing Bruce. (N.B. please pronounce it | 
bruise””’.) = A “ public organ” performance is to be. B 
weed in Mey. There ought to be a great gathering of “ public 
ongans’’ from the Zimes to the Telegraph. 





$ 





Know Oil-men by these Presents. | 
Oum description of goods must be perfectly safe from the polite 
of i boneless Sardines a |’ huile. 





“ What is sauce for the goose,” <c. = Gentleman | panie 
!” People with | 
Described as ' 


the wise man has said.” 
wise man. ‘ 
wise man. S. D. D. must not consider this personal. 


- —— — 


ied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we de not hold ourselves 
responsible for 1oss.J 


Iv Mr. Rornert BERKELEY Prvce will forward his addres?, he shall 


| hear from us. 


Tom Trt.—That joke original! Pray, at once communicate with Dr. 
Darwin; beeause, though nowa Tom Tit'yow have been—originally— 
a-robbin’. 

Victim or SARTORIAL PREssURE.—We hope your tailors measures 


' were better than yours. 


A DvuTCHMAN Is clearly unacquainted with the rules of Engli-h rhyme. 
Ox (Aberdeen).—Ob, that we were a Cicero to give you an oration « /a 


Cattle-I‘ne! 


B1LL.— We cannot meet you. 

‘*A FIGURATIVE TALB””’ is literally weak. 

S. D. D. (Tipperary) is stamped by the statement “ all men are fools, as 
He asks how, if all men are fools, there ean be a 
Our experience is that the biggest fool of the lot is generally a 


Wic.—Ri-bald! A wig must bean eutsider, but we would put you on, 


were you good enough. 


Declined with thanks :—J. W. H.; F. J. F., Jersey; — Richmond ; 


given at Earls- | A. J., Harewood-street; H. J. J., Ramegate; H. F. A., Upper Syden- 
| ham; Mr. P., Egerton; E. 8., Edinburgh 
Carlton; D. C. L., Liverpool; J. H. P.; R.T. W.; C. F. W., Oxford: 
Constant Reader; G. T. McL., Kilburn; Junior Club, Glasgow; E., 


; H.C, Liverpool: H., Junior 


Tottenbam: Le M, Jarrow; A. M., Glasgow; W. E. G., Tunbridge 


| Wells ; T. B., City; G. C. C.; W.G.C.,St. Ivea; P. J.. Edmonton; A. K.; 
Joe W.: S., Essex-strect; 5.5.0. M. B.; M. L., Portland-road; J. J. 

Ss. B., B 

Shifnul; Bella, Liverpool; D. Stoke; Con, Plymouth; Green Gosling. 


elgrave-street; W. R. P., Epsom: H. R. W., Islington; H, 
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| When we got to Woo'wich, we thought But he was afterwards detected in an When we did find the Babe, we were a little startled. 
| this was the Infant. attempt te carry off old iron. 





We saw its parent. “ The child” was big enough § We were kind'y invited to go to the butt, and When the gun went off, c rcumstances compelled us to follow 
to be several “ fathers of the map.” feel the concussion. Butt we didn't! its example. 


\ (4 SEN RN 
— ht aN 


Having been warned that the gun might make a Their extraction was affected by the combined efforts, It was all very well of Mr. -—— to ask us 
noise, one of our party inceutiously put physical and mental, of the corps ‘to come down again soon and have another 
his thumbs into his cars. : of Engineers. jolly day °—but we are previously engaged ! 


“Bors, dear boys, come along!"’ This was the ing accorded | The Woolwich Infant, we found on inspection, to be a very bi 

| to our little party as we reached the mountainous exciting suburbs | baby indeed. It would require long clothes— long clothes Cok 
of Woolwich marshes. We thought at first it was the D— or C——, the only cradle for it would be that on which the Great Eastern was 

| but it wasn’t ; 80 we cheerily, “ Boys, dear boys, we will come | launched. Its size is so great that as a scientific experiment it seems to 
rey We subsequently sapentel of our ‘too ready condescension, | us a failure, because it would be impossible for a person of an enquir- 
| for the party who addressed us evidently did so in order to shelter ing mind to apply a match to the touch-hole and at the same time !ook 
| himself behind our august presence, endeavouring to rob the | in at the m to observe the effect of the explosion. We took the 
nation. For he a one to conceal several thirty-eight | liberty of pointing out this defect to the inventor, Mr. Frasze, who 
ton shells about wp mer __— y a8 curiosities,” he assured us. obligingly offered to fire the himself if we were anxious to 

| that the shell he succeeded in carrying off lealk fa ob ts meant. On our declini his kind invitation, he sug. 
| was an percussion fuse shell he will probably be beard of | gested that we should go down to the butt and feel the concussion © 
| —a good many miles round his chambers which are situate—but | the shot. Not being connoisseurs in earthquakes we declined this 


5. > 
we don’t wish to house property at the West End, so we | invitation also. When finally the infant was discharged, we wished 
won't say where. that we had been let off. The effect on the nerves was startling ; 0Ur 
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dramatic critic, who was one of the party, was so affected that he 
exclaimed that “‘ the piece had gone off with great éclit. 

| Our scientific reporter, who was taken down specially to write an 
account of the visit, had scientifically put his thumbs into his ears in 
anticipation of the discharge. The atmospheric disturbance was such 
as to lodge his thumbs immoveably in his auricular organs. They 
were with difficulty, and a steam crane, extracted by a detachment of 

Royal Engineers; but he is still so deaf that he is unable to write a 
report. 

On leaving we were kindiy invited by an official to “come down 
again soon, and have another jolly day.’ The latest betting against 
the probability of our doing so in the course of a few centuries is seven 
thousand to one. 


NOTRE DAME. 


ACT I.—Scenz 1. Public Garden in Paris. Faney Bail. going on. 
Enter CiawvE Frox.o, a Goblin Monk, followed by Quasmaovo. 


FrorLo.— Quasimodo, do you love me? 

Quas.— Love you? Have yownot; &c:? Did yownot, &.? Will 
you not, &c.? And you ask meif Dloveyou? Ha! ha! ha! (He 
1s much tickled by the idea.) 

Frotto.—Then aid me with all your-love: (Pointingof=) You 
— eipey girl. (Loud applause.at wing from invisible crowd.) 

vas.—I do. 

Frotto.—I hate her—she has enchanted me—the cunning gipsy 
girl! (Orowd applaud as before.) 

Quvas.— Ha! She dies! 

Frotit0o.—No she don’t. I want*yoh to follow her and ascertain 
whether she commits herself in any way, and if she does, I will have 

| her burnt as a witch. 

Qvas: (doubtfully).— As a which ? 

Frotto.—Yes. Ha! here comes the gipsy girl. (Orowd as before. 

|“ Gipsy Girl” is evidently a standing cue for crowd to applaud.) 

Quas:—Claude Frollo, I will do your bidding! 








|  Froxto (aside).— He little thinks tliat I love her—but soft— 


Quas. (aside).—He little thinks that I love her—but soft— 
Enter Esmmratpa. She dances and sings a song. 


Esmeratpa.—Ha! that monk! He follows me everywhere! 
Claude Follow, J call him. [ Twirls and exit. 

Fro1ito.— How I love her! 

Enter Somenopy. 

SomEnopy.— Now for the great Festival of Fools which has been 
prepared ‘at enormous expense for the amusement of Society at Large. 
Ha! Nobody here? No Marrer! (Fact.) 

Grand Festival of Fools. 


Scene II.—The*Cell of .the Goblin Monk. Enter Cuavpr Frouto. 
FRoiit0i—I love her, and she must be mine! 
Enter Quasimopo. 

Qvas.—Master, I have done your bidding! 

FrotLo.—Have you detected her in her sorceries? 

Quas —No ; but she meets Captain Phoebus in the Coor dy Mirrars 
to-night, at nine. 

Frorto—In'the Cure dy Merack ? I will be there! 

Qvas.—And: so will I! 


Scene 3.—The Gipsies’ Revel in the Cour des Miracles. (Somewhere near 
the “ Corps Legislatif,” if one may judge by the view from the window.) 
Many clean Gipsies enjoy themselves. They all wear perfectly new and 
oleanclothes, unnecessarily patched with cloth of a violently discordant 

_ leur, Enter Prerre GRincorre, a poet, in custody. 


Girsy.—This pergon has intruded into our sanctuary. 
AuL.—Then he dies! (They prepare to hang him.) 
' Grincorr.—Don't. 
Kine or Tue Grpsres.— His life may be spared if_he can induce one 
of our band to marry him. 
Enter Esmpnarpa. 
Esmeratpa.—J will! (Marries him.) 
Kixc.—Now to leave the newly-married couple alone together. _ 
( Gipsies politely retire. 
Eswerarpa.—I married you to save your life. Now, jump out of 
the window into the Seine, and escape. (He does so.) Now to receive 
cebus, whom I’ arranged to meet here. I hope none of the gang 
see him, or he will be hanged. Perhaps, on the whole, I could 
not Have selected, in all Paris, a less appropriate spot for my tryating 
than this Cure dy Mee-rarch. 
: Enter Puusvs. 
»Puepue.—My love! 





A —— a 















Enter Cravpe Froitto and Quastmopo. 

Frotito.—He dies! (Stabs him. Enter everybody.) 

Att.—Who stabbed him ? 

Quas.—She did! (indicating Esmeralda.) 

ALL (teho were about to hang Pierre Gringoire a minute or two ago).— 
Burn her! Sheisa witch! (They drag her off.) 

ACT. If.—Scenez 1. The Prison. Esmernanpa discovered. 

EsMERALDA.—I am to die! 

Enter Gupvutr, @ Wild Woman: 

GupvuLtz.— Ha! ha! Iam glad you are to die! 

Esmeratpa.—W hy ? 

Gupvis.— Because you are a gipsy, and gipsies stole my child 
seventeen years ago. She would be just yourage. Thisis her shoe. 
(Produces a shoe.) 

EsmeraLpa.— Ha! And here is its fellow! (Produces a shoe:) 

Gupu.Le.—Can it be? Then you are—ha! ha!—my child! ' 

EsmMtRaLpaA.—My mother! (They embrace.) 

Enter Frown 


Frotio.— Love me, and you shall be free! 

Esmeratpa. —Never! 

Frotto.—Then ho! guards! To exeeution! (Guards seize her, and 
hurry her off.) 

Scenz 2.—Notre Dame. Procession of soldiers leading FsmeRALDA to 
execution. Enter a number of little chorister-boys, who oughtn't to see 
such a sight. (Qvasimopo enters: from church, and coolly rescues 
Esmeratpa from guards, and watks off with her into Notre Dame. 
General consternation. : 


ACT 3.—Scenz 1: The Cloisters of the Cathedral. Banter Esmenaupa 
and (\UAsmMmODO. 
Quvas.—I have saved you. They will not search for you here. 


EsmMgraLpa.— Why not ¢ 
Quss:—I don’t know. I am going-up to the tower to leok at my 


bells: Good night. [ Hei. 
Esmeratpa.—lI will follow him. (Does so.) 
Enter Proto. 
Frotito.—Esmeralda! And alive! I had thought that by this 
time-she must be dead. I willfollow her. (Does so.) 
Scene 2: Paris by night from the roof of Notre Dame. 
Enter Quasimopo. 
Qvuas.— Now to bid good night to my bells. 
Enter Esm#RALDA. 
EsmMrRraLpA.— Now to seek Quasimodo. 
Enter Fro.vo. 
Froi_to.—Now to seek Esmeralda. 
EsMzRALDA (in tower).—Ha! Frollo! 
Froiio.— Yes, pretty one—be mine! 
EsmMBRALDA.— Never ! 
Frotto.—Ha! Then this good right arm shall— 
Quvas.—Never! (They struggle. FRoiuo is pitched of tower.) 
Enter GUARDS. 
A Guarp.—She is pardoned. 
Au.— Why ? 
A Gvarp.—I don't know! 


[ Exit into tower. 
[ Brit into tower, 


[ Exit into tower. 


CurRTAm, 

OvurszLvres.—A capital piece of its.class. Lf accepted as an Adelphi 
melodrama, it leaves little to be desired. It has a connected and in- 
telligible story, and gives opportunities for plenty of scenic effect and 
“powerful” acting. Miss Fcrrarpo and Mr. Fsanaypzz did ample 
justice to their parts. Mx. Kine, as Quasimodo, was too tragic, and 
failed altogether to import the necessary element of quaintness into 
the part. The acting in other respects, was fairly good. The scenery 
is above the Adelphi average. On the whole Notre Dame is an excel- 
lent melodrama and immeasurably superior to the same author's Ne//. 








A New Tax. 


A new monthly review entitled The Taxpaper is anvounced. The 
title appears to be chosen with a view to seare people from taking it. 
They have lots of taxpapersalready, and have quite enough of taxes 
too without wanting to read about them and pay tax for the privilege 


besides. ¢ 
The School Board. 

We are to have a school-rate of one halfpenny in the pound levied 

on. usin London. Well, we should not be inclmed to murmur if we 

could persuade ourselves that the whole School Board collectively is 


worth the halfpenny ! 
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POSTED-UP. 


’ 7 
itty :-—“ Ou, Epwarp, I #AvEN'T 8BEN You sixcs I DON’T KNOW WHEN ; HOW HAVE YOU GOT ON AT COLLEGE, YOU VE BEEN UP FOR 


YOUR BXAMINATIONS, HAVEN'T you?” 
Vulgar Hostess :—“Ou, “8's DONE ADMIRABLY, MY DARLING; YOU KNOW HE'S BEEN UP FOR HIS—HIS POST-MORTEM EXAMINATION, YOU 


KxOoW.” 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. The Right Cue. 
APatL. “Way,” asked Sror Batt, Esa., of his friend Wuitz Hazarp, 45 
Tus month’s number of The Atlantic is full of readable matter | both were returning from the recent t billiard match between 
“ The a eearnete im” ends “— & coneynas sadly. ‘ as Cook and ca we a odds laid on the old man at the 
ern » Which began with much promise, grows rather | commencement of the game?” 
prosy. “No Ring” by Arica Cany—dead, dente simply beautiful. | ‘Don't know, I'm = unless it was because he had two hundred 
Temple Bar is, we are inclined to think, the best of the April maga- start, and was expected to take ‘ the rest.’ ” 
zines. — is excellent ; but “ The Fair ae oe he “ Not so ;—Because eg being a front it was considered 0 most 
“ Aspect ’ are pre-eminently interesting. e on w hazardous proceeding on the Oo K to attempt collaring hin. 
an Excemann-Caataam story,—good, but from an qverweshed pert e 





mine. 
Our Young Folks continues “Jack Hazard” very amusingly, and Not right to a ‘‘t.” 
—- SO e _ bi fear there is a ency to/ Tue San Francisco Newsletter informs its readers that the QuEEN OF 
““The Iustrated Review has a lifelike portrait of the late Ronsar | SP4™ # maly 9, being fticted with “military fever.” | Wt 
Cc This excellent iodical a a wide popularity not Snes Se rder was to Grand-Duchesses —especia Ly 
only on account of ita being well-written but forthe sake of its admir - 
As you air! 


Cope’ s corerentuas= souennne Soro papet tn the Star Chamber, ' ; 
smoking room in the House of Commons. Ir is stated that the Volunteers as they strode over the Brighton 

We have received an excellent number of the Young Ladies’ Journal. | Downs to martial strains started a number of hares. Evidently, 
Golden Hours, The Westminster Pepers, and Le Foilet. although it was April, they must have been Quick March hares. 


F 





MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, Gult-ctrest, | leading from Bond-street, W., Sade of machine-made 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from Vv 

- 8 £10 10s, SILVER ENGLISH WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. GOLD ENGLISH WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. ° GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. . CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. CLOCKS, oe the Miliroe, drawing-room, library, and 
Ma. Srazerzn, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold - | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Ma. Staxersn, 37, Coniuit-st., Steam Works, 
lery, machine made. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commens, and Published (for the Froprietot) af 80, Fleet Street, E.C.—Lendon: April 29, 1871. 
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“And Wanwer’s is the drum to get the very best of scran, 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 217. 


Taxes, Mr. Rozert Lowe, 

Are unpleasant things, you know— 
Taxing this, and taxing that, 
They're a nuisance ; that is flat! 
But you take away our rights, 

If you place a tax on lights! 


1. The servant asked him into the hall, 
And carried his message up to me. 
She scarcely left him two minutes in all, 
But in this with the coats away went he! 


2. Very rich and very rare 
Palissy and Wedgwood ware ; 
But some connoisseurs will class them 
After this, which doth surpass them. 


3. Sing and whistle and talk all day, 
Stranger, whose birthplace is far away, 
We're birds of a feather, 

For sunshiny weather 
Makes me, like you, contented and gay. 





4. Sam and his wife fell out ; but yet | | SS 
That he blackened her eye he must regret ; = XN 
For the Bench all Sam's excuses scorning, | ¢ 
Was moved by seeing that eye in mourning : 
When he heard his sentence, the vile wife-beater, 
Said he “‘ The next time I'll awoid that featur’ !”’ 


5. Dark-eyed gipsy, brown of skin, 
Think not you can take me in ; 
My future don’t profess to tell, 
For if you're dark, it’s dark as well ! 
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6. When Sir Ratpu perceived the foe in view, 
His helmet’s visor down he drew ;— 
And his charger wore a helmet too! 


7. "Tis strange and ’tis sad Dr. Darwin should tell 
That everything living began with—a cell! 
Sotvtion or Acrostic, No. 215.—Easter Recess: Ex- 
plorer, Absinthe, Scientific, Travertine, Endromis, Rags. 


So_utions or Acrostic No. 
None correct. 
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Tue Coats to Menp A Fire witu.—Cobbles. 


A Farmer’s Notion on Aprit SuHowers.—The mow 
the merrier. 


9 


DIES: 


THE NOBLE NINE OF KNOCKEMDOWNS. 
By our owN Penny-A-NINER. 


Siz,—The origin of the athletic sport of skittles is involved in an 
obscurity dense as the brain of your present contributor, who has 
himself played the game for an immense number of years without any 

ble improvement, thereby showing that knock-’em-downs must have 
been a very early pastime indeed, or it could never have arrived at its 
ection. One special and advantageous peculiarity 
game is that it is not to be separated from long clay Pipes, 
birdseye handkerchiefs and tobacco, beer, banter, and betting. 
latter is, however, of the mildest ible description, rarely ever | 
into silver, and it therefore stands in contrast to the articles | 


immediately preceding it, which are of the strongest strong. As | 
I and my bog were recently taking one of those walks which 
we find necessary nowadays for the double purpose of blowing off 


the and visiting a house | 
e is to be obtained, we happened to 
stray into a suburban skittle alley, where several gentlemen were 
engaged in knocking down the pins as fast as the sticker could put 
them up. I was astonished at the skill ongnages by a young Israelite 
fejoicing in the name of Davey, and, as he was of an o n and 
ingenuous countenance, entered into conversation with him, an elicited 
the wing account of the beneficial influences of skittle-playing :— | 


+ Yes, when we come to Hendon, sir, we allus play at skittles, | 
It's such a great inducement for to eat a lot more wittles ; | 
what's the use of going in the country for a jog 


J 
you don’t lay in a fresh supply of good and wholesome prog ? 


cares of the world in the 


"8 eggs and chops and radishes— go match them if 


! 
| 
| 
ou can | 
} 
\ 
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CRUEL ONLY TO BE KIND. 


Party (with pipe) :—“ YouR DAWG 18 WERY THIN, WILLIAM.” 

William:—“ Hg 18 WERY BAD—BUT WHEN HE DIE8, I AM GOING TO 
STUFF HIM, Harry.” 

Harry (imsinuatingly):—“ Hapn’r YoU BETTER STUFP HIM AFORE HE 








“ But when we've played at ninepins for another hour or so, 

My appetite’s come round again—I’ve had a second go; 

And Tep and me, and Ben and Bit. would feel it precious sharp, 
If the law put down our skittles at the jolly old Welsh Harp. 


‘So here’s good luck to skittles, for it’s healthy and it’s nice. 

Here !—I’ll lay you half a dollar that I get ’em down in twice: 

And four to one I’ll take about a floorer—will you lay? 

No!—then take your hook, you ’tarnal cuss, you're only stopping 
play.” 


—_— ——— 


‘‘ Under which King? ”’ 
Tue South London Press contains the following paragraph :— 


A CornRESPONDENT says: “‘ Did you ever, in the course of your reading, meet with 
the Christian name of Thomas in connection with royalty, either as emperor, king, 
prince, royal duke, or any scion of royalty, either in ancient or modern times’ Can 
any particular reason be given why that particular name is not used by members 
of reigning families.’ The omission is a curious fact.” 


As our contemporary makes no comment on its correspondent’s letter 
we may aan it has forgotten one potentate, who disprovee the 
assertion. We allude to Tuomas Kina, of pugilistic fame. 





In Sober Earnest. 


A CORRESPONDENT writes to Land and Water to say he has a hedge- 
hog which is in the habit of ing intoxicated on beer. In future 
when one requires a pigly simile it will be more just to the ordinary 
porker to say “as drunk as a hedge-hog! 


Going for an Old Song. 
A BEsIEGED resident im Paris during the bombardment is said to 





nothing i i i eal of cold boiled cab-horse, 
say of cold boiled beef and slices of rumpsteak, have apologetically remarked after a mes 
To leave which on the table has my heart oft made to break. “Twas and faim, that tempted me! 

VOL. XIII. R 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 3rd, 1871. 


TRYING IT ON. 


On, Bor, 
Lows, Bos! 
Here's a pretty go, Bon ! 
You wished on Match 
A tax to patch,— 
But couldn't fix it so, Bon! 


Well, Box ! 
Tell, Box, 
Did you feel a swell, Bon, 
When, like mouse, 
To seek the House, 
You crept through subway-cell, Bon ? 


Fie; Box! 
Why, Bos, 
Such a measure try, Bor ? 


Why not, er, 
On ie aioe 


Duty y, Bos? 
Out, Bos! 
Bo 


IN THE MATTER OF POPULAR PROCESSIONS. 


Ws congratulate the Metropolitan Police and Coons. HenpEnson 
—and Mz. Lowa too—on the victory of the 24th of April. Of late— 


Snel eee eee in spite of a, got a good 
f 


in Hyde Park— riotous tremendous processions 
o TDepatlienne snd French F 


been allowed to be held 
without police interference. that our gallant constables ventured 
to do to check the revolutionary movement was to the 
eee at whose house committees were held, with opposition to their 
icenses. 

At last, however, an opportunity has arisen, when the laurels of 
Scotland Yard could be retrieved. It was discovered that a large 
number of women and lads and children, who live by the match-trade 
were going to carry a petition against the Lows tax to the House of 
Commons. ‘“ From information it had received” the Force was fully 
aware that any men, who tock part in the demonstration were so 
poverty-stricken and famished, that any one of them could be attacked 
with safety by three or four policemen ;—as was done successfully, 
says the Daily News report. Accordingly a very large body of police 
was told off to disperse this very dangerous mob. As a precaution, no 
public announcement that the demonstration would be interfered with 
was issued, as it might have acted as an invitation to men, whom our 
brave constables don’t care to encounter. So the demonstration it was 
supposed would be left alone as all demonstrations—of men—have 
been lately ; and the chivalry of Scotland Yard was enabled by knock- 
ing about women and boys, to wipe off the stain left on its escutcheon 
by the battle of Hyde Park. 

It is satisfactory for the British householder, who suffers from bur- 
glary, shoplifting, area-sneaking, <c., during the absence of the pelice 
to learn drill, to discover at last to what purpose that drill is put. He 

? discontented because its discipline was not tried 
against mobs of a revolutionary and riotous character. He will per- 
ceive now—with more or less sa on—that our policemen are 
trained in mili ~~ in order to ply their truncheons effectually 
against women ! 


+ 





News. 

Tue annual festival of the Newsvendors’ Benevolent and Provid 
Institution will be held at the Freemasons’ Tavern on the 25th. of this 
month. The Hon. Captain Guosvznor, M.P., will take the chair ; and 
we most sincerely hope that he—and the Institution—will be ably 





Dundreary’s Latest. 

His Lordship declares that the proposed tex on matches is f 
those things no fellah can understand. “It’s a wum way $046 
er the sale of mum-um-matches to twy and Bob-bLowe ’em 
° 


Exrsrmocewtat Rerizcrion on Tus Recent Cuvracn Feerrvat.— 
Lent preachers: Borrowed sermons. 








FUN. 
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SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Srr,— Bothwell won the Two Thousand Guineas, but guineas being 
out of date his owner received £4,350 instead, a very fair equivalent. 
But what are guineas compared with the gladness which animates the 
prophet’s bosom, when he reflects that he and he alone foretold the 
victor’s triumph, and that those who placed confidence in his predic- 
tions are now in their happy homes, at their own firesides, with 
chubby children clustering rcund their knees, and smiling wives, and 
aged fathers and mothers, and well-spread tables, enjoying their hard- 
earned winnings? I don’t suppose you can tell me anything about it, 
but I can, as a contrast to the picture I have just drawn, imagine those 
who backed the selections of rival vaticinators looking sad and 
gloomy, their unkempt and dirt-besmeared babes playing in the gutter, 
crying for the bread they don’t get or for the smacks they do, while 
shrieking wives, drunken old fathers, and snuffy garrulous mothers 
make up some of the miseries which attend on the unfortunate backer 
when he has misplaced his confidence and dropped his pieces. © for 
the glowing pencil which illustrates the virtues of the patent destroyer 
of domestic insects! How, once possessed of it, would I show the 
effect which backing the winner has upon the personal appearance, 
and the ugliness and squalidity which ever attend on defeat. That 

ncil being, alas! beyond my reach, and none of the artists of Fun 
bie equal to the occasion, words alone must suffice for the present. 

I don’t know, Sir, whether you are in the habit of reading your own 
paper—I have known many editors who would rather not read their 
journals—but if you are or if you did read it on the occasion of April 


— 








22nd in the present year, you must have been struck with the following © 


oeautiful line, beautiful because true—the true and the beautiful are 


one :— 
‘* Bothwell, my selection, is sure to be in the foremost of the finishing 
few.” 

You little know by what spells I arrived at the knowledge which I 
then laid before your readers; what mystic rites I held, what 
holocausts of shag were offered and what libations of cold brown were 
poured out. But ’tis enough that I have succeeded, and virtue is its 
own reward. Still, should any winner, of his gratitude, think fit to 
make me a present, he will find in me one not too proud to accept of 
anything, from the traditional twelve stamps to a fifty-pound note. 
The labourer is worthy of his hire, and the higher his wages the 
worthier the workman. Therefore be not bashful, my _— but 
remember that I have one or two good things in store for forthcoming 
events, and that he who forgets past favours is unworthy of considera- 
tion in the future. 

King of the Forest, one of the three placed horses, was also my 
representative in the Guineas, and I might be said to have won laurels 
but for the fact that the second and third horses only were bays, the 
winner being a brown. 

And now, to cast a glance into the dark paths of futurity. By the 
occult powers in me vested I am aware that in a short time a race will 
take place called the Chester Cup by the British public, though it will 
be styled by officials, and registered as, the Tradesmen’s Plate. I am 
not quite so certain about what will win, though I feel confident that 
the accompanying selection will make the rest of the candidates feel 
very tired before they have been twice round the Roodee. Behold my 
tip. Air to be obtained on the way down :— 


Down goes the flag, the coursers start, 
All eyes are on the racers. 

See! first from out the ranks to dart 
Is Pax, the prince of pacers. 


Now comes a hot ’un from the ruck 
1 Blessed —_ a sopetnatien ; . 
e passes Pax, who's panic struc 
At sight of Rosicrucian. 
But Rosicrucian cannot last— 
See how the whip’s in motion! 
What is it eetly past ? 
’Tis nought but Indian Ocean. 


Yet though old Ocean’s steam is up, 
Two others with him stop sir, 
Mortemer wins the Chester Cup 


And Lord Hawke gets a shop, sir. 
AvGsPUB. 


Hot Coppers, Indeed. 


Dr. Murer states in the Food Journal that out of twenty samples of 
bread whiqh he analysed sixteen contained so much sulphate of copper; 
that those who ate such bread consumed about half a grain of the 
— aday. The bakers are always ready enough to clap a farthing 
on their loaves at the excuse. Perhaps they will kindly refrain 
from putting their inte their loaves as well. 
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MUSIC. 


By Rotten Row, where swells delight 
To do their little talk, 

A man of sad demeanour might 
Have been observed to walk. 


The personage of ApAm’s seed 
Who thus his visage sunned, 

Was truly very short indeed 
And equally rotund. 


And tears of woe his cheeks stole down, 
Or in his eyelid sat, 

And o’er his brow there played a frown 
Surmounted by a hat. 


Had anyone observed his port, 
Or marked the tears that fell, 
The inference had been, in short, 

‘¢‘ That party isn’t well!” 


But did that cause the tear that riz? 
Oh no—it wasn’t that ; 

’T was love that wrought that frown of his 
(Surmonunted by his hat). 


She wasn't stately as a queen, 
Nor young, nor fair, nor smart, 

Nor heavenly (of course we mean 
The object of his heart.) 


Nay, she despised his humble shed 
(Though haughty you may think her), 

«A Duchess-Dowager”’ (she said) 
‘‘Ought not to wed a tinker!”’ 


Oft to the park that blighted swain, 
Disconeolate, would plod, 

To watch her carriage pass—in vain ; 
She wouldn’t even nod. 


So madness o’er his senses stole 
And then he took to drink, 

Until one day that wretched soul 
Was rash enough to wink! 


He saw no more—the mental tide 
His cranium forsook— 

Society ws stupefied— 
The Nelson Column shook. 


The sun was black, and in the air 
There reigned a fearful heat, 

The fountains in Trafalgar Square 
Rose nearly twenty feet. 


He fled the City’s fearful woes ; 
He fled the town’s distress 

And rushed to pastoral repose 
By 2.15 express. 


He bought of lambs a little stock, 
He bought a pipe of reed, 

And tootled by the sun-lit rock, 
And tootled o'er the mead. 


Twelve months scarce lifted from his reck 
The yoke of his despair ; 

That haughty dowager was rec- 
ommended country air. 

He sat upon a heap of stones 
And played a ditty drear, 

And, as she listened to its tones, 
She wiped away a tear. 

She leaned her brow upon her hand, 
Yet through her tears she smiled, 

She'd heard it on a German Band, 
When she was but a child. 

She sobbed upon his waistcoat fair, 
Her eyelids gently shutting, ; 
And ran her fingers through his hair, 

And said it wanted cutting. 
Their joyful tears were falling fast, 
And bireling menials sp 


A frugal pastoral repast, 
(At one and nine cased) 





Tux Surczon-Dentist’s Paactise.—Catching at Tartar. 








FUN. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Globe Theatre has once more reopened, this time opéra bouffe 
being the leading characteristic of the secre Dm Whether this 
form of dramatic representation will become an institution us is 
extremely doubtful, but the management seem to have t faith in 
it—a faith which appears to have little foundation when we recall 
their failure last year at the Lyceum. And much as the British 

ublic love aristecracy, one visit to the scene of the Pamcnss 

ATCHINSKY’S operations will hardly induce another, except maybe in 
the case of some democratic theorists, anxious to prove that high birth 
and ability don’t always run together. Mr. Saris S. Latex, to 
whom the translation of the libretto has been entrusted, produces a 
clever and often sparkling dialogue, free from cockneyisms and grating 
rhymes, but he has reason to be far from thankful for the im e- 
ments bestowed upon his work by the occupants of the stage. Dresses 
and scenery are both splendid, and with a few judicious excisions and 
tonings-down, Falsacappa may run for some little time. 





A Legal Fix. 


A GENTLEMAN who dates from a well-known asylum puts the follow- 
ing legal puzzle to us. He states that a labourer, who was employed 
with others in keeping the grounds in order, was unlucky enough 
accidentially to injure one of the inmates with his scythe, while mow- 
ing the lawn. A man who happened to witness the accident pointed 
the labourer out to one of the boone with the remark “ Please, zur, 
he’s a-mown a maniac.”” The poor fellow has been detained at the 
Asylum ever since, and our correspondent wishes to know whether his 
friend should bring an action for false imprisonment against the 
Emperor or Curna or the nearest station-master. This is a very 


| difficult question. ‘ Perhaps’’—as a guileless contemporary observed 


the other day in a similiar case—“ some of our legal readers will give 
us an opinion.’’ But on the other hand, perhaps they won’t; which 
we think is probable. In that case our correspondent had better 


toss up. et Se 
Pen and Ink. 


Nature, with a natural wish to sit upon Art, informs us that there is 
in New Granada a plant (Cortaria thymifolia) kaown as the ink-plant, 
which gives a writing fluid better and more durable than the manu- 
factured article. Let the province be at once renamed, and let all 
writers be given free passes to Inksylvania and Pennsylvania. All 
we want now is a paper-plant. 


A Brief Madness. 


Prince ArtTuur has presented to the Woolwich Artillery Institution 
the uniform taken from one of the Fenians made prisoner in the raid 
upon Canada. It is made of green baize with “ ornaments’’ in yellow 
worsted braid, and brass buttons bearing the letters I. R. A.— the 
initials we presume are an allusion to the well known maxim— 
I R A furor brevis est. ‘ Fenianism is a brief insanity.” 


In a Crack! 


The Jrish Times states that an Irish residence for the Pamnce or 
Wates has been purchased at Hazelhatch. We hope it is true, and 
trust that the name will be a good omen and that his Royal High- 
ness’s residence in Ireland may so hatch the hazel, that we may get at 
the kernel of the nut, which Government has had such difficulty in 





An Unhealthy Place. 

We would advise all affectionate heirs expecting money from 
wealthy relatives, to adjure them for the sake of their precious health 
not to go to New Orleans. During the last twelvemonth no less than 
a dozen people have-died there, who were over a hundred years old. 


Clothed with Honour. 


Tue new Free Pablic Library and Museum at Paisley, the gift of Sir Peter Coats, 
was formally inaugurated on Tuesday. Tae building has cost upwards of £15,0u0. 


Paisley, long renowned for its shawls, may now claim a greater 
distinction—in its Coats. 





A Buster. 

Tue Broad Arrow informs s that a new screw corvette, the Pallas, 
has lately had several runs over the measured mile at Plymouth, at 
full steam-power, at 4 mean speed of thirteen knots am hour. The 
Admiralty is not romantically given as a mile, but this rapid business 
seems an allusion to Epcar Por’s “ bust of Pallas.” 


Morro ror ANTI-commummsrs: “‘ None of your gamin.”’ 
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| A TRUE HISTORY :—Showing how Matilda became a member of the School Beard and how Johnny became Emperor of the French. 
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e ‘ sw a weet ZS : P 
a beautifuland modest And there passd a gallant knightess. Struck dum» by his But the castle was guarded by three fearful 
youth sat knitt ng 4: his casement. attractions she vowed to devote her life to him. mothers-in-law. — 


| Early in the 15th mare, 
| 


ee 





See 


tome time after, wandering sadly through a fore-t, Who (for no particular reason) gave Then the mothers-in-law attempted to wither her with a loos. 
Sir Matilda encountered a mannikin, her a talisman. But she wouldn’t be withered. She gave them the talisman. 


ee 


——— 


Sa — Fh 


. Ss _—————— — - — 
- 8 ___ . : 
One more instant, and Sir M. knelt before the object of her devotion. But just as everything was about to end happily, 2 
wicked fairy gave them some Soothing Syrup (Advt.), and they slept till 1871. 


bet) 
Tah a 
Awa: 


tr 


Then she said, “ My manly occupation is gone. I will 1 , As for Johnny, he liked quiet. So they made him 
yield myself to despair!” Emperor of the French an he had a nice time 0! ‘'. 















TT 


eS 
ee 


| 
} 


; 











——————————————————————— -_———-—- 
St $$ - esses 
— 









eee 


BU N.—Mar 6, .871. 


‘ : | ———— 
. ~ Yo 4 yet — _— —_ — _ 
Kc TS 
i RS 
\ DS 
j 
r\4q 
| y | 
| 
; j 





are 


’ . 
ys! 


‘ 
iendiniient 


\ 


a 
i 


| 
\ 


ATOR 


i 


\ | 
| AN 
i 
F 


\ 
SAY 

























\\ 
th 


SEAN 
. ~ \ YY 

. \% 
Z \ AN 


\ 
\ M V ‘ SS oN S NOAA Vk 
\\; WY ‘ ae 
. , iN, ; \ XY WN \ ~\ \ 
NM Mane \ WAN . 
Mie me WY 
foe P \ \ \ f 
' y \ \ a 













TWN 
CA WY 
, fu > \ \\\ 


ON WAY 

WY wo \\ ~ \\ \ WO 

AYES 

N i ~ \ \ wN 

hs WY 

ANS | \ , 

SENS 

th SW hn 








‘ 
‘ 













WSs \\ 
aY o> Sh SS 
NY } \ ON Ts a 
‘ N » a 
RY RA 
+ 


NAIA 
\\\" \ it 












NY 

.) | SN 

Nhy NY NS 
RSS LASTER: 
\N Wen NY Pee 
ae + N wisest 
as \ 


x 


~\ 
. 

“eS 

\ 


—_ 


a 


¥ samen 
ee sd 


el dn Ae 


7 
" = 





LL 






i 
i 


| pedi 


y 
VA) tee 





~ 
, a 
Bo ™ 


en ge 
So 


deel 
, 2 Ao 





* 
ae 


\ ae 
su litees 


TRYING IT ON! 


IT'S A CASE O’ REAL DISTRESS, SO JUST 
STUMP UP! (Hears the constable's scp.) THERE—ITS ALL BIGHT, MY LITTLE MAN. I WAS ONLY JOKING!” 


Australian Bob :—*LOOK HERE, YOUNG ’UN. VM VERY HARD-UP. 
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THE SECOND MONTH. 


We are wedded—the honeymoon’s over— 
My wife is a model for wives ; 
But the hopes of existing in clover. 
Are spoilt for one couple of lives. 
It was once my ambition and glory 
To bill or to coo like a dove ; 
But I now tell a different story— 
One cannot be always in love. 


When I cast back a glance to remember 
Six coed of devotion — 
(From July, let me say, to December 
It siete me the change is ieceate. 
All my life 1 was willing to barter 
Just then for a ringlet or glove: 
But one cannot be always a martyr— 
One cannot be always in love. 


I confess that my wife has her merits. 
Is forty— is fair—and is fat : 
From her darling Mamma she inherits 
A temper— but never mind that ! 
Still = one solemn truth I acknow- 
edge ; 
A wath which I place far above 
All they teach us at school or at college ;— 
One cannot be always in love! 
| 
} 





Liquid Measure. 


Ir was stated in a case heard the other | 
day at Hunley that the illicit distillers of 
that locality sell their whiskey by the 
yard. We understand that most con- 
sumers find two thirds of a yard rather 
more than two feet can carry straight. 


7ALL-LOWE ! 


Sympkyns, ever prudent, lays ina stock of They prove to be“ Flamers!”’ Sorry he 
did! 


vesuvians. Glad hedid! 








SHORT AND SWEET COUNSEL. 


Mi» all of Nature’s primal laws 
There's one that beats the rest : 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Ficutine still going on at Paris between the Communal cat 
and the Assembly cat. They have not yet arrived at the * of 





one another's tail The match-making poor of the East End, | Mid Wisdom’s philosophic saws 
mostly women and children, marched in procession to West- There’s one that is the best :— 
minster. The courageous police attacked and routed them. The- Depend on’t the advice is good 
defeat of Hyde Park is avenged—on women and boys! = More So take it like a man: 

Opposition of landlords to erection of mee hospitals as | That he who can’t do what he would, 
depreciating the value of house-property. e would suggest | Must do with what he can. 


to those gentlemen a Bill for the shooting, burying, or burning | 


of all small-pox patients as a remedy for this nuisance. = The The theme is one whereon one might 


Opposition to the Licensing Bill gathers strength. Mr. Bruce | Without a great ado 
had better shelve it alongside of his Cab Acts. = Freemasons have Some dozens of discourses write :— 
been trying to cement a peace between TurERs and the rebels, but Ah, what a treat for you! 
failed. They retired Mortarfied. = Mr. Bruce will some day bring You'd fain hear further if you could, 
in.@ measure about “The Superannuation of the County Police.” The But since I’ve filled my _ 
itan ditto is superannuated enough already! = Another Why, you, who can’t get what you would, 
bankrupt peer. Seems to be getting quite the fashion now, though Must do with what you can. 





a considered lordable in private individuals. = Lowe sconsenty 10 

on matches. Probably won't try an obnoxious measure again only 

for the sake of a Latin i. that mobo understood! = Tom Taytor It does not follow. 

says, giving the lie to all the papers, that Joan-of-Arc’s burning was | We have once or twice lately commented on the glut of translations 

not hissedomthe first night. We forgive him. A Taylor naturally | ¢:om the ErckMANN-CHATRAIN stories, from which we suffer just now. 

objects to goose. — Some ody complains of offensive smell of water in| 4)) the translations are not so able as the one whence we quote the 

St. James’s-park. Ayrton went there and failed to discover it. Of | following :— 

course !—he’s been in bad odour too long to notice it. = GLADSTONE | ray of your hands, sir! I yield to force. I will follow you.” 

says there was “no apprehension of evil dispositions on Oe — oe The burgomaster, who did not Shtogether lack breeding, became in turn calm. 
ig “ ; ur word! . 

matchmakers demonstration.” That stands to reason. ] ; ere | ay a2 ete vee be oa. 

n, the police would have kept out of the way. — Attendantinan| % Very well; goon in front.” — 
Asylum boiled a lunatic to death in a bath—only “ thoughtlessly = The Italics are ours. The translator has gone a step beyond his rival 
accidentally.” Boy at a grammer school does ditto to little boy under | intrepreters and has turned the story into English and Irish too! How 
Luular circumstances. We courteously decline to be little boys or | else are we to understand a burgomaster who having made his prisoner 





Tunatics till this sort of tiiag 5 put 6 siyy to. swear to follow him, at once tells him to go in front? 
A Dewar-logue. Taken in—and done for. 


Tue Times of the 22nd ult., speaking of the Alfred Theatre, says, “ it An astute lawyer attempted to settle a fortune on & spendthrift 
ins renewed vitality under its new management,” and adds “ in the scapegrace ;—the young gentleman speedily “ settled "’ it himself. 
ue Mx. F. Dewar plays his original part.” We learn from the | 
announcements of the same paper of the same date, that Mr. sei ails ie dliahite. 


F. Dew acting i Globe Theatre. Now 7 ; . 
if he is jet the agg bend must Doce at the Alfred? That’s| Ws remind youthful students that it is not Cuzors who is known as 


to solve, or as Phcedria in Phormio remarks—illud Dewarum ! ' the “ mutton-eating ”’ king. 
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THE LICENSING BILL. 


BY OUR LITTLE BOY. 
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| 
All things have their admirers. The effect of Sunday at 8.50 P.M. Such things will happen. The unbribable. | 
Monarch of all he Surveys A 
. Tax on a Lux-ury. 
Mn. Ruzp, the ex-Constructor of the Navy, cannot let the Captain Miss 
» cann Lyp1a Suvcierow («tat 25 i.e. 39) consid ; ’s last 

a in ane Gree ey ee 7 the enterprising civil engineer who igatt cvopeual Gran Yidlocloes and ee oe Se *4 wis | 
oe ' - oe: a oe ike the that matches, instead of being taxed, should be made compulsory. | 
hie ao ie : ee ae wn, in for one, has ‘no fear of sparke—even when they give rise to ® | 


last 
As events have turned eagey y~ ——— — 
—_ e bare This result rene to, ae = believe = 7 because we did oppose and Ex Luce Lo ll | 
which will puzzle historians even more than 7 pase scemeeee & Se pees i ee ete 
eae oa Lows Budget was without a match! (Wonder if fusee | 
!) Its latest invention in the way of taxes was a heavy blow to © 
epeneeandanieoneteapte tlie industry, and in that respect somewhat resembled the articles on 
A Cuxricat Ernon.—The want of a(c)curacy. vy ted a 2 a asinine chiefly if not “ only on 
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THE MYSTERY OF SPRING. 


I rove the Spring! as I have said, 

Or sung, on more than one occasion ; 
And yet I always feel a dread 

Whene’er I think of Spring's invasion. 
I don’t know how it is, or why, 

But when I come to sing about her, 
I wish her—anything but nigh— 

And actually try to scout her! 


I long to sally forth and mark 

The budding flow'rs and hedge-rosvs greening ; 
Or saunter slowly through the park— 

A thousand vernal beauties gleaning. 
But, ah! the warm and garish light 

Transforms my love to shame and loathing ; 
How can I face the floral sight 

In such a sEEpy suit of clothing ! 








SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Spoonrvt XII. 


ADY-BIRDS, sea-girls, 
and so on, begin to 
show about this season 
at the various water- 
ing places, 


Women go there to get 
married, if single ; 
Women, when married, 
go there to get— 
shingle! 


They are very pretty. 
They look very nice: 
their dresses all cut 
each other out; they 
are exceedingly bril- 
liant; they are most 
harlequinesque ; But 
i. oo: on they are dear 
creatures, for — oh! 
that “relish of reali- 
ties,” that ‘ passion 
for external show,’ 
for— 

Oh! the vast expanse 
of heaving waters! 
Oh! the vast expense 

of having daughters 


— — and wives—who 
insist upon going there 
—how many a hus- 
band has laida burd-en 
on himself to enable 
: his lady-bird to do it, 
until he has wished—not himself—but them—father ! 

“ Impressions de voyage”: footprints in the sands! 

To readers of Brapsuaw: keep your tempus ! 

The most disgraceful fool in Europe: The Paris foule ! 

Freedom, we believe, did Kosciusko the honour to shriek when 
Kosciusko fell! quite so; and she did pre-cisely the same thing, only 
she did it perhaps a trifle louder, when Suiru fell. —.—.—.—. 
—.—.in love with old Mrs. Grumptesy Cregses’ money, and 
— married it. 

Do you know what the “Cinque Cento” is? Do you? Not you: 
well,-we'll tell you; it is the love of Mammon, simply the unutterably 
snobbish worship of money ; let us call it..... £8. d.-eism, if that’s 
not the Chink we're chained to, every man Jack of us, and woman too, 
we can’t very well say what (e)ls(e) is! 

Of two evils chose the lesser ; of two fools the richer. 

: y a man who passes through life simply as an “ agreeable 
diner-out” might have done wonders if he had only been poorer . 
Competence and toomanyironsinthefireishness squash talent: How 


hod it is, yet many a fellow who is contented to be considered only 
ladder, might, we trow well, with his 





“a brick,”’ at the bottom of the 
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cements talents, have im-mortar-lized himself if he had been unable to 
— — “come down with the dust’’; if he had only been “hard up.”’ 

We constantly hear, associated and toasted, ‘The three W's,” 
“ Wine, Weeds, and ‘Women '"’ itis a very common toast; yet dear 
Peruser how exceedingly different are these three, if you will only 
think it out: The two former improve by age: the—ah—the 
latter don’t! 

Yes, clever boy, you are quite 
to the Old Missuses. 

Definition of A woman who paints: ahem! —— The Lady of 
the Lake ! 


right ; the Old Masters are preferable 


When lovely woman stoops to folly, 
She does it cos she thinks it’s jolly, 
Oh stoopid stoopid stooping stoopid females! ! 
Gentle Reader, pardon our exceedingly mild sarcasm, but we have 


ventured to draw you a black-Amour here, going the way most 
“‘amours”’ do go: Gentle Reader, he is going to— —“ break down!'’ 








The Real Meaning. 

We observe that Dr. Tempe, the Bishop of Exeter, has recom- 
mended “‘ permissive compulsion”’ for the education of the people. 
The expression is a peculiar one, and requires meee. Does 
‘permissive compulsion ’’’ mean, in short, the sort of thing indicated 
by the phrase ‘“‘ you're not obliged to do it,—only you must!” 


The Type of a Soldier. 


GaNERAL Bercerst of the Army of the Commune is a printer. 
soldiers ought to be well “set up”’ at any rate. 


Irs 


Gushers to Correspondents. 


| We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Shetches, unies they are accome 
anied by a stamped and directed envelope; and wed ot hold ourselves 
responsible dor loss. \ 

CapMvus.—In accusing a lady of a partiality for ‘‘ a drain,’ 
sewerly be influenced by the Saturday Review ! 

Marcu Harke.—Don't try to make an April Fool of us! 

Brutvs.—A joke we can’t see, sir! 

THE gentleman, who gets cold mutton at home for dinner on an average 
three days a week, must accept an additional cold shoulder from us. _ 

READER.—We are obliged to put a full stop to your “Girl of the 
Period.”’ 

Boa-b' ¥g-SEE- AH.— You had better consult the original of our quotation. 

C. W. (Middle Temple).—You ought not to “ sit on ’’ a Coroner. 

LEVERET.—Don’t behave with leverety! 

MyYAUNT, AND BRAY.—We can already see that the deluge of jokes with 
which his Budget will overwhelm us will compel us *o discharge the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer. 

J. C. H.—Had your suggestions been practicable they would have been 
long since carried out. Ne sutor—you know the rest. The back numbers 
are procurable, ; 

Answers to Correspondents :—E. W. S., George-street; A Lulunatic ; 
Theo; H. S., Staplehurst; Mra. Malaprop; KR. R., Cheshunt Terrace ; 
S. P. C, Nottingham; B,, Barnsbury- road ; ee Sunderland ; Toodles ; 
E. L. T.; Nappy; Sans Souci; Peter Simple; B. F., Kingsland; 8S. H., 
Eastbourne; H. F., Liverpool; C., Ottery St. Mary; Peter Familias ; 
C. W., Berkeley- street; Ignoraraus ; 2. a. Southwark ; W., Stanmore- 
street: A. B. C, Edinburgh; E. M., Tunbridge Wel's; R. C., Jersey; 
M. C. B., Exeter: H. F.; C. W., Liverpool; F., G. N. Railway; 8. G., 
Dulwich; P.J.H.; X. Y. Z.; S., Chandos street; A. F., Meads-row ; 
Constant Subscriber, S. Neurwood; H. F. A.; Ask Mamma; P., Moorgate- 


street. 





" you must 
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““THE QUEEN OF THE MAY.” 


Old Lady (fresh from a Penny Reading) :—“O pEAR, O DEAR! NO WONDER THAT POOR THING, THE YOUNG MAN WITH A LISP READ 
ABOUT, CAUGHT HER DBATH OF COLD—AND WHATEVER HER MOTHER COULD HAVE BEEN THINKING ABOUT TO CALL HER EARLY TO GO AND 
CUT SUCH CAPERS AS THEM, I CAN’T THINK! ”’ 








“‘ A Feast in the Manner of the Ancients.”’ 


Tus Palwontographical Society gave its dinner the other day. 
The caterer for the occasion was Mr. Henry Lee who selected such 
extraordinary viands that he found it needful to draw his carte up in 
Latin, in order to draw a veil over such items as “hedgehogs @ /a 
Bohémienre"’—cooked, we presume, gipsy-fashion, whole, with its 
prickles on, in a ball of clay. The translation of the names of some 
of the dishes was highly ingenious. Nuge@ testacee ventis levibus pares 
is quite a pee rendering of “ vol au vent of mussels.” @We Observe 
that “pic eels’ feet’ are conspicious for their absence, but en 
revanche we have ““wings of frogs!’’ A friend who was present found 
the following lines written in a hand resembling his own on his shirt- 
cuff the morning after the banquet. 


t variety, 

At the annual spread of the Pal:eon- 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 

And—as far as the catering (gué Lzz)—on 
The ancient style, with propriety, 

He'd modelled the feast of the Pal:eon- 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 





Frogs—hedgehogs—to feed daily on 
Perhaps might bring satiety ; 

But ’twas nice as a treat for the Palwon- 
tographical Society. 
tographical Society. 


The feast was carried gaily on, 
And we'd wine, but in sobriety, 

At the annual spread of the Palaon— 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 


Matches and Powder. 


Mr. Lowe seemed determined to “stamp out” the match-trade : 
but we thought he would meet with his match in the House, and find 
himself in the wrong box. He might have looked for his extra tax*- 
tion elsewhere—in fundholders rather than in Vestas. He declares 
that the excessive Army Estimates are the cause of the impost. Then 
surely it would be fairer that powder should pay it, rather than 
died. He took the duty off hair-powder. Let him reimpose 1t. 
Let him get his money from the heads of flunkeys rather than the 
stomachs of the poor; hair-powder is less a luxury than a folly—let 


| fashionable folly pay tax. 





MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 


duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 


Conduit-street are of the best London make. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


Mu. Sraszersr, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Ma. Srazerer, 37, 


watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. . 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
eee Ta a from £5. aa - af 
; or e dining*roo ing-room, library, 
~ — Conduit-st., Steam Works, 


| 


| 
' 


lery, machine made. [Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps | 
en ee ee nD ne ee _aee 
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BUBBLE AND SQUEAK. 


A RESPECTABLE rat 
Once met with an owl, 
(They of Wisdom style that 
The particular fowl) 
And the bird was in want of a supper; and was, consequent, 
out on the prowl. 


Then the rat he addressed— 
And he looked at him so— 
“‘ If you'd fain be possessed 
Of a fortune, you know, 
You'll make one with ease in a fortnight by joining my 
Limited Co.!’’ 
He limited Cos. 
Was supposed to promote, 
And the object of those 
He managed to float 
Was by every means to facilitate the jumping of food down 
his throat. 
So he looked at the rat, 
And the rat looked at him ; 
And he spoke of the cat 
As a tyrant 80 grim, 
You would neve: have guessed from his language they were 
both in the very same swim! 


You know bubbles, I hope, 
Are easy to start, 
If you're well-off for soap— 
Tne best ‘soft’ in the mart. 
And you're not to blame, at their bursting if the eyes of some 
people should smart. 
Now this owl you must know 
Was no end of a bird, 
At starting a Co. 
With a plausible word, / 
As I guess you'll admit pretty freely when I mention what 
further occurred. 


vel. XIII, 


FON. 
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Quoth the rat “ I've no pelf, 
To stake in the game. 
Said the owl ‘: There’s yourself— 
{ want but your name.” 
“That all!”” Yes!—just this way one moment, and we'll 
pretty quick settle that same! ”’ 


That finished it pat ! 
The crittur was weak ; 
And the tail of the rat 
If you’re anxious to seek— 
Well, you see when the bubble was busted, the last heard of 
him was a squeak. 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Lowe brings out an entirely new Budget. Twopence increase on 
Income Tax. It is magnificently simple, but it is not Finance! = 
It appears a thousand pounds’ worth of ex /uce lucellum stamps were 
ready. Immense joy of philatelists. Hint for Chancellor of the 
Exchequer :—sell them to stamp-collectors. = Opening of Interna- 
tional Exhibition. Comic procession of everybody who could borrow 
or hire a Court suit. = Ayrmron is “top-dressing’’ Kensington 
Gardens with defunct parishioners of St. Martin's. is is making 
them “upper crust’’ with a vengeance ! = Investigation into the Erie 
Company reveals that Railway nay is not an exclusively British 
produce. = Division against the Ministry which is getting shaky. 


| Should license Bruce to retire and stamp out Lowe, if it wants to 


hold office. = Fighting continues at Paris, and members of Commune 
still arrest one another—on the “set a thief, &c.”’ principle. = Miss 
BEcKER writes apropos of ‘* Women's Rights’’ that “there are women 
who shut their eyes and shriek.’? Well, there’s not much difference 
between them and her sisterhood, who keep their eyes open and 

| shriek! == More agitation about ‘Female Franchise.” olitical 

, females should take warning from the fact that when a hen begins to 
crow, the best thing to do is to wring her neck. = Torrey gets eight 
years penal servitude. Sic transit glorta—diamondi! = Lorp Pgnzance 
has been suffering from giddiness. Caught it from some giddy re- 
spondent we fear. = The London School Board maintains a masterly 
inactivity. Probably that is the only thing it is capable of doing. = 
Deputation of Charitable Relief Society has charitably relieved our 
doubts on one point. It elicited from Mr. Bruce that in stirring him 
up they were “spurring a willing horse.” It is so satisfactory to 
learn what the quadruped is from its own mouth! Mr. Brucs writes 
himself down a horse. 
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LITT LE PROPHET OUT 


oF cight 


EX LUCE LUCELLUM. 

We are happy to be enabled to place before our readers the design 
of Mx. Lowe’s much talked-of Matchbox stamp. It will be seen that 
the legend, “‘ a little prophet, out of light,’’ is a memorial of the once- 
noted Cave which he inhabited. 





Moore Fatuity. 


Ovr facetious little contemporary---of course we mean the Irish 
Young Men’s Journal—is better at making than at taking a joke, and 
feels hurt at being called a comic paper. It not very ingenuously 
distorts the passage we quoted from its columns, and retorts on us, by 
referring toa misprint. We pointed out a solecism, not to say a 
conundrum ; and we submit the error of a printer's reader is venial ; 
not so the blunder of a newspaper-writer. But as our friend has been 
entrapped into replying to the anti-Newtonian theories of Mux. 
Hamppen, and has weakly promised “ample space” for reply, it earns 
our sympathy rather than our anger. If it cannot stand a little chaff, 
what will it do, when Mx. H. pours upon it the vigorous rhetoric he 
derives from a market, whence most people are satisfied to draw their 


supply of fish ? 
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ABOUT, CAUGHT HER DEATH OF COLD—AND WHATEVER 
CUT SUCH CAPERS AS THEM, I CAN’T THINK! ”’ 





| ‘' A Feast in the Manner of the Ancients.”’ 
Tue Palwontographical Society gave its dinner the other day. 
The caterer for the occasion was Mr. Henry Lee who selected such 
extraordinary viands that he found it needful to draw his carte up in 
Latin, in order to draw a veil over such items as ‘“‘ hedgehogs @ /a 
Bohemienne”’—cooked, we presume, gipsy-fashion, whole, with its 
prickles on, in a ball of clay. 
of the dishes was highly ingenious. Nuge@ testacee ventis levibus pares 
is quite a poetical rendering of “ vol au vent of mussels."” “We observe 

_ that “pickled eels’ feet’’ are conspicious for their absence, but ev 
| revanche we have ‘wings of frogs!’’ A friend who was present found 


the following lines written in a hand resembling his own on his shirt- | 


cuff the morning after the banquet. 


Things fleshy, feathered, scaly, on 
We dined in great variety, 

At the annual spread of the Pal:eon- 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 

And—as far as the catering (gu@ Lez)—on 
The ancient style, with propriety, 

He'd modelled the feast of the Pal:eon- 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. 
Conduit-street are of the best London make. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. | 
Mu. Sragerer, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Mr. Streeter, 37, Conduit-st., Stes , 
Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 


lery, machine made. 








The translation of the names of some 
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Let him get his money from the heads of flunkeys rather than the 
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QUEEN OF THE MAY.” 


Old Lady (fresh fron a Penny Reading) :—“O DEAR, O DEAR! NO WONDER THAT POOR THING, THE YOUNG MAN WITH A LISP 
HER MOTHER COULD HAVE BEEN THINKING ABOUT TO CALL HER EARLY TO GO AND 


REAT) 








Frogs—hedgehogs—to feed daily on 
Perhaps might bring satiety ; 

But ’twas nice as a treat for the Palwon- 
tographical Society. 
tographical Society. 

The feast was carried gaily on, 
And we'd wine, but in sobriety, 

At the annual spread of the Palwon— 
tographical Society, 
tographical Society. 


Matches and Powder. 
Mr. Lowe seemed determined to “stamp out’’ the match-trace: 


fini 


| but we thought he would meet with his match in the House, and tind 
| himself in the wrong box. 
‘tion elsewhere—in fundholders rather than in Vestas. 
that the excessive Army Estimates are the cause of the impost. 


He might have looked for his extra t’x*t- 
He deciures 
Then 
surely it would be fairer that powder should pay it, rather thin 
He took the duty off hair-powder. Let him reimpose lt. 


stomachs of the poor; hair-powder is less a luxury than a folly—** 
fashionable folly pay tax. 
| MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 3/, (v2 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-m 4 
watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
| GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. — 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £1. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 
CLOCKS, for the dining-room, 
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BUBBLE AND SQUEAK. 


A RESPECTABLE rat 
Once met with an owl, 
(They of Wisdom style that 
The particular fowl) 
And the bird was in want of a supper; and was, consequent, 
out on the prowl. 


Then the rat he addressed— 
And he looked at him so— 
“Tf you'd fain be possessed 
Of a fortune, you know, 
You'll make one with ease in a fortnight by joining my 
Limited Co.!”’ 
He limited Cos. 
Was supposed to promote, 
And the object of those 
He managed to float 
Was by every means to facilitate the jumping of food down 
his throat. 


So he looked at the rat, 
And the rat looked at him ; 
And he spoke of the cat 
As a tyrant so grim, 
You would never have guessed from his language they were 
both in the very same swim! 


You know bubbles, I hope, 
Are easy to start, 
If you're well-off for soap— 
Tne best ‘soft’ in the mart. 
And you're not to blame, at their bursting if the eyes of some 
people should smart. 


Now this owl you must know 
Was no end of a bird, 
At starting a Co. 
With a plausible word, 
As I guess you'll admit pretty freely when I mention what 
further occurred. 


veL. XIII, 





To stake in the game.’ 
Said the owl * There's yourself— 
[ want but your name,”’ 
“That all'’’ Yes!—just this way one moment, and we'll 
pretty quick settle that same!” 
That finished it pat! 
The crittur was weak ; 
And the tail of the rat 
If you're anxious to seek— 
Well, you see when the bubble was busted, the last heard of 


him was a squeak. 


| OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


| Lowe brings out an entirely new Budget. Twopence increase on 
| Income Tax. It is magnificently simple, but it is not Finance! 
| It appears a thousand pounds’ worth of ex /uce lucellum stamps were 
ready. Immense joy of philatelists. Hint for Chancellor of the 
Ixchequer:—sell them to stamp-collectors. = Opening of Interna- 
tional Exhibition. Comic procession of everybody who could borrow 
-or hire a Court suit. AyRTON is “top-dressing’’ Kensington 
Gardens with defunct parishioners of St. Martin's. This is making 
them “upper crust ’’ with a vengeance ! — Investigation into the Erie 
Company reveals that Railway roguery is not an exclusively British 
produce. = Division against the Ministry which is getting shaky. 
should license Bruce to retire and stamp out Lowe, if it wants to 
hold office. Fighting continues at Paris, and members of Commune 
still arrest one another—on the “seta thief, &c.”’ principle. = Miss 
| Becker writes apropos of ‘* Women's Rights’’ that “there are women 
who shut their eyes and shrick.”” Well, there’s not much difference 
between them and her sisterhood, who keep their eyes open and 
| shriek! =- More agitation about “ Female Franchise.’’ Political 
‘ females should take warning from the fact that when a hen begins to 
crow, the best thing to do is to wring her neck. Torrey gets eight 
years penal servitude. Ste travstt glorta—diamondi! = Lorp Penzance 
has been suffering from giddiness. Caught it from some giddy re- 
spondent we fear. = The London School Board maintains a masterly 
inactivity. Probably that is the only thing it is capable of doing. 
Deputation of Charitable Relief Society has charitably relieved our 
doubts on one point. It elicited from Mr. Bruce that in stirring him 
‘up they were “spurring a willing horse.” It is so satisfactory to 
| learn what the quadruped is from its own mouth! Mr. Bruce writes 


himself down a horse. 





| 
Rn LE PROPHET OUT 
oF uch a 
EX LVGCE LYUGCELLUM. 
We are happy to be enabled to place before our readers the design 
of Mr. Lowe's much talked-of Matchbox stamp. It will be seen that 


the legend, “a little prophet, out of light,’’ is a memorial of the once- 
noted Cave which he inhabited. 








Moore Fatuity. 


Ovr facetious little contemporary—of course we mean the Irish 
Young Men's Journal—is better at making than at taking a joke, and 
feels hurt at being called a comic paper. It not very ingenuously 
distorts the passage we quoted from its columns, and retorts on us, by 
referring to a misprint. We pointed out a solecism, not to say a 
conundrum ; and we submit the error of a | eral reader is venial ; 
not so the blunder of a newspaper-writer. But as our friend has been 
entrapped into replying to the anti-Newtonian theories of Mk. 
Happen, and has weakly promised ‘‘am)le space’ for reply, it earns 
our sympathy rather than our anger. If it cannot stand a little chaff, 
what will it do, when Mx. H. pours upon it the vigorous rhetoric he 
derives from a market, whence most people are satistied to draw their 


supply of fish ? 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 10th, 1871. 


BRUCEQUE REASONING. 
Licensed Vit. Log. 


“ Get out of this! Don’t thrust in here your poking prying nose! 
Just mind what you are doing. = ri wae that you get it! 

You'll keep a public properly e party, I suppose, ; 
Who put you in ‘ public business’ first, by this ine must regret it! 


“Oh, you're the clever cabby too ! the sensible and strong one! 
Your act in driving vehicles turned-out of so much use! 
You're quite unfit for any box—unless it is a wrong one ; 
And the only screw you drive is in the Ministry—and loose! 


“ You've dabbled in a lot of things and failed in everyone of ’em, 
Your blunders and shortcomings would quite fill a mighty tome. 
And you're pleased when people call you (mever seeing it’s the fun 
of ’em 
‘Home + a ’—just because in nothing you're at home!”’ 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Spoonrvyt XIITT. 


HE Latin for tree 
is—‘‘arbor”: 
wonder what the 
Latin for family 
tree is? a bore 
perhaps, for that 
certainly is the 
plain English of 
it, when people 
expect you to sit 
under the chilling 
shade of theirs— 
or rather put you 
up it whilst they 
narrate its rum- 
myfications! We 
agree with the 
wag who said, 
“That the man 
who has nothing 
to boast of but 

. his swell ancestors 

ee is like the potato 

plant, as the only 








el i *v lbh ato’ 
ground’; and we, msereover, Zemark that we never yet came across 
the man whose Wi orficatien was much good to him, 
or who could write Bimeeclf a on bis pedigree, though we do 
think that ought notte t his to keep a small one—on 
his tongue when b to this. most. U-passé theme. 

Mr. Darwin, in his new book on the origin of man, says, ‘‘ We are 
descended from some animal, probably arboreal in its habits”: quite 
_— Sir Darwin, is more we our original arboreal 
habits nowadays, and continue to get “up a tree” as often as 
possible! 

Remember this, O dear dawdling dilettante dandy duffer, that, in 
Spares seeeaee is better fo run over yourself than to de run 
over by am omnibus, possibly full of vulgar hot and heavy people! 

Brown says, it isn’t the ladies that run any danger walking home 
alone, — — it's the gentlemen! - ” 

It is very, very sad, but, the ehief consideration of many people 
whilst listening to the sermon is simply......,.‘ Wonder if he’s 
nearly done”’ | 

W ho says bigh heels are’immoral? [| ass: ladies wear such 

heels with sely the same object that they go to church (in 
new bonnets); they wish te—to save their soles! 

Where people “ expect to go to” when defunct, appears to be quite 
@ secondary consideration ; Tie difficulty is“ where to go to” fore 





ee. . good belonging to 
— him is under- 


that unhappy event. 
How frequently are young ladies’ heads only like a filbert shell— — 
either fudl of “ the delightfal colonel,” or — ~~ empty ! 


Some beauty—we take the liberty of observing—is a great deal more | 


than — — skin deep ! 




















There is nothing in this world more certain than disappointment’ 
expect a sell and you probably won't be seld........ in getting it; so» 
though your great great grandmother is always saying “she will 
leave you well off,” though saying this is her wont, don't think too 
much of her ........ WILL, for, believe us, O extravagant 
gosling, it is SO much wiser, better, and safer, to— Leave Yourself 
Something than to be making toujours too sure of being left something 
— by somebody else!! 

Oh, rapid Goose, forget not the fable of the race between the comb- 
atose tortoise, and the fast hare; think of the petgnes the hair has felt 
ever since, pains which that which is tortus alone can give, pains 
which the “ beatae * heir alone can fully realise! and O learn from 
this sad fabulous narrative how sure slow respectability is “to comb 
it over you’’ in the long run, how certain it is 
will be trihumfunt in the hend! 





THE LAY OF THE IMPECUNIOUS. 


I'm very tall. I’m rather thin. 
I'm active, too, I ween. 
In running I could give a spin 
To any on the green. 
But where’s the use—’tis with regret 
I ask— of speed and skill, 
Since nobody I ever met 
Lets me “run up a bill ?”’ 


My manner’s nice. I’m handsome, too. 
talk uncommon well. 

And with the ladies very few 
Can beat me, I can tell! 

“T might find friends whose ready will 
Would help me past a doubt.’’ 

I've epongse upon my friends, until, 
I fear, I’ve wiped them out! 


The only friend that’s left me now 
Is one—a faithful dog. 
It’s pretty stiffish work, I vow, 
To get us both our prog. 
That dog to anyone I'd sell, 
Although my heart ’twould touch ; 
But, ah, although he carries well, 
I fear he’d not fetch much! 


Coming to the Scratch. 


Tue Englishman tells the story of a traveller to Raneegunge, who 
was awaked by the bearers dropping his palkee and flying with loud 
cries of “Bear!” Thus deserted, the gentleman temporised with 
Bruin and gave him hard boiled eggs, and when they were exhausted 
— a pistol bullet, but without effect. At last an idea struck 

im :— 

Wild animals dread fire. Seizirg a box of Bryant and May’s fuscees, the travel- 
ler struck two or three of them on the tox, end thrust them through the aperture 
into Brain's nostrils. Happy result! Bruin fied. Travciler escaped. 

Unless Mr. Lowe’s sympathies are entirely with the bear, we cannot 
see how he can read this without a twinge of conscience to think of bis 
proposed match tax. 


A Lecat Ficrion.—The New Law Courts. 
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A RUN THROUGH THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
By Our “GALLERY May,” 


« LaBor &T INGENIUM!” quoth the Catalogue, which means “ Toil 
and Trouble,’ (SuakereAre, ahem’) if we may believe, as we do, the 
late Caantes Dickens, who said that genius was only an infinite 
capacity for taking pains, ‘Tis a good workaday construe for the 
motto, for it does yeoman's service, being equally applicable to 
Academicians, Exhibiters and those energetic critics who get the 
‘Academy headache ”’—the Neura/giz Academica of the medical pro- 
fession—from their intense application to the pictures. ‘“ Aching 
voids’’ do you say? It is rude, though we will admit that on the 
special “ Press Private View,’ a good many critics did not seem to 
know how to form opinions in the absence of those professional friends, 
who are able to cast their thoughts in the proper shape for them—like 
making dumps. , 

Let us—as Dr. Jonnson did not say—take a walk, musingly, or 
amusingly, round the galleries! 

Gattery I.—No. 5. Romeo and Juliet —regulation types from the 
land of Dicxsze? No. 14. Chill October—marvellous good, Mun. 
Mruuais! The foreground proves how well you reed nature. No. 19. 
Peace—an ad captandum war picture, but meritorious. No. 22. Summer. 
Sarely Spring, Mr. THorsurn,with such lovely primroses!—if they 
be primroses, but Mrs. A. and the Misses B. are plantées la !—just 
before the canvas talking of their friends and neighbours, as such 
intellectual people always do at picture-shows. No. 47. Chrystallinus 
—an affected and not crystal-clear title to a pretty little picture. 
No. 52. Autumn Gold, and very fine gold, from the mint of “ Nature, 
Cotz, AND Co.” No. 88. Mary Queen of Scots—no, hold! This exhi- 
bition bids fair to be known to posterity as the “Queen of Scots’ 
Exhibition,” she figures so often. Welcome, Mr. G. Sant, with your 
Blackberry-Gatherers, No. 66. 

Gautery II1.—Thank you, Mr. Yeames, for your Harvey, No. 81. 
But if you would walk your chalks out of your greens, your trees 
would be so much better. No. 87. School Dismissing. Humph, re- 
calling the ol@ school, we should say; but none the worse for that, 
Siz Georce Harvey. No. 93. The New Picture. A splendid bit of 
expression in the lady’s face. We'll back her opinion against her 
husband’s. No. 99. Colder than Siow —very charming. No. 103. 
Nausicaa (how the ladies do miscall the darling!) and her Maids. The 
girls lovely after the Lestre1an wont, but the landscape not so pretty 
as usual. No. 10%. The Royal Nursery, by Mr. Srong, is good. No. 
109. Mr. Roserts On the Track—and the right track too! No. 114. 
The Death of Buckingham, very striking. No. 115. The Suppliant to 
Venus, after Mx. Poynrer’s best style. 

Gattery II[.—The strong room! No. 144. Cleopatre is fine, Mons. 
Gesome (styled H.F.A. and R.H.A. in the catalogue in different 
places), but she ts plain! Wo. 149. The Bookworm, in Mr. Marx's 
most marked style of excellemce. Then a pretty Faep, No. 150; and 
a picture such as only Hoox can paint, No. 153, The Thorn. 

Ma. Farru's Salon d’Or, No. 158, is the most popular picture of the 
show evidently. There is plenty to study in it, and it is a marked 
ae on some recent works. = 

hen come living Salmon Trappers, N». 163, by Hoox, and a weird 
Tenore, No. 164, by Extmoreg. and one of Mr. Catperon’s pleasing 








| bits of state ceremony—On Her Way to the Throne, No. 167. Ma. 


Perriz’s petty trader and discriminating girls in The Pedlar, No. 179, 
are fine studies. No. 191, Mk. Miuvats's long-expected Moses. No. 
195. Wooden Walls—good, Mr. Jounson! So is No. 196, Mr. 
Orcuarpson. And we like both your Beauty and your Beast, No. 202, 
Ma. Prinszp. 

Me. Tapema’s Roman Emperor, No. 210, is une of the pictures that 
one brings away in one’s memory, as in a less degree one does Mr. 
Leteuton’s Hercules and Death, No. 215. Mr. Cooke's Coast-dit, No. 
224; M. Perravutt's Cache-Cache, No. 229 (strong in flesh-painting) ; 
and Mr. Poynrea’s remarkable Feeding the Ibis, No. 238, wind up the 


In Gattery IV. we are glad to meet Ma. T. Lanpsesr, in No. 244, 
though the meeting reminds us of Sir Epwi's absence. In No. 264, 
urn after Labour, Ma. Mark Antuony proves himself a seizer of 
natural effects. No. 270, So like his Daddy, is pleasant: and No. 276, 
Captain Bobadil, is extremly clever. We shall hear more of Mk. A. C. 
Gow. Mar. Wanson’s Saved, No. 281, is vigorous, and Ma. Bamwe.v’s 
Norwich, No. 293, is telling. Mx. Braxer Foster transfers his 
familiar water-colour touch to canvas in No. 298, Lhe Thames at Bton. 
Ws-@e'like Miz. Pootr's Imogen, No. 312; bat we don’t care about 
Me. Mirevas’ Somnambutist, No. 313. Mr. J. Dawsr's After the Gale, 
and eo is Ma. Dawsons Draké’s Island, No. 326, 
Wery charming is Ma. Ssnt’s diploma work, The Schoolmaster’s 
Daughter, No. 331. 
Gatusry V. we note No. 340, Memories, by Mr. Rossirsr, 
No. 345, Evening, by Mr. Hatt, and a very true Rainy Day, No. 348, 
by Mr. P. Grauam. No. 359, Contadine, by Ma. Hatswette—like The 
Goose Girl, No. 361, proves that a good wood-dranghtsman has, as a 
rule, a sound knowledge of colour. 


FUN. } 3 — — — 








Poor Mianot's Chimborazo, No. 368, awakens regret for the loss of 
a characteristic painter. No. 378, Mr. Wruute's Bel/erophon, No. 399, 
by Mr. Duncan, and Mr. Haysse's spirited Sca-doro’, No. 359, all set 
one longing for the sea they almost make one smell. Mr. A. GrLpent’s 
Moonlight, No. 388. is like its ancestors,and Mr. McWuirrer’s No. 404 
is quaint im conception ; but considering the number of models sbout, 
he fails curiously in the drawing of the donkey. Mr. Nicoiu's Fisher's 
Knot, No. 425, Mr. Smytie’s Pillow, No. 421, and Mr. Roperrs’ 
comic lover in No. 428, bring us to the end of this room. 

Gattery VI. is rich in the possession of Mx. Hemy's Limehouse, 
No. 435, M. Mgspaa’s Fisher Fleet, No, 450, and Mr. Orcuarnson’s 
Venetian Canal, No. 462. Here, too, we find Mx. SAnpys’s marvel- 
lous portrait, No. 468, in which, however, the form of the frame 
seems to suggest that the very life-like snbject is trying to squeeze out 
of it. Mr. SMAturretp’s Old Apple Room, No. 466, Mr. Lewis's 
Stream, No. 473, Mr. Watton’s Evening, No. 480, and Mr. Cone’s 
April Skies, No. 496, increase the attractions of the room, in which 
we find also Mr. Bovcuton’s exquisite Chapter from Pamela, No. 490, 
Mr. Pettie’s Roses, No. 501, Ma. Kitpurne’s Cyril, No. 502, and last, 
but by no means least (but rather the reverse), No. 500, By the Thames 
—the work of Mr. Barctay, an artist whose name is new to us, but 
will, we think, soon be familiar enough. 

The gem of Gattgery VII. is, undoubtedly, Mr. Barr's mar- 
vellous British Channel, No. 522. Mr. A. Moons appears here with 
his peculiar key of colour in Sea Gulls, No. 520. Mer. Ricamonn’s 
Bow!- Players, No. 523. is vigorous, Ma. Barciay's Riverside, No. 536, 
is very poetical, and Mr. Leiauton’s Girls Piching up Pebbies, No. 567, 
look as if they were made of honey and white wax. Mr. Pxinsep is 
strong in Odin, No. 566, and Mr. Smati gives us a pleasant bit of 
pastoral truth in the Draw-well, No 579. Our waning space warns 
us that of other telling works we may only give a special commenda- 
tion here to No. 598, Tne Steps of Ana Capri. 

GALLERY X. contains Mr. A. Hucues’s best work, No. 1025, 
Evening, an exquisite head, Yes or No? No. 1055, by Mruiats, 
Mr. D. T. Wurre’s exceptionally clever Rehearsal, No. 1079, Mr. 
Tourrier’s Gold, No. 1,096, and Mr. Warson's Black to Move, No. 
1074. Then we hurry to the Lecture Room, for there is one of the 
cleverest pictures in the Exhibition—Mar. Rivienr’s Circe, No. 1156, 


The figure of the enchantress is beautiful, but the faces of the pigs 


into which she has changed Ucyssss’ friends are wonderful! Without 
losing—possibly because they retain—the hoggish expression, they 
remind one so forcibly of the naughty old boys who pester barmaids 
and wandering dressmakers. Mr. Orncuarpson, Mr. Letcnron, Mar: 
E.more, Ma. Oarttorop, Mr. Carrick, Ma. Leapsr, and Mr. H. 
Moors are all well represented here, and Mr. Wacxer exhibits his 
peculiar At the Bar, No. 1168, and M. Geromp his grand 4 Vendre, 
No. 1150. 

Ia the water-colour rooms—where the absence of a water-colour 
painter on the hanging committee is regrettably obvious—we note 
Mr. Firpes’ Empty Chair, Mra. Dorie's Haunted Park, Me. Vacuen’s 
Campagna, and Mr. Hemy’s Vending Nets ; but there are two pictures 
by Mr. Gurpon Dauzten, Eventide and An Old House, which we prefer 
to any of them. Mr. Bricut's Battle of the Frogs and Mice ia clever 
in conception, but the mice are, if possible, less like mice than the 
frogs are like frogs. 

Among the crayons are two fine drawings by Sanpys. The etchings 
and engravings are good, and the architecture and miniatures 

lentiful. The sculpture seems to be picking up since its promotion 

om the cellars in Trafalgar-square. Altogether the Exhibition is 
one of high excellence. It is gratifying to note that the Academicians 
have given ample space for outside merit, and that outside merit has 
met the concession with plenty of good pictures. 


Oh Law! 


Mr. Joseru De Coster, who has just pissed through his annual 21 
days’ training with the “ Royal Whitechapel Fencibles,’’ had his head 
so turned with the luxuries of barrack life, that on his return home he 
quite “‘turned up his nose” at his native al/ey. A vigilant constable 


| recently promoted to the East-end for accepting bribes, and for other 


misconduct in the C division, immediately detected this scandalous 
proceeding, and without a moment’s hesitation, “ ran” the offender 
“in” for Contempt of Court. 





Hoist with his own Petard. 


Onz argument in favour of Mx. Lowr’s match-taxing policy—fewer 
fires—is absurd on the face of it. Stamps on matches are frequent 
sources of conflagrations, as every Fire Insurance Otlice knows to its 


When is a man who chooses a college at Oxford for his son like an 
illustrated paper? When he’s picked Uriel. 





~—-— —— —— 


Eee eee 








199 FUN. (May 13 Is71. | | 


\ iat . \ y 4 - 
Qa . . a = ™ 
. CAS (-~LXS a\\a| 
Na 4 % a) 
ae Na, aN . - Pr , ! 
a oe . RSS 4 ot) ‘ 4 ‘ : a j 
«4 o ; fi Y | 
RSS) 5 = |. —— ~ im i] 
a _ XN * 
e 4 . ~~ a AY 
x a. } : = 
x 5 
Cy 
= 


PVT MTPR VT ek 


| 
hl hall 


MTT TU Aire WRT EAS 


PAA MATT RATHI 
hi nT Ve 


—s 
a Se 
™ eee 


PX 07 AY 
RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY—No. I. 


(For Numbers see Royal Academy Catalogue.) 














a pee -—— _— ee 


HUN .—Mar 13, 187 


— CF Cr - 


ee ee Me a ee eee 
ay ed a 
be ne tau A LM ff 


— = - et Ae 
P : oe A ef a vgs i" a P . ay Ie | 
ut? > F Ce 4 bee - ee = me “- #7 /g 
ae > . ’ . . r = , 
A eae . 


Ubroec eevee ep acare sadist eeawe WH OCCT ie aman ation need in VY i a; 








BRUCEQUE REASONING 


GIVING A LICENSE AND TAKING A LIBERTY. 


TR gr om 


. - : 
\ . , 
| 2 . . ‘ 
~ . _ « *; ~~ 
. ; ‘ 
O° pow r i c= ; FF i 
© 2 y . 
- ‘ : - us 
- 
2 | ; - - ' r 
-- . “< ’ - 
- oa ' és bs - \ P , , ‘ 
—— ; shes : : . ‘ : ii z 4 , \ ‘ ‘ 
“~~ e ' " “ ’ , ’ 
. sy : - . - , ; 
——— it 4 . < ~ ' . , 
4. ad 7 . x \ \ ' ; 
- . ‘ 
q ’ 7 i ' i 
— ’ ‘ . \ . 
a , i 
' 4 : : So > - b i . 
; 4 4 % 
i . 
i | | ‘ - 
y K ‘i 
) 4 ee <i pare o j - \ ‘ 
} . : , B +", 4 . \ - 
J ian) . - J ‘ i 
Srd P , id : " . ‘ 
, 4 a ad o cr Tre - | 
¢ a errs f Tae . ' 
~ s f : , \ \ . ) oo ’ 
4 PPE G4 - ae eS ” *\ : (ar 4 : 
Y > i ‘ a . a . yi errr oh | 
a \ 
% . $e. ~ " se \ net x 
. A NI \ , + 
adel / - 4 , a a aS es \ - 0 
.) A ’ . - . Z " \ \ be y 
. 4 | a = ‘ .\ a , 
/ Py an “ ; a] Pa / \ “ se . 
, > rs : — = P i " 
r ~ om a > ~ = = A! 
P ? . . . \ " > A “ 
a , y , 
| * ‘ P . 
J > r / A - . 8 lll = \ \\ 
5 er - ‘ . = é - ' 
i, o P s ¢ Pa a a - \ A 
J . ‘ - . - 
} A ! A ~S el or ae . pa . . ‘ 4 \ . , r* be . \ | 
J ( P Ske : A , - . . bs 
| 4 M C S A Nt a , , , ; wy te = ‘ ba \ 
. < ~~ a. P " > a ‘ ’ ° i eke 
j ¥ 4 : ” > \ ae ‘ wee 
; . 
~~ A - ‘ ¢ 4 = ‘ . righ “ i “ he des ath 
_ Cd ‘ ™ . . S : 
fs ‘ f 7 7a r . S ne j 
’ rs P P 4 Ld < he : “ 4 ’ 
‘A 4 P a fee A cs , ‘ 4 s/f —s Pa 
Ah ‘ § ! P — "a * - 7 ; . . “ \ , a) 
i sap E - 7 - \ J : — == , Me 
- ie —_ 
a ‘ - P — =. = / a 
oP % 7 : 4 <e - / * 
3 f = - a i . 
z e 
- ° “ —~ r r 4 Ai ij i 
r / 
4 . , P 4, J . 
f y f rh. eo (] // j , / . y 
a Se . ‘\ ta P // / / 
we ° _ - / ) : 4 y 
' : /f / / \ f / 
j y E ™~ J y ij ; i 
j Pa y i Zs rl V/A 4 Si 7 
at J aT : - a . / Jf f/f / / 
. r jf - ‘ . R / A ; ‘ / / 
, : / ‘ ¢ /, / y, n / J ", 
, / y / , Za 
ry “y/ 5 ~ i ‘ f fh , / / f/f a,” ’ 
j y - ‘ fi J 2 
; — = S l / . (te : 
m ~ o _ ee / , > 
- i /, j ~ — he 7 ve, Pe * hy 
D , ~ ; f / “A. 
aA * ; ah } he / Y 4 j A . c A y e%e ; 
dia te ~ oe ea ‘ ? i, / Vi (/ i : 
, - gi “ / / ff) j / 
s x ~ - -—* r “ / ‘ Vi oe 
m bs . a s . ~ y / Uy / - = ( 
, / { “ * . . _ yy f = Uj 
re —_ - ” . / I ( 4 ‘ } 
/ \ 3 ~ : * - j ‘ . / / 
cS * i \ we = = J J w / Y 
le “ _ % - { Ss ha (j Vf it 
= o ’ ) . B Y 
) 7 
, / 
, : r nc \ 4 if / t . F \ 
r ny 4 ‘ ~~ = f y / | 
% b¢ a } (4 y y y fi OL fh - } 
, ~ " ‘ 4 y re 4 
= S ) . , / . 
— \> x 
. (a | we , sf ’ a / y 4 / f i* 4 A ” \ 
- a — - _ ia ’ fj . P 
, y y , So . i y ] y PD ,* 
y \ os a+ , j ‘ r 
| \ > y 4 ~ ' | 
f > . > - * 4 / \\N f y eA Y d ‘ / , ° 
8 y F i j a SP , . 
\ . = / S ta) ai . p 
~ —- y / y iy /, o 
: ‘ 4 - 4 U y p | 
= Z , ! 4 ” Me . Tes Ss 4 ‘ ‘7 | 
‘ a - / \ / , ~ ; ( c f P ie e | 
= f “2 ry / * ed] 7 y : 
. f 4 ? 7 . ; 
; ; \ 4 Md Os i 
‘ i / y “ F. / P af Age j | 
, . , / ‘ 4 / y * j “x fet ets 
, MY j e , p lh PENT SE. r 
7 j S P F , Be 
4 / GLA , an Vas ‘ ) 
A 1 | Sa f ql f / Y J y y ‘ “s \ \ 
, ; a / " Te 4 : Pir ‘ 
- a ; ~ f r D pd FP. ‘ 
a. Z Vi . ra P ye * \ 
~~ ye - “4 ’ f ye A } \ i 
” — =? F . fff). / - At A v . 
~ . aa -_- : i 3 
. ; . wae -* - Pal 
| ij > o - - ary - ' 
. i j | <A > VF | } 7 ¥ . ; ee safe 
\ - D P } SF “ . me 
. a \ ) / ; Ps = ‘ ar 
1 | | } - _ . eee * 
7 ’ } a 64 
i 'f _ : | . 4 i} ! ’ } 3 or 
AY | - ' ‘ . " ue = 
} j | ' | ; , 6 ‘s ' “> 4 
4 
] : } | | / <> , 
; i ; Aa _-_ = —. ee 
} } | } ' a a - “ ~<a" 
' A | \ ' ' 4 y ! 7 | rae " l et. oo we ee a - son at 
, +" , VT / / y ' | *y 
} f 1/ f , - , ’ J ; seat 
} ’ | ' ys 4 , . 5 y , ras age 
‘ J ¢ Sa 
: r F 2 ‘ - ’ ae patna ; 
- - Z 3 
! Pe amen / eenieenee 4a 4 Le > f om . J 4 , < = 2 
- , Ye - AY Za 
i it 4 Os J ; ' ' , ‘ ¥ 
y , ; - , , a i Y - LLLP LB ALLA LO OE y = ' 
> ‘ oa ae “> , 
/ - yn I rll a ll hte Pr 
. - 0, , / Q 7 - ee ee te ee = - 
. J ar . 
: "ea, ‘4 4 fA . J" A - 
) ‘ i ’ 4 / 4 - 4 ‘ 
i ry j ‘J j 7 4 ~ ff - 
’ M = ties bs “39 eae, -* a * ye le ies - 
4 {2 et tte eed, hea tear 7 is a ae thaws: -- 7 ' 
rhs o a oe s 4 s s ne 
‘ ee, ad *cm-me -o ar) a 4 +? A c oa -_ - . vie v3 
——— \ _- ~ a = = ae . = 
- _ " anne ae : . . : 7 — a 
| a es ' z - = - , ~ “ ¥ 4 (f s* » - - 
’ ; - ‘ P 
. = - = ot \ , - = y Oe 2 Bo :, fois * 7 
uu — - Eee a 
i = , Z ae) \- _———— = 2 — = ee y, . s : . Z 2 r ’ “A , Ao, . ; 
} oe eee <" ~~ ys - ~ ss _ - ~ — = “is == = 
* , , FEE lage Re ir ; = —————— — : \ : ara = ie s p ; : - 
< EC : nh " a a ’ 2 c a pe 
Xs , = —————— aor m Mi , 
es . ON; 4 —_ ; : > 
= ; - . . ~ ; , - y 
: pe P aad a = 5 “ ee - - " 
r . > 
: r he ; 
— > » = ~ “~ ! a “1 s y , Sy - ’ 
=—=— / 8 _ ~% } _ ; — { , raat ~ s és F- 
= — , " BOING a ey = pe Dox p - ys - _ Pan . a ae > A 
| —— f © OS + hi “a ’ — ‘ 4 — 8 Md) 
| 3 j / x o “ a 4 = pt ep FA 
/ , A "’ ' » oY z w Fs 
- y - ; ~ ae at a . % : Ze, va ao 
| Py ye : ’ Z . . ~ el eee Ley 
2 - ji ane ~~ ~Z s > = Oo " " : a y Pp 
5 , = - — in , s ’ 4 a. ae we 2 ane we A 
<= uu = - on a Cl ‘ 4 Ls Sd ~ s - tA 
| . = y > p - “ ’ 4 ‘ y me . ra , eae ee 2 eee ee 
7e- 4 > = - - - ' - 7 = “ P s 
| ao = , j ewe - = ~ a . = g é - . - y 
7 d = = Z - | , 
i s 5 Pie 5 rn 4 —— , ot . 
- . j mY y : ; LR 
a i > 2 yl 
| — 
me. , 
| 


OR, 


furiated Publican :—‘‘ GET O 


In 
DRIVE A CAB 


UT 0’ THIS! YoU TALK ABOUT MANAGING A BUSINESS—WHY YE CANT EVEN 


7? 














May 13, 1871.) 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 218. | 


Oncg more from earth the blossoms start— 
“The budding elms’’ their leaflets show, 
As sang—alas, how long ago !— 

Our THACKERAY. 
And, lo, our yearly show of Art 
How many crowd and press to view— 
The public and the painters, too,— 

This First of May. 


1. If you’re anxious to ask 
The name of the flask, 
You'll be told, for your toil, 
That ’tis meant to hold oil. 


2. A dignitary tall and stark 
Bears this about in Joan of Are: 
And yet—so some folks say, and swear it !— 
He certainly ought not to bear it. 


3. When sleeve and slash bright knots of ribbon tied, 
A tag like this was on each end descried. 


4. A club that erst selected for its seat 
The Thatched House Tavern, in St. James’s-street ; 
Its members laboured to promote the Arts, 
And journeyed into Greece and distant parts. 


5. A chestnut tree by chance let fall 
Its ripened fruit, in the prickly ball 
The architect, at whose feet it dropt, 
Nature’s design was not slow to adopt. 


A ett tt ttt 


6. He bore upon his battered shield, 
Which he would ne’er abandon, 
Three birds upon a sable field, 
Who'd not a leg to stand on. 


7. When my little doggie sees | 
My departure, if you please, | 
It will utter lots of these. 
SouvuTion or Acrostic No. 216.—Exhibition, Seventy- 
one: Excess, Xantippe, Villach (reversed), Iodine, 
Baboon, Iconclast, Tapestry, Indigo, Ortolan, Niche. 
Correct SoLuTIONS oF Acrostic No. 216, RECFIVED May 3rd.— 
Snap ; Fie; Witch; Smug; Pipehop; Slodgerand Tiney; Timothy | 
and Co; Dalziel Cottage; Ruby’s Ghost; Suffolk Dumpling. 


Eh P | 
Why is a hayrick like the first of May? Because it | 
is May day—tnat is, made hay. | 








SPORTING NOTES. 


_ Str,—I shall not blow my own trumpet, but think you ought to 
insert the enclosed two letters, which are culled from three clothes- 





basketfulls of the same kind received this morning. , Sesheneiiite daw toon) 
UGSPUR. . 
HAY-WARD.—Our hayward is, we regret to say, unfavourable. 
‘“‘ Belgravia K. D.—Clever but profane. 
— LucirgeR.—We believe there are matches in America styled Lowe-co 
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KNOWLEDGE IS POWER. 


Grandma to Grandpa :—“‘ HavB YoU HEARD THAT STRANGE STORY ABOUT 
Miss SimpKIns’s ELOPEMENT.” 

Little Precocious :— Ou, I KNOW ALL ABOUT THAT ’’— 

Grandma :—“Inpezp! I sHovuLD LIKE TO KNOW WHAT IT I8 THAT YOU 


don’t KNow.”’ 
Little P. :—“ Writ, THEN J'LL TELL rou—I pon’T KNOW MY LESSONS 
, 


FOR TOMORROW!”’ 


—— 


Aushers to Correspondents, 





“Tue Doxe or H—— presents compts. to Mr. Avespur, and begs Folk-co. We are not sure about the orthography. 


to present him with a little present from his winnings on Two Thou- | 
sand Guineas and Chester Cup, viz., £1,000. I am very sorry 


fend more as I did ought to, but my losses has been great through poor as can be. 


taking the advice of false profits. The Dvxg, taking your tip, backed 
Mortemer to win and 1, 2, and I am, sir, your very obedient 
command “Duke or H—. 


” Avesrur, Esa.” 





to | by being sent per postal card. 
; A.B 


| state the fact in. 


NEGATIVE (Wandsworth).—Your joke has the nega‘ive virtue of being 


6 cribbed. 
London. | J B.—The changes have been rung often enough already on Poe's 


“Sir,—I have for a long time followed your system with great | « Ce 


1 Bothwell to win and Mortemer, 1, 2; to say nothing about | stamped ! 
laying against the competitional hippics you have not mentioned.| Wf (Kansas).— We will look out for bim! 


ae ee and benefit, and won lucrative emolumental winnings by | P. (Hyde Park-street).—No, thanks. Your letter was insufficiently 


Your Chester Cup tip in not slighting the crushingly imposted but; Zamwpa —The matter is in the hands of the detective police. 
Comus; Flibbertigibbet ; 


Tood'es; W. J. S., Sheffield; W. W. C.; Croix; R. L., Poplar; Miss —, 


ne Mortemer has made you famous. Youareat libertyto publish | Declined with thanks:—Le M., Jarrow; 


testimonial with my address. 


your tippical success. 


One man may steal a horse — another may not look over the hedge. | 
The costermonger is called upon to pay duty for his humble pony, | 


—— 


while the pigeon-fancier with his Barbs escapes cot free. 





(Signed) “‘ JOHN JONES.” 


“P.S. I enclose banknote for £100 as a grateful remuneration for | Camberwell; H. F., North Kensington; P., Ferryside; E. H. 
One of the Procession; H. A., Hexham S&., Cert = hes 
L. I. C.; Lionel; W. A. D.; 
Erin; W. D., Battersea; G. R. P., Dalston ; J. S., Carlisle; Toby; Quiz ; 
R., Colchester; —, Ardrishaig; One Interested; E S., Oxford-street ; 


B. Z.; Motter of Six; T. S. M., Glasgew; Sir E. C.; Dan; R. J. K 
Great St. Helen’s; Bootiflinis; W. H. B.; 


A. F , Westminster-road ; H. F., Liverpool ; M. M., Kingsland-road. 





| We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


,, | W.F. B.—If, as you say, the Chancellor of the Exchequer to benefit the 
I can’t | rich would rob the poor, your lines would have suffered, for they are as 


Dipo.—We cannot accept contribu'ions that have been already published 


C.—If you are “ Thirty-five’’ you needn't take as many stanzas to 


Rickmansworth; C. McN., Kennington; W. T. G., Old Kent-road; 
- Wm P.:; 


| 
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FUN. 
THE INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION. 
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*“ From information be rece‘ves”’ from the police, the visitor 
gets slightly fogged. 


The programme is on £0 extensive a scale 


Swells even in gorgeons uniforms have to rush ( 
as to be of little use as a guile. 


about like mai. 


Sky 


This is the procession uf Worshipful Mayors and other distingui-hed Uglinesses. 
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This is the “‘ ugly rush ” for refreshments, | 


This is the Mayor, who made himself singular by coming down This is our musical critic vainly trying to hear 
on his corperation. , owing to the limited space for dining-rooms. 


the music in the Albert 


Alhambra into a theatre, there will be no failure as regards the 


Tue authorities who organised the oeing ceremony at the Inter- 
be i arrangement of its spectacles and ballets. 


national Exhibition are to on their success, which 








was due to their apparent determination to make the procession rather 
amusing than dignified. Wedo not remember having seen any May 
Day —_- that was received with heartier laughter. It is true 
we m Jack-in-the-Green ; but then we were more than compen- 
sated < bapery w in which details strictly belonging to the Ffth of 
November had becn into the service of the First of May. 
The idea of inviting the various mayors and corporations of the United 
i to be present in their robes was a stroke of genius on the 
of Mx. Cours; and is a reassuring proof that, when the Albert 
takes the place, now left vacant by the conversion of the 





It would be almost impossible to give a detailed list of what interests 
were ted in the ession ; it would be far easier to say what 
was not included, besides the mayors and the companies. The cos- 
tumes ranged between the rich and the ridiculous, and were wonderful 
in their variety, every one apparently being anxious to avoid the 
ordinary garb of the civilian, and assume some official robes. Here 
you might see a peaceful author striving to look martial in a volunteer 
uniform—there a critic in a Court suit, belonging apparently to his 
big brother—in another place a civic dignitary vainly endeavouring t0 


conceal from himself an impression that his head-dress was very like 4 | 
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red velvet nightcap, surmounted by an old-fashioned silver decanter- 
stand. The sensation created by the bearers of the sword and mace of 
the City of London was even more hilarious than it is when they are 
seen gazing out of the windows of the state carriage on Lord Mayor's 
day. The only improvement that could have been suggested in the 

ageant was that the gentleman who carried the banners should have 
Pad a few lessons— at Drury Lane, say,—in order to acquire the art of 
keeping the devices on those banners turned to the audience instead of 
towards the wall. 

The Exhibition itself is interesting, being rich in antique treasures 
as well as in the products of modern arts and manufactures. The col- 
lection of pictures is excellent, and we are glad to be able for once to 
say that the English school holds its own with the foreign schools. 
At the same time it must be remembered that most of the pictures are 
old friends. The galleries, if a little narrow, are perfect as far as 
light is concerned, and might be studied with advantage as models for 
Burlington House. 

Of the concert which followed the opening we can say but little, 
having been unable to find the seats allotted us, or any official who 
could direct us to them. The police were numerous but as they very 
truthfully observed in answer to inquiries “ we're quite stran in 
the neighbourhood ;” and the gentlemen who wore official labels in 
their button-holes did not appear better informed, though as a rule 
they concealed their ignorance behind a genteel veil of incivility. 

We heard however enough of Mr. Sutirvan’s cantata (which seemed 
to us rather full of reminiscences of the works of himself and other 
great men) to learn that the Albert Hall Echo has been abolished 
apparently, at the cost of some of the audibleness of the music. At 
any rate Mapame Lemmens-SuHERRINGTON’s words were not to be 
heard where we were ; and when her voice and phrasing fail, there 
must be grave acoustic defects in the building. 

A greatinconvenience was experienced on the opening day owing 
to the very limited space allotted for luncheon and dining rooms, 
which. not. even the experience and energy of Messrs. Spiers AND 
Ponp could contrive to make meet the requirements of the public. lf 
the Exhibition is to be as largely frequented as its promoters hope this 
drawback will have to be removed. 






















After vo for a few weeks. our hero arrived at the Baron’s 
house, and as he dashed (all armed as: he was) up the steps, and rang 
the area bell, his proud steed cur rand demivolting the while, 
he presented as fine a specimen of the geval knight as has ever been 
given at Astley’s or the Agricultural Hall. 

By ths time the porter had hurried on histartan trews, adjusted his 
philibeg, and armed himself with a huge snuff-mull, the guard had 
turned out, light dragoons occupying the drawbridge and arquebusiers 
ranging themselves in open order. Flags were waved, culverins fired, 
the patent Whitworth tapped the largest butt on the premises, and 
Count Caparig marched in with all the honours of war. 

Seated at a magnificent cold collation spread in a back parlour the 
Baron and his only daughter, a resplendent maiden of some thirty-five 
summers, awaited the advent of the guest of the evening. His 
eee footfall echoed through the arching halls, but his step 

altered and his brain reeled as the resplendent orbs of the damsel 
encountered his gaze. She was also much affected. ‘‘ Dear little duck,’’ 
murmured both simultaneously. ”Tis enough for the poor historian to 
state that they loved rapturously. But more of this anon. 


It. 


“And so, sirrah,” said the Baron, as he strode furiously about the 
battlements, kicking the sixty-eight pound shot before him like so 
many alley-taws—“ and so, sirrah, you have dared to love my d : 
Zounds and the devil, sir, how dare you!” And tke irascible n 
howled with rage. 

But we have anticipated, and must explain. When Hocwansetrser 
saw the glance of mutual admiration which passed between his daugh- 
ter JANE and young Epmunp—(those were their names, fair ladies an 
gentle knights)—an electric thrill ran through his frame, and his nose 
quivered with rage. Forgetting the rites of hospitality he called forth 
his chosen band of Bohemians (who had sworn never to use soap or 
wear clean linen, and who lived in the basement on dirty short pipes 
and beerdregs) and ordered them to prepare E»munp for instant 
execution. ‘Yearing off his hauberk they loaded him with chains, 
every link of which weighed a ton; but his proud spirit quailed not, 
and he marehed to the dungeon keep as though he were going to 
dinner instead of todeath. On their road the Bonemian leader offered 
to release him if he would become one of them, but Epmunp spurned 
| the offer, urging that he preferred death to the abjuration of cold 
water and rough towels. And this brings us back te ourstory. 

‘“« Zounds and the devil. sir, how dare you!”’ 

But Epmvunp only smiled a smile of scorn, and folding his arms, 


ANGELINA TO EDGARDO. 


Derm not my heart is dead to thy dear voice, 
If its low accents do not win from me, 
An answer prompt, beloved of my choice, 
For that could never be! “Minion types of a tyrant’s power, do your worst. Oh, for my 
good broadsword Scabbardless, and for one half-hour on the back of 
my benny Rosinephalus! But alas! I shall never see them more!” 
and as he spoke two extremely briny tears coursed down his manly 
whiskers. Shaking them off, however, he strode proudly to the 
block [this has not been mentioned before, but it don’t matter], and to 
the masked executioner’s prayer for forgiveness. responded audibly 
and kindly. 
Suddenly a change came over the appearance of the Baron. He 


Yes, in your eyes I read what you would say, 

My heart interprets every sentence dear, 
Although your whisper does not find its way 

Tnto my willing ear. 
Alas, what little things can us debar 

From blissful sounds whereon our hearts are set. 
It was the parlour window left ajar 

‘That gave me ear-ache, pet! 


So I can neither hear nor understand, 
Your tender:speeches with affection full : 
For. both my ears, by Da. Brown's command, 
Are stuffed with cotton wool ! 


risoner said, “‘ But stay! Have we not met before? Usen't you to 
veal at my shop for butter? Didn't I once sell you three cracked eggs 
fora penny? I thoughtso. And tothink I should have been about 
to put.an end to your dear life! What brought you here?” 

As #00n as his chains were struck off the young man informed bhi 
host. that. he had come to solicit the aes washing, as his father wa, 
out of work. This being agreeably settled, the collation was done ample 
justice to by all, and then Epmunp led Jane through the mazy dance 
while the old man blew his backer, as he himself expressed it. 

Need we continue? Gentle reader, we think not. Let us hope that 
such happiness will attend on all true lovers as followed the fortunes 
of Janz and Epmunp. 





EDMUND AND JANE; OR, THE BOLY BOHEMIANS 
A Mepievar Romayce. 
L 


_ , “Twas a remarkably romantic morning’in the middle of the four- 
teenth century, when careering on his gqod battle steed Kosinephalus, 
oung Counr Caparie spanned the distance which separated his 
ather’s moated grange from the eligibfe family mansion of the Baron 

Hocuansziser. The tract of land ofer which the young soldier was 

travelling presented obstacles insurmduntable to the ordinary horseman 

ap the phape of: rocky mountains, impenetrable foresta, labyrinthine 

im ble lakes, dens of robbers, enchanted caves, and wild 
1 including heraldic griffins;and Northumbrian lions. Not- 

withstanding all these the Count, as| we have before observed, pursued 

his way, blithely carolling in a manner which made the earl ne 

brooks: silent with envy, and causell the smiling dairymaids to f 

‘wnconsciously in love with the handenme stranger. 

To vary the monotony of the perfcrmance, Cararre would ever and 
anon wave his ‘famous sword Rcébbantboes round his head and defy the 
demons of the dell to-a turn at the celebrated double-robbers cut (slow 

‘Musi¢) or the faster.and more furious two under and ditto over. But 

_ the fame of his prowess had penetrated even to the —_ of the 
Harsh Mountains, and as the sound of his rhythmical challenge woke 

Uf, Be echoes of the fairy groves listencre instinctively huddled under 

. bedclothes and soothed themselves again to sweet repose. 

se 









‘Not in the Leased ! 


Fovr men” says the philosophic Chispa of Provzsson Lonorsiiow, 
“can make but little vt of pons. p !” He might have gone farther, 
and said that three writers don’t harmonise grammar in a joint pro- 
duction, and that three managers can't draw up one special notice. 

PECIAL NOTICE.—The Sale of this Theatre having been extensively circulated, 

and in such a manner as to induce many people to imegme the present Lessees 
are not continuing the management, Mesars. -—, —--, and ——- are therefore de- 
sirous of informing the pubiic that they HAVE A LEASE, with which they have 
no intention of parting and that the sale of the property they rent does mot in the 
slightest degree affect them.— 

We have heard ofa round robbin’— but not of acirculating sale,—except 
in connection with a windmill. But the construction is altogether so 
elegant, that we are lost in conjecture as to how far the presentation 
of a copy of the chief work of the late L. Muanay (N.B. not Lasou 
Mvurrarx) would affect gentlemen, who are unmoved by the sale uf the 


property they rent. 
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snorted spasmodically three times, and then rushing across to the young » 
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Henpeck :—“ My vove, I'm warry To mvrorm you I’vg msuRED my LIFE!” 
Mrs. H. :—“Txax You OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF SUCH A SELFISH ACTION. INSURE YOUR 0WM LIF”, INDEED !—IT DOESN'T MATTER 


Aanour mine, I surposs!”’ 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


MAY. 

Tue Cornhill contains, beside an am instalment of “ Lord 
ae ” and three eventful chapters of “Harry Richmond,” a 
on “ Life in Mars” and an ably-written record of a 


Paris Am Altogether it is a good number. 
is eminently readable this month. Mr. Sawyze contri- 
butes a poem, and Mr. Sara, Mr. Tuornsvry, and Mr. 


discourse pleasantly of New York, Old London, and 
Paris; while Miss Brappown dashes in the shadows with a ghost story. 
The illustrations are much the same as usual. 

In London Society, the interest centres in the pictures of Disrazii — 
temp. Vivian Grey and temp. Lothair, the latter excellent as a likeness. 
Mr. Prancué continues pean Een, and Mx. Yarzs to fldner 
agreeably. The verse of the number 

mee Der Bae 6 Gevendhiy seatabie ent of “ Ought we to 
er, he other 


Te 
Visit ” and a severe essay on “Pauper Peers.”’ 
contents are up to the standard of the magazine. 

‘s we note with regret that “Ralph the Heir” seems 
drawing near its close. There is an exquisite paper on HawrHorwe by 
Marruew Baownr, full of thought and philosophy; and Mas. Hory 


ives @ -p of Paris at various epochs, concluding with 
a ey) nar the Reds. GaPNS 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. 
leading from Bond-street, W. 
nduit-street are of the best London make. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £6. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
BIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


(Limited),37, Con- 


made. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. 


Ma. Srazerze, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Ma. Sr 
machine Tlhustrated Ca 


Once a Week continues to improve; the greater variety of matter 
introduced by the reduction of the number of serial stories being a 


decided advantage. 
Tinskys’ is much the same as usual. “Joshua Marvel” maintains 
on the head of the Editor 


its interest. 

The Gentleman's eet i 
whose magazine is y cut !—is of capital reading, thanks to 
Mr. Cowpzen Criarxz, Me. Horne, and Mra. Morrer Evans. The 
preface, by the way, should not be oe as prefaces generally are. 

The Dublin University Magazine would be very welcome even if it 
did not contain a most amusing paper on “ Legends and Traditions of 
Cornwall,’ which our readers ought not to miss. The story of Betty 
Toddy is simply delicious. ; 

Good Words offers an instalment—all too brief—of “The High 
Mills,” with admirable {llustrations by Smarty. The other contents, 
including a centributiom, by Kivesxey, are of the usual excellence. 
The illustration at page 421 should not have been printed with the 
letter press: it was worthy\of toned paper. 





Tse Chinese are accused of a habit of “facing” tea. We know 4 
great many Englishmen who want the courage to face tea—especially 
in combination with muffins and scandal. 





MR. STREETER, successoy to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- | 
All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, wonne from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 


and 
SILVER ENGLISH L R WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEV WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
py yee eye from £5. i * a 
SLOCKS, for e dining-room, ing-room, rary, 
37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 


Coach and Horses-yard. Catalogue post free for two stamps 
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"Twas on ao dressing-table of Cu1ox’s that death his small limbs did 
ex 


Then he tastes of fair Cuxoxr’s complexion and that prett, soon gives | 
him fits. 





A 


—_———————$—$—$— SE 


From which I conclude— 
And I don’t think it’s rash— 
That you'd better (if you'd 
Rather not come to smash)— 
When you hear folks talk plaguily honest—just keep a sharp eye on 
your cash ! 


COSMETIC CATASTROPHE. 


| 
Tuis ridiculus mus, 
You will notice, is dead ; | 
But how he came thus 
Remains to be said— 
If you think it’s a cat that has killed him, you'll hit the wrong nail on 
the head. 





Or you'll fancy, mayhap, | (HOOP Zo 
That he came by his end, eumeeneeeiiieiaaitiien 
Being caught in a trap ;— | 


It’s an error, my friend, Not a drop to drink. 


Somenopy writes to the Parochial Critic to complain that the Water 
Company had without notice raised the charge for the supply from 
| twelve shillings to thirty shillings a year; and he asks why this is 
‘Aue ae a | done? To judge from the quality of the article laid-on by most South 
F ere i ys | London Companies, we should say that the increase of price is due to 

* 7s — a oe _the fact that the stuff would fetch more than the old price—as liquid 

r more properly sits— manure. 





’Mid cushions, and pots, 


Right to a T. 


Tue amusing lounger of the South London Press, in describing the 
opening of the International Exhibition, says he saw a lady 
Being directed to the American drinks buffer of the Refreshment Department.” 


For the red and the white, 
Very plainly to speak, 

In which Cuuor is dight 
Are poisons—not weak ! 





Whereby I’m just anxious to mention you won’t catch my lips near We were beginning to wonder who the distinguished “ drinkist ’’ thus 
her cheek. 


Pp 


familiarly described as a “ buffer” could be, when it, as a “ buffet” 


=———————— === struck us. The printer very properly nenne that “t * could 
claim no place among American drinks knocked it out. 
USS ON PROTECTION. * 
“ Tooagrene small birds,” Jemmy Crow. 
aid Puss, with a purr, . 
A ¥YELLow was caught the other day in an attempted robbery at an 
An her ave congas Wie worde— inn in East Molesey. ° A house-breaking implement found on him was 


And it's small blame to her, described by the police asa “‘ Jemmy”’ He said it wasa “crow” he 


For a * for protection of small birds is just what a cat would used in his business—we presume he meant “a crow to pick —locks 


Pp 


To do wet te right— for the way in which men shoot down small birds 
le ! 


er! 


| with! He will probably be taught the tune of “‘ Jem Crow”’ upon an 

“Well, I’m glad to observe,’’ | instrument which will give a running accompaniment to the “ turn 
Said the cat, with a smile, | about’ and “ wheel about’’ passages. 

‘¢ That men have the nerve, 


f 2 " eo * 
Just for once on a while Twice they Slew the Slain. 


Tue horrors of Civil War have seldom been more graphically de- 
scribed than they were in the Daily Telegraph of the 26th ult:— 


During the past week 150 dead bodies have been killed at the gate, and have 
been conveyed to a large house close to the Purte Maillot. 


To what straits the Commune must be reduced, when it is compelled te 


‘The creatures should know 
What good the birds do ; 

Nor slaughter them, though 
They of seeds steal a few. 


They should think of the grubs and such pests which the small birds | enrol corpses among its defenders. 
alone can subdue.” caceimmibibiaatataniannaninnion 
| On a Recent Majority. 


ends 


u'll say 
ought ! 


Having made which remark, 
Puss the garden next sought ; 
Ans eomong wie © rt caught : ’T18 clear what gained Oe rie some— 
. : : Threats to resi oubt! 
after all of her preaching was not doing quite what Se aad sated Tee 
Lest ministers go owt. 


“ The division resulted in a mzjority of 85 against Mr. Smith.” 





But, if you think so 
You're an ignorant elf : 
For a wise man would know, 
How for profit or pelf, spread of its tongue, which is already established as the diplomatic 


Lingua Franker! 


- helps him- | ! 
oie arguments perfect and proper—and then help | language of Poor Law boards and vestries. 
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Brutmvoscate is tobe enlarged. Let us hope this will not lead to a | 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 17th, 1871. 


BOW, WOW! 


Ou, have you heard the awful act 
Accomplished by a Minister, 
Who Licensed Victualling attacked 
And slew with statutes sinister :— 
That is, he would have done the deed, and left us all to rue it, 
But the country, when he tried it on, refused to let him do it. 
With his bow, wow, wow,— 
His bark is rather stronger than his bite, I vow. 


He listened te the lying tales 
Of silly Mus. Gaunpy ; 
And cut off.all our beers and ales 
At eight. o’clock on Sunday : 
That is, he would have out them off, to try and stop the spread of’em, 
But the public interféred.and vowed to turn /im off instead of ‘em! 
With his bow, wow, wow! 
He’s lost histeeth, and mobody needs fear him now! 


He killed a-vast trade at one blow; 
And industry did burke too ; 
Robbed poor men of their beer, and, oh, 
‘Threw hundreds.out of work, too: 
That is, of civil freedom he-.would be a disallower, 
For he’s got the will and folly—but he couldn’t get the power! 
With his bow, wow, wow! 
He'd like to bite uncommonly but can’t tell how ! 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Sroonrut XIV. 
don’t do to “look back!’ at anything extra nice, nor at anythi 


an: eo See as sad as the 
was, W e ou an undivided heart, some f 

perhaps in the reign of aaaen THE Fovrts, don't vor the 
find her, like yourself, obese, is so beastly. 

joy has bownds ; in age our joy knows no bounds: i 
no bounds; image ih knows dots of bounds: + 
bounded indeed. 


ing of HER, as 


PUN. 
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In infancy we cut our teeth; in age, alack! alack! — — our teeth 


cut us! 

It is bad going to law, worse atill having law come ae life is 
too short for botheration, envy, hatred, malice, esclandre, divorce 
courts, etc., etc., whilst we are wildly making the journey to— 
Penzance, we are getting old, and when we have got that—no more 
larx. 

“Let us live to day, for to-morrow »we dye”’—(our whiskers, mous- 
taches, eyebrows, &c., and living isn’t. half such fun as it was !) 

When a man falls into the severe and yellow leaf, when he gets 
into the fifties or so, he pats himself on the back, congratulates and 
flatters himself—because he begins to think more of himsylph than of 
sylph-like forms — that he is leaving off his peccadillos! Alas, 
insensate one; his love of flanering flaunting flirting and other Picca- 
dillyuliarities are leaving Aim off, 

If you are young, remember, you are getting old: if you are old, 
never forget you too were once young! 

Age, alas, does damage! 

Much ado about nothing: A man with hardly hair enough left to 
make a finger ring, certainly not a watch chain, going about the 
country with his travelling bag full of big ivory hair brushes! Dear 





bald one, “ out of nothing, nothing comes,’ why waste a lot of money | 
on Bear's grease and only make your bare poll look unbearably slippery | 


and greasy, when by simply following the lots of examples we daily 
meet you might save your money, yourself disappointment, and get 
far more thought of: why not, as they do, give 
yourself ’airs ! 

A hint to old parties who try to dress themselves to look as if they 
~_— their own grandchild: no matter what you wear, you're not 
it now! 

‘Tis not until all his “teeth” are gone, that “the rake’’ acknow- 
ledges his “‘ progress’”’ is of no avail. 

How is it all the “night” cases get taken before Mr. “Nox”? 
and all the assault cases too; poor Mr. Knocks. 

‘“‘Nemo repente fuit turpissimus”’ does not mean, though it would 
be very true, that no one was ever very wicked without having to 
repent it someday ; no, it means that our vices are like our grey hairs ; 
at first they come one at a time, but, after a little, by twos, threes, 
seventies, twenty nine trillions and se on, until, unless you shave 
your head or blow it off—getting rid of ’em is impossible. 

Many a man has died of — — — a stupid doctor. 

Old Purrer Browuarp has married again “She’s a little duck, Sir,’’ 
he says, “quite young Sir, quite young”! he deplored his dear 
departed first most truly (for twenty years before she went) and— 
rewived : well, tho’ the experiment is dangerous, he ought to be happy ; 
his wife is young, pretty, graceful, and evidently fits her position as 
number 2 very well indeed ! 





Bray-ve Words! 


At a recent meeting of the Birmingham Republican Club, Mz. 
| Carrext, the president, announced that they did not intend to dethrone 
Queen Vicror1a. We breathe again after this information, and are 
reminded by the oracular utterance of Carret, of the bos Jocutus of 
the Romans. Only, if we were going to translate Carrgiu in this 
case, bos would hardly be the word we should associate with the 





Carrying the Joke too far. 

We regret to hear that Mr. Moors of the Christy Minstrels has 
met with an accident. A strange dog, we are informed—but we should 
say an eccentric if not funny dog bit him. This was an offensive 
practical joke to the text of “Give a poor dog a Bones.” 





Ovr cordial advice to tradesmen who oppose the Early Closing 
Movement.— Shut up. 








— 
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EXTREMELY ADAMANTINE COIN. 


By Ong Wuo Knows His Own Puace. 
Pro.ocur. 


In'those good days when to be young was to be beautiful, an 
dld was'to be rich and respected—in those days I say, now gone, alas! 
for ever—there lived six people. I don’t mean to state that in those 
happy times no more than half a dozen persons existed, but the six I 
have referred to are the only important parties to my story. 

Listen then to its relation. 

VoLUME THE First. 


’T was Henley regatta time, and the weather was hot. Sturdy and 
determined sat two bold youths in an outrigger battling against the 
force of the mighty waves and the resolute efforts of a fast niversity 
eight who were vainly endeavouring to beat the pair that shot away 
from them as the goal was neared, and amid the plaudits of the multi- 
tude, carried away the tape. 

Bang went the signal gun, up went the flag, and Tenpy the bold 
bow oar fainted in his mothers arms. The mother was a strong- 
minded lady, and soon brought her son round by the administration 
of that good old-fashioned remedy, a box on the ear, but in the 
meantime her be auteous daughter Jupy had fixed her resplendent 
orbs on her brother’s companion, and he, the head scholar of his 
time and as his oooh oman ~~ surrendered his heart to her 
keeping. is ad in his tightly fitting guernsey and 
drawers, bent over her she blushed rapidly, but the eater Seueveke her 
cheeks as the young giant said : 

“Lady, my name is Tarr; have you got any coppers about you?” 

Distressing as was the question, the sweetness of his voice assured 
her that he meant no wrong, and she immediately presented him with 
her dast twopence. Other contributions having flowed in, the four 
weresoon seated round a half gallon tankard of the pongelo for which 
Henley is so famous, and as she took a mighty draught Jupy smiled 
upon Ber Tarr and whispered. 

“ Dearest one, I love thee; but how about the Coin?” 

O coin; ¢oin, be thou in the shape of gold, silver, or the baser bronze, 
little dost thou reck of the trouble and suffering thou art likely to 
sn upom these true and loving hearts. Smile on and be happy, ye 
loved ones,for thy pleasant time is short. 

VoLUME THE SEOOND. 

In a splendid chamber in one of his country houses sat old Tarr the 
bandser out immense piles of gold. Suddenly he stopped and 
said “I? Zhad fourteen thousand pounds’ more I should be fourteen 
thousand richer. I have no other reason for wanting it, as I 
have money of myown.”’ He sighed heavily and went on with 
his counting. Presently the door opened and old Tzppy appeared. 
He ~~ the glittering piles and said : 

_*T have Boat returned from foreign climes. On my way hither I 
single and unaided beat two French frigates of the line of battle, and 
here I have: my prize, beautiful and bright from the mint, so that it 
cannot possibly be traced. I possess fourteen thousand pounds, which 
I will lend you to-add to your heaps.” And he pulled the coin from his 
As ‘he was retiring a sudden thought struck him, and he 
tsked for a receipt. “Receipt for what?” “ Receipt for my 
coin,” said old Teppy. “Why you've never give me none,” said old 
Tarr. Upon hearing which old Teppy gave a fearful howl, and 
ran a. While he was running he came upon a lunatic 

he received food and shelter, but the asylum being 
burnt he-ran madder and harder than ever, and went back to sea, 
was drowned ; but being bitten 7 a very peculiar fly he 
once to life and to his senses,—but not to his fourteen 


thousand 
ye coincidence young Tarr, whom we have seen fall 
d in old Teppy’s daughter, happened to be present 
the fourteen thousand pounds was ited with his 
father. that half of it would be the share of Jupy when she 
Txvpy got it back he threatened to “ round ” unless 
oldman Tarr parted with it. On hearing this the basher vas 
received it, and the young man was 80 

force of that he also ran mad, met old 
‘Tappy in the , and accompanied him after their escape to the 
Tarr immediately went back to Oxford, and took a double first class, 
thands down, in the commonest of canters, but was dbjected to on the 
scére of tee. Atter being parsued by the myrmidons of the law 
, time, during yo ae ot teat lage off the 
of a high house without hurting himself much, he was brought to 
and-acquitted by an enlightened jury. The judge, however, 
arned him to be careful in future, and the prisoner left the court 

accompanied by his friends. 


i 


Votume THE THIRD. ' 
Harx we now back to young Teppy, who has borne the loss of his 











FUN. 


father and friend with true fortitude, but who completely breaks down 
under the “nagging” of his mother and the lecturing of his sister. 
In addition, the young lady to whom he was about to be married has 
been killed by yet another madman, also driven crazy by old Tar?’s 


dto be | desire for other persons’ adamantine coin. By one more singular 


coincidence the young lady was old Tarr’s daughter. 

| So young Tsppy buys a lathe and a set of carpenter's tools, and fries 
to drown his sorrow in the pains of invention, and after some consider- 
able difficulty manages to perfect a machine by which every man who 
possesses it may become his own fire-escape. 

But again the extremely adamantime coin asserts itself. He has no 
money with which to patent the instrument, so he joins the fire- 
a in — and thus saves his father and young ‘'arr from the 

um. 

Retributeve justice once more overtakes old Tarr, and he also goes 
mad, leaves his heaps of adamantine coin, and wanders about the streets 
begging. Trppy senior and Tarr junior, now perfectly restored to 
their senses, take possession of the auriferou; piles, and everybody 
gets married except the juvenile Teppy, who goes on inventing fire- 
engines, and the causer of all the mischief, who never recovers his 
sanity, but is taken in by the nearest mendicity society. 

And now having brought everything to a satisfactory conclusion, I 
will turn on the fountains, set light to the red fire, and leave my 
happy characters to the possession oftheir extremely Adamantine 


Coin. 


me 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 2/9. 


THe bees go murmuring to themselves “’Tis May !"— 
So glad are they! 
And hark! among the fresh green elms, hard by, 
The cuckoo’s cry ! 
Meanwhile so white with bloom each hedgerow shows, 
It seems as if the Spring had pilfered winter’s snows. 





1. Clink your glass ; let the bottle pass! 
Hail-fellows well-met are we! 
And we'll drink a toast to a pretty lass, 
Till empty our flask shall be! 


2. Some say it is a curse ; and some join issue, 
And say ’tis not, preventing waste of tissue. 
3. A smile, a sigh, and a tender glance, 

A whispered word in the mazy dance, 
A confession of love, and a tiff (to renew it) 
That is the properest way to do it! 


4. I love—it is the fate of rustic rhymers— 

A tiny cot, embowered in blooming climbers ; 
Which from the lattice-work assistance borrow 
To reach my casement, there to bid good-mozrrow. 
5. Long since ‘twas of the brain a creature, 

But now ‘tis of the brain a feature. 
6. The story of a wicked brother, who 

Unfairly strove this stripling to undo ; 

But he into the forest fled away, 

And met his true love, clad in youth's array. 


7.’Twas here, when murder's stroke 
att mighty Oasan low, 
at crafty Mawovs 
And soon sunaeh aotew’ 
8. Cuvson, his lonely moments to 
And note Time's flight, while on his desert isle, 
Used these, in lieu of « clog 
To mark the days along their weary track. 
Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 217.— , Matehes : Laterim, Ma. 
jolica, Parrot, Optic, Swarth, Testiere, 
get, ae or Acrostic No 2717, Ruczrven Wth May.—Silodger anil 
iney ; 8. 





Prating Rating. 
Lendon School Board continues to talk. We was suggest a 


method for that highly ornamental body -supporting, 
which would place it on its proper footing—it eould never stand on its 
head! We submit that the members should be rated at twopence per 
yard on their speeches. It would realise a large amount, and would 








201 | 


| be a tax in strict accordance with the principle that articles of luxury | 


| should be taxed. There are few greater huxuries it would seem than 


of stuff which is of no use to any one and is merely a selfish gratifica- 
| tion to the talkers. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ACADEMY—No. 2. 


(For Numbers see Royal Academy Catalogue.) 
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THE REIGN OF TERRIER, 


John Bull (to Licensed Victualler attacked by Bruce) -—“'DON’T BE AFRAID OF HIM—ITS ONLY HIS BARK. 


BITE—HE'S NO TEETH!” 
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A MYSTERY. 


I vo not know— 
I may not tell— 
Yet might I show— . 
But ’tis not well ; 


Such things divulge— 
In scandal ’twould 


Be to indulge. 


And yet, you see— 
Just lend an ear, 
You should from me 

Such marvels hear. 
Ob, I could pour 

So strange a tale. 
Bat, ah, no more! 

It can’t avail. 


Though you may still 
In some part learn— 
No more than will 
The world discern. 
And yet, ah, no! 
My cautious lip 


The secret so | \ WD 


Must not let slip. \ IN 


Yet who can.say, 
When thus you press, 
For ever “nay” ? 
It must be “ yea”! 
¥eoa, past a doubt 
I'd tell the lot— 
But truly what 
It’s all about 
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WHOLLY IN ERROR. 


TP ve-elean forgot! 





“Pacrweare stubborn things ;” yet more 


First Groom :—“TI say, Brit, I’vz novaer A wATCH—LOOK HERE!” 
Seoond ditto:—“* An! JEWwELLED ?”’ 

First ditto :—“ JEwWELLED— WHAT D’YZ MBAN?’’ 

Second ditto :—** Has rr GOT ANY HOLES rv 1T!” 


| obstinate are— factions. | 





TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


WEtcome at this season is the appearance of a little book entitled 
Echoes from Old Cricket Fields (Simpkin AND Mansuatt, London) by 
Mx. Freperick Gatz, whose writings on the subject, under the 
signature of Wykehamist, are familiar to all lovers of the game. It is 
& pleasant chatty work, full of out-of-the-way anecdotes and quaint 
recollections, with a curious frontispiece representing famous antiques 
in the way of bats. 

Messrs. Marcus Warp anv Co. of Belfast, whose Vere Foster's 
Drawing Books are deservedly popular for merit and cheapness com- 
bined, sends us the new series of Water Colour Drawing Books, a dozen 
in number; six of them contain eoinaonatonr lessons in landscapes in 
wane the others, really exquisite copies of wild and garden flowers, 
which, are admirable as examples of colour printing. Tho price is 
threepence a book ! 

_ War and Other Poems (Covicuer, Chancery Lane) by J. P. Cotxrs, 
18 8 lamentable display of ignorance of the merest rudiments of verse ; 
as.deficient in meaning as it isin metre. A quotation of four lines, of 
which, though the subject is a painful one, the treatment is so ludicrous 
we cannot but smile at them, will prove the justice of our comment :— 
She had been out some food to seek, 
But had not been successful on the way, 
| For, lo, her constitution was, from exhauscion, weak 

She had had nothing all that day. 
But. perhaps our author's best stroke of humour is to be found in the 
Opening line of an ode to SHAKESPEARE on his Zercentenary :— 


It’s now three hundred years—and more ! 
Since the birth of him. 





Great Cry—and Little Wool. 


Wrrn reference to the acoustic defects of the. Albert Hall, the 
Weekly Dispatch writes :— 
The choruses especially having a blurred woolly character about them in 
ing like rapid passages. 
© believe that the clever gentlemen of South Kensington have it in 
a ition to convey this “ woolly” product to the adjacent Exhi- 
uildings, where they will spin yarns with it. 





First ditto :—“ Howes 1x 1r! Wuy, yz root, r’s & NEw un!” 


SS SSS - - — 





Spirits and Water. 


_ Tue Dundes Advertiser — a meeting at Glasgow, held in opposi- 
tion to the late unlamented licensing bill. One speaker, it informs us, 
suggested that a tax should be put on all teetotallers—a suggestion 
which is worthy of the attention of the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
He men put in the shape of a stamp on all pumps with a motto about 
“a little profit out of the water.” The speaker continued— 

I was told the other day that the teetotallers of this city were about to form 
themselves into a grand limited liability company, to purchase all the spirit shops in 
the city, and thereby do away with the trade altogether. I did rot accept this asa 
fact. I never believed, aud I still d» mot believe, the teetotaliers are in earnest to 
put down the spirittrade. (Hear, hear.) ’Tis true their war cryis the spirit trade; 
but if the trade was put down the orators among them, who live upon their wits, 
would be reduced to apply themselves to suinething else. 

“A hit!” say we, “a very palpable hit!”” What would the foun- 
tains of watery eloquence do without their spouts? They would 
positively be compelled to work—and they have the utmost horror of 
that, of course, merely because all fermented liquors do so! 


Water, Water, Everywhere. 


A wkex or so ago we learnt that the water applied to milk in most 
dairies is known as “Simpson.’”” Now we are told the process of 
applying it is styled “bobbing.” We hope Government, now that the 
offender's name is known will pass an Act for the suppression of 
Bos Srpson. 





Meddle and Muddle. 
Beapiaveu, nick-named Iconocast, was good enough to go overto 
France in order to teach the French nation how to suck omelettes 
uncooked. He was arrested by the Versailles Government, which it is 
to be regretted did not give him ical proof of the advantage of 
shooting political tinkers who will not attend so their own business. 





Quarrelsome. 


No wonder the French generals squabble so among themselves! 
There is hardly one of them who has not fallen-out—of his own saddle 


lately ! 
| A Wamp Svsszer.—Salmon Ladders. 
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THE PUSS, AND THE PITCHED BATTLE. 


A Domestic Drama. 


1. Neighbourly s thy. The murdered pets. 
- y re ee The thief escapes. 


2. They swear vengeance! 
6. Mutual recriminations with a bludgeon and broom accompaniment. 


3. The ambuscade. 4. The assassin approaches. 5. More 








‘‘Oh, doth not a meating like this,” etc. 


On the Ist of this month the following handbill was distributed 
through St. Albans by a pensioner wearing two medals :— 
E. L. MARTIN, 
Speneer Street, 
LICEX8ED PURVEYOR OF CAT’S AND DOG’S MEAT, 


to inform the inhabitants of 8t Albans that having peat Twenty Years in 
the Royal Navy, he bas now started in the above line and hopes by strict attention 


to business to merit their patronage. 
We can imagine how this will be received by the old admirals and 
half-pay officers, who fill the clubs with grumbles that “the service is 
going to the dogs!” We fear not even the renewal of the connection 
of the cat with the service will reconcile them to this ominous notice. 
For our part we could wish—and our opinion will, we are sure, be 
shared by many—that a blue-jacket, with such long service and two 
ame to = oman receipt = @ pension sufficient to or 
serve him ca an employment. We all know how 
little tars understand horseflesh ! : 


Ironical. 

A Catrronwian paper, describing “a difficulty,” as it is politel 
deacrcribed down west, among a lot of Eee says “* tee teed 
iron bars and other sedatives freely.” We always thought iron was a 
tonic not a sedative. We e however when exhibited as an 


external application, in the manner, it has a quieting tendency. 
We will try it anyhow on the next jokist who iis pawl Os 
For-lorne pun. 

De-bating. 


Morpruy, the notorious lecturer, after trailing his rhetorical coat all 
over England, has at last had the tail trodden on rather severely. We 
regret to say however that his assailants beat him about the head. It 
was scarcely fair to attack him in his weakest point. 








Barely Possible. 


Ir is a pity that a story which begins so well as this should be 
deficient in finish :— 

Two darkies in the west went out to hunt oppossums, and by accident found a 
large eave with quite a smallentranee. Peeping in they discovered three young 
( bear) whelps in the interior. ‘‘ Look heab, Sam, Ize gwine to go in dar and get 
the young bears—you jest watch dis yer hole for de old bear.”” Sam got asleep ia 
thesun. When opening his eyes he saw the old bear scouring her way into the cave. 
Quick as wink he caught her by the tail, and held on to her like grim death. 


** Hello, dar, Sam, what for you dark de hole dar ?”’ ‘‘ Lor’ bless you, Sambo, save | 


yourself, honey ; if dis yer tail comes out, you'll find out what dark de hole !” 
The tale lacks finish, simply because a bear has no tail! 
like the French Society's definition of a crab as “a red insect tbat 
walks backwards ’’—the only objection to which definition was that the 
crab is not red, is not an insect, and does not walk backwards. Simi- 
larly the only thing the carping critic can lay hold of here is the bear 8 
tail, of which no one can lay hold—faute de quoi. 


The Gerund. 

A new screw-sloop just commissioned at Portsmouth is armed with 
six which enable her to throw a heavier broadside than if she 
carried forty guns of the old 18 and 24 pounder class. She is called 
the Dido—and very properly will not be “Di-de dum” if she can 
“‘ speak ’’ to such purpose as this. 


An Apothe-gem. 


We wonder if the jewel robbery was the Torpeys’ first offence | 


We trow not; for you know “ Nemo repente fuit Terpeytssimus.”’ 


“Tas War Orrice (S)canpiz.”—That with which some gentlemen 
have burnt their fingers! 


Extremes meet. 
n low expressions. 





The story is | 


People who come to high words frequently indulge — 
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REMINISCENCES OF THE ROYAL ACADEMEE. 
A Recollection of the “ Colleen Bawn.” 


On, Burlington House is as nice a 

When it’s May, as well may be, _— 
Hung in every part 

i waa Mere of art 

y painters of high de : 

Oh, finely they Seies 
The coveted space 

In the Royal Academee ! 


There’s Mr. Mrutars 
With a landscape grey, 

With river and rush and tree: 
And not many you'll get 
Like Mr. Brerr 

Who can paint the heaving ea ; 
And there’s Mr. Sanz, 
And Sir Francis Grant, 

In the Royal Academee ! 


Than there’s Mons. Grromr, 
(Who from his home 

By the war was forced tu flee) 

TapEma (who 

Is.a. Frenchman, too) 

Have selected antiquitee, 
As the theme which they 
Will in art display 

Atthe Royal Academee! 


Then Mr. Sanpys 
Painted two such hands 
And a head, as you seldom see; 
And I would Vicar Coxtz’d 
Paint me some gold 
As warm as his harvest-lea; 
Beside Mr. Marks, 
Whose most studious clerk's 
In the Royal Academee. 


And we've LEADER’s views, 
And colours by HuGuegs, 

And Fa: p—never fade may he! 
And who couldn’t look 
At a picture by Hoox 

For one or two hours—or three ? 
And there’s Pooir and Friru, 
And Smyrue, and Smitu, 

At the Royal Academee! 


Next, of course, one twigs, 
Mr. Riviere’s pigs, 
And Caperon’s “ fair layde.”’ 
And Ex_moreg’s Lenore, 
And the sea-gulls of Moore, 
And Barcuay’s refined “ Capri,” 
Besides others as well 
Which the excellence swell 
Of the Royal Academee! 


—————_— 


6é H. 9 

Tue parochial authorities of Wandsworth have issued a bill 
addressed to the “‘Parisioners” of that locality. A contemporary 
suggests that the attention of the London School Board should be 
called to this. But what is the use of that? The attention of the 
London School Board is entirely occupied in listening to the wisdom 
and tevicing the beauty of its members. You might as well hope to 
buttermilk out of a parish pump, or to extract Devonshire cream 
maxle.grease, as to get anything useful out of the School Board. 
vesides, a moment's reflection will expiain the little mistake in 
Parisioners.” The clerk, while writing the bill in the Vestry Hall 
ed to let the “h”’ fall, and was unable to identify it among the 

numbers that had been dropped during the meeting. 


A B-Wright Specimen. 
To judge-from an ungrammatical and mis-spelt letter of his in the 


ly Telegraph the Rev. Bes Wxtcut (how did he become Rev?) has 
not prosecuted his studies as perseveringly as he does the poor street- 
sellers. The Busy Bee did not employ each shining hour m learning 
how to all and write the English language. Perhaps it would be as 
well for to leave Sunday Trading alane and try a little Sunday 
Training at the Sunday School. 


RR 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Tue end approaching at Paris. Commune will be ex-commune- 
icated without benefit of clergy. — Improper trial at Queen's Bench. 
Telegraph very properly condemns full reporting, and excludes—every - 
thing else to get in accounts in extenso! = The Reds pull down the 
column in the Place Vendome. Well, they have already prostrated 
the national glory it typified. — Commune reports its victories. 
Victories don’t comeoff. But generals do—off their horses frequently. — 
Reported settlement of the American difficulty by “High Joint 
Commission.” We trust there is nothing ‘gamey’ about the High 
Joint, ete. == Bruce withdraws Licensing Bill When will Licensing 
Bitt withdraw Baves? = Mr. Miatu proposed to disestablish the 
Church of England. Compelled to draw it mialled by a large ma- 
jority. = Cuartes Reape takes up the cndgels on behalf of the 
“originality”” of Tom Taytor. Proximus ardet. Mr. Reaper's 
“originality ’’ has always been above suspicion? — Resignation of 
Rossst. Communistic Commander. Resignation is probably sister to 
Invention on the mother’s side. = The Commune makes a dessenh on 
the convent of Picpus. Wantsto have all the puss-picking to itself. — 
Rosse. resigning asks for a cell at Mazas. Commune makes arrange- 
ments to comply with the reqnest. Whereupon Rosset bolts! — 
Great difficulty in getting jurors for TrcuBorNnz case. Obstinate non- 
jurors will be fined—if found! = At Liverpool the Board's Schools are 
to have free baths. The London Board doesn’t wash. = Puli Mall 
advises Domprowskxr to “ nail your colours to the mast.” (Quite right, 
pa why add ‘‘ burn your ships?” A little hard on the colours, 
that ! 


**O Fortunatos Nimium.” 

In a recent debate on the land laws Mr. Berzsronp Hops, the 
Conservative, and Siz Rounpgrt Patmer, the Liberal, opposed any 
alteration of the present system “ because the poor under that were 
dealt with more liberally, more affectionately, and with more personal 
regard “than they would be under the proposed system. Oh, ye too 
blest agricultural labourers of Dorset and such other benighted 
districts, think of that! Without the liberality, affection, and 
personal regard of the present system you might be worse off than you 
are now, with seven shillings a week and a hovel a pig would refuse 
to live in! 





A Contradiction. 
Lanevacs, or at any rate diplomatic language has been described a8 
a gift bestowed on man to enable him to conceal his thoughts. It 
appears occasionally to be conferred on him to enable him to give him- 
self the lie direct, or the lie with such a circumstance as the fol- 


lowing :— 
S THE PACIFIC COAST. 





Coton, - 
The revolution in Chiriqui is threatening Panama. 


Gushers to Correspondents. 


[ We camnot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unles they are accome 
ied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we a. not hold ourselvcs 
responsible for loss.) 
Tom T1t.—That joke was cracked ere you chipped the shell. 
GLOB-OB- BULE — Scarcely up to the mark. : A 
MEPHISTOPHELES.—A very ignorant fiend, who rhymes “ thirsty"’ end 
“dirty”; and “iron” and “ firing’! 
M. (Chichester).— Anxious as you may be to remove the wart on your 
Angelina’s thumb, we cannot allow you to take it off in our columns. 
A. C. (Glasgow).— But “A. C. doesn’t do it’’ this time 
Saquin:—We shall feel obliged if correspondents will note that (as in 
your case) “lucellum ”’ and “ sell ‘em ’’ are no rhyme. ji 
BECKY SHARP # nds a hackneyed joke, and wants ‘‘a five pound no‘e or 
less.” We beg to forward her less—as much less as possible. 
A GREEN ONE (Manchester).—You must be, to waste paper and postage 
on such nonsense! : eed 
Tug author of “yeasterday” gives us a signature that is illegible. 
His contribution is ineligible. 
DARKIE.—We cannot insert your Blackamorous lines to ——. 
ConsuL PLancus.—Long-winded enough to belong to the London 
School Board. ; 
W. (Bradfoid).—We should think the payment of the Census Enume- 
rators. bas been entrusted to the Department which dis'ributes Prize 
to judge from the delay. 
"Declined ois thanks :— F. _¥ M. B., Heyvate- street ; Scratch ’em ; 
Plesiosaurus; T. M. R., Kiogsland; Bel Demonio; Fur: B. B.; A Cuss; 
Clara ; J. W., Leeds; 8., Li 1; T. T., Brighton; W. D.; J.C. H. ; 
P. R., Regent’s-square; J. A. 8., Cheapside; G. D., Brighton ; Jackdaw ; 
Sam ; Cuddie; H., St. Martin’s-lane ; G. S., Leeds ; Toodles ; F., Abbey- 
road; C., Victoria Park-road; Holmes; A. N. F, Kilburn; we Wes 
H. B., Wimpole-street; F. S., S'cke-upon-Trent ; Edie, Penge; P. L 
Dalston ; J. H. B., Newington Causeway; 8. M. E., Kent; Left Arguing ; 
H. H. C.; H., Torquay; W. M , Acdington-square ; R. E. P, Highbury. 
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NEAR THE CHURCH. | 

(Sunday morning, Master Sid watching folks to church.) 


Sid (to Mamma) :—‘'I say, Ma, WHAT LOTS OF WICKED PEOPLE THERE MUST BE, LIVING ABOUT HERE.” 
Mamma :—“ Wuy, pgar ?” 

Sid :-—“ Becauss 80 MANY OF THEM GO TO CHURCH.” 

Mamma :—“ But IF THRY GO TO CHURCH THEY ARB GOOD PEOPLE!”’ 

Sid :-—“Ons, I ALWAYS THOUGHT IT WAS ONLY NAUGHTY PEOPLE THAT WANTED TO GO THERE!” 








CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


MAY. 


The Gentleman's Journal is very good this month. “ The Tempter ” 
which = = highly — 2 Oe oe and the tales = now ee 
some teresting for boys. e pictures as a rule are 
above the a of similar publications =e 


Tux Atlantic Monthly somewhat disappoints the expectations raised 
by the ise of a by Lonersiiow, which turns out to be onl 
twelve lines in and may be considered a transatlantic echo of 
the Laureate’s 1 “The Flower.” ‘Bubbles from an 


Ancient Pipe” not do now we have the Brer Hartz standard to 
jndge by, but there is a funny story in one of them. One touring 


ankee begins to talk enthusiastically to another about SHAKESPEARE | 


as they approach Stratford-on-Avon. “ Drive on!” says the second 
Yankee, “Sha’n't stop here. Suaxespsare wouldn't have been 
thought much of, if he hadn't written plays!’’ The other contents of 
the number are of the usual 


“The Princess and the Goblin” increases rapidly in interest, and is — 


full of fancy and quaintness. ; 
We have the first chapters of anew tale “The Story of the Mine” 
in the current number of the Sunday Magazine. The illustrations are 
very fine, and the whole a good which sounds enigmatical. 
Our Young Folks continues “‘ Jack Hazard.’’ There is a good shark 
story in the number, besides a readable paper on diving bells and 
apparatus. ‘“ That Egg Story,” an allusion to the Columbus anecdote, 


Y | showing how an egg can be balanced on one end, will be rather a good 


thing for the egg trade, we fancy. 
The Food Journal continues its valuable researches into adultera- 
tions. 








NOTICE.—On Tuesday, the 23rd instant, 
The Grand Derby Double Number of Fun. 


Good Words for the Young opens with an exquisite frontispiece of The only Correct Tip, and Sole System of Safety. Plentifully Iilustrated, 


“Maran Hall** The various stories and papers are as good as ever. 








MR. STREETER, successor to Ha>cock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, 
Conduit-street are of the best London make. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from $10 10s. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 

E(GHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £& 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 


All for the small sum of One Penny. 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 
duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 
watches and clocks. 

SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 

GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 

GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 

CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. ; i 

CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, 40 


Ma. Srazerzx, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Me. Srawerer, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 


| 














lery, machine made. [Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 
Printed by JUDD & Co., Phanix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons and Published (for the Proprietor at 80, Fleet-strect E.C.—London: May 2, 1871. 
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THE DOINGS OF THE CRACKS. 


By Ovr Srecian Commisaioner (1x Lunacy). 


ee ee 








;many admirers. They are a little shy, however, as she wants to use 
(their eycbal!s as pincushions. 
Tippywinks has been doing his work gaily, and having carried off 


Tue CHEERFUL CHIPPER has been doing good work at his training- ithe Bedlam Stakes, stands high in the betting. Whether he can last 
ound at Colney Hatch. He has been tried with two others. It | the course of Epsom Sults is the great question, but under any cir- 


was for surreptitiously making forcemeat balls of a keeper. 


His | cumstances he will be diflicult to beat, especially as the visiting justices 


backers think so well of him that they mean to go down in a body to | won't allow you to use an iron crowbar, 


Epsom, on the Humane Society's drags, which are, as every one knows, 
in constant readiness. 

Historian is still at Hanwell. Reports reach us from the stable 
that he has done extraordinary work of late. The work referred to is 


——— 
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‘* A Moral.”’ 
SPoRTING writers predict a “sensational’’ Derby. Sensations are 


a brief description, geological or otherwise, of the undiscovered islands fast becoming a nuisance: pit SHAKEsrraRr against them—'tis true, 


at the North Pole, It was written with a cheese-toaster on the blank- 
leaves of a dining-room table. 

Pirries is reported to have been out of rorts lately. He explains 
his attempt to commit suicide by saying he was obliged to take his own 
life, as no one would have it as a gift. That the attempt took the 
form of trying to kill some one else is, of course, immaterial. 

Mooney had some decantering exercise on the quict the other day, 


and subsequently took a gallop of a mile and a half over his medical 
adviser. his accounts for the rumour about his having cracked 
heels. 


Crazy and Tue Cvss are attracting much attention just now. They 
are being trained by Harrprain, who is giving them a very careful 
preparation. It consists of bear’s-grease, London mud, and warm sea- 
water in equal proportions, flavoured with electric sparks. They say 
they like it. 

Tus Manca Harz, a couple of months since, occupied a prominent 

lace in the quotations, especially the one about ‘mad as a March 
bare,” Since then he has receded considerably, and his place in the 
betting has been taken by WeEtsu Rasnit (by Parmesan out of Dutcu 
Oven), who is still at Coney Hatch. 

Crazy Janz (the Cracxnez filly) is in the bloom of health, and has 


er 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 220. 


Say, who shall hold the foremost place | 
As winner of the famous race ! | 
No horse whose backers have, I ween, 
Both up and down the betting been ; 
But possibly some dark outsider 
With clever jockey for his rider. | 


1, Were you a Cossack of the Don 
This place at once you'd hit upon ; 
Nay, I dare hardly say you won't, 
Though you're a Cossack of the Don’t! | 


2. Pen and ink, pen and ink, 
Pen and ink and paper: * 
Then, I think, men you’ll link 
Burning midnight taper! 


3. If you have a cough, | 
at seems to be phthisic ; 
Lest it carries you off, 
Try this sort of physic. 


4. 2 a word to denote 
passage you quote; 
That this is a bad term, authorities vote. 
6. The turn-down collar, I know full well, 

Is ont of fashion in this generation. 

But your fifteenth or sixteenth century 
swell, 
Wore it—and knew it by this appellation. 


6. I am the man with the only plan 


| 

“te tel 

| HT RY 
That's certain to spot the winner! 

| 

| 


Th 
en 


No horse ever ran since racing began. 
But I from my consciousness inner 
Could prophetelike scan if he'd be in the 


van; 
And help my friends to a “ skinner.”’ 
Soturion or Acrostic No. 218.—<Academy, 
tse > Ampulla, Crozier, Aiglet, Dilettanti, 
Martlet, Yelps. 


yconnnet Soivuriows or Acrostic No. 217, RECEIVED 
¥iith:—D. E.H.; ¥.Z.; Pillicoddy. 
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Fon’s only correct tip. and sole system of 
¥ :—Don't bet at all! 
Catuxp ro THe Bazr.—“ Twenty to one— | 
bar one.” | 
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A Sketch at Epsom :—’ A Chiel’s amang ye takin’ Notes.’ 


OA 





|'tis pit-y—and note the result: not a play of his is presented on the 
| London boards, while Zv/~ wins golden—we mean A-Lulu-minium— 
| opinions. 





By our Own Naturalist. 

DvuxixnG the Epsom carnival, the yellowhammer, common on the 
Downs, is joined by numerous specimens of the ninnyhammer—an 
English variety of the booby. It may readily be allured with a pea 
under a thimble, and is never known to “‘ feather its nest.” 


D’ye Twig? 
ResPLENDENT ribbons and gorgeous neckties, marking the wearer's 
‘fancy,’ are generally sported on the eventful Derby Day : our taste 
inclines to a sweet thing in ’osier-y—the F'ortNum and Mason Hamper, 


A Reat “ Book or Bravty."’"—The volume innocent of a pencilling 
against the winner. 





Who is the best jockey in England’—-Wetts; he once won the 
Chester Cup for Six Josern Hawrey when he had only an As-fe-roid. 
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It was clever of Smilk to send himsely a telegram on the 24th 


after having promised his wife he would not go to the Derby without her. 


unequivocal nature that Mre. S. was more than half justified in forming 





SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 

Dear Mr. Eprron,—In compliance with the instructions received | 
from you, and in accordance with the rules and regulations of all gocd | 
sporting papers, I have been hunting up poetical contributions on the | 
subject of the great annual and only-once-a-year decided Derby 
carnival of Epsom. You can little imagine the class of people with | 
whom I have bad to associate in mi endeavours to discover the pos- 
sessors of the happy minds which t poetry and yet allow horse- 
racing, but I have at last found them, and have positive proof of their 
existence in a couple of cartloads of versical vaticination. From these 
I have extracted the following three specimens, as possessing most 
ability and representing three distinct classes of race-course fre- 
quenters. This is from a well-known member of the dangerous 


classes :— 
W hen you go down to Epsom you must do as Epsom does ; 
You may help to swell the bustle but you musn’t help to buz, 
For if you should attempt it you'll soon find to your dismay 
That honesty’s best once a year—that once is Derby day. 
Yet if you musn't rob a man because the p’licemen squelch 
The good old-fashioned buzzer, there’s a move left—you can welch, 
And welching I'm a 8 as sure as here I stand, 
But still I’ve got my fancy, and that fancy’s Digby Grand. 
. selection oo the artistic pen of a ive young 
vacker orses engag a large linendraping establishment near 
Tottenham Court Road. . 
Soft blows the cool Zephyr across the green do 
From the shop I'm most anxious to bolt, — 
But my work must be done, and I haven't the browns, 
If I had I should back Zephyr colt. 
Still, perhaps, if the coin were put into my hand 
It would set all my plans in a whirl, : 
Even now I've a fancy another to stand, 
And I think I should go for The Pearl. 














CUT, AND COME AGAIN. 


lines ; if so, you know me not, as the following will testify. 
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of May, necessitating his presence in the City, on particular business, 
But, really, next morning circumstantial evidence was of such an 
her own conclusions. 








The third and last of my contributions is the work of a professional 
backer of horses, who started on the turf ten years ago with a floating 
capital of nothing. That he has not been particularly unfortunate 
may be gathered from the announcement that he is still in possession 
of the same sum. 


Dear sir,-please read this letter, for I think you can’t do better 
Than follow the advice of one who long has played the game ; 
And if I send the winner, then, as sure as I'm a sinner, 

I trust you'll put me on a bit for doing of that same. 


Many years have I been punting, many years the winner hunting, 
I’ve often thought I'd got him, yet he’s managed me to slip; 


‘May 27, 1871. | 


Nene 


Yes, my luck’s been so bad sir, that I think—yes, faith, by gad sir, 


That you'd better get another man to do your Derby tip. 

But if I don’t be trying you will maybe think I’m lying, 

And perhaps ye say I'm kidding, which’}] not be my just due ; 

So here or a prediction. Wail I can say, without fiction, 

That if Foster wins the Derby he will think it a Grand Coup. 

And now for the prophet in his own proper person. Perhaps you 
think I picked out stuff to uct as a foil to my own inimitable 


You remember that I told you ere the Guineas race was run 
What would likely prove the winner—I predicted and I won; 
And now I want to tell you what'll win the riband blue, 

"Tis not the Count, nor Digby Grand, nor even the Grand Coup. 
"Tis easy, yes” tis easy, if the betting lists I take, 

To single out the starters; but I must be wide awake 

If from among these coursers I would spot the foremost three— 
Which wouldn’t be a bad thing for my readers or for me, 


Of course I must take Bothwell, next there comes the Zephyr colt, 
lf I were to neglect him I should be an awkward dolt ; 
e Forest King I don’t despise, for in my dreams I’ve heard— 
“There's Bothwell first, the Zephyr next, and King of Forest third. 
: AUGSPUR. | 
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IP TYPICAL. 
OUR DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC: OR, CLEAR AND COMPREHENSIVE T 
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AN ENGLISH GENTLEMAN. 


ACT I.—Scunz, Janez Garixprop's lodging. Enter Janzz GRrepRop 
(a miser) and Racurt, his daughter. 


Japez.—I am a miser, but is it my fault? Could a man named 





| Jabez Grindrod be a liberal open-hearted philanthropist ? No' no' no! 


Racugt.—You can't help being a miser, but it is not absolutely 
necessary that you should be a forger as well. Oh, shame! 

Jaunz.—It is you who forge, not I. 

RacuadL (struck with the force of this remark).—True. fa 

Janez.—You have a wonderful faculty for imitating handwriting. 

Racuxx (who had forgotten this).—S8o I have. 

Janez —And you support your poor old father on the proceeds of 
your crime, | +o 

Racugu (who sees her conduct in the right light).— Forgive me—I was 


unjust. 
anez.—Say no more. Light acandle, but don’t waste the matches. 


Mr. Lows was GoIxo TO TAX THEM AS A LuxuRY. (Fact.) 

Racuen (roused to indignation).— Fool! isn’t this the first act of the 
piece, and doesn’t the piece play over about twelve months F 

Janez (terrified at her viclence).—It does; but what then ? 

Racuzt.—What then? Why as the oo tax on matches was 
only withdrawn a fortnight ago, what will be the date of the end of 
the last act P 

Janez (cowering).—It will be somewhere in the spring of 1872. 

Enter BRANDON, @ villain, 

Branpon.—Young Charley Chuckles has inherited a vast property 
by the death of his father, intestate. Forge me a will, leaving all his 
property to his cousin Gresham (whom I hate), and ten thousand 
pounds shall be yours. : 

Janrz —Certainly. Rachel, forge the will at once. (She forges 1t.) 
But why, B., leave all the property to a man you hate? 

Baanpon.—TI don't know. 
(Zatleau, Branvon not knowing why he wants to forge a will leaving a 

wast property to a man he hates.) 

ACT I1.—Howse and grounds at Ravenhill. Enter Lavy Loawoop and 
her daughter MALVINA. 

Lapy Loo.— Which wot I sez is (and what I sez I sticks to) my 
Mally must marry Charley Chuckles which is as rich as a Jew. 

Matvina —My adored parent, I entreat you to model your discourse 
@m # more Grandisonian principle. You have resided in this neigh- 
bourhood barely six months, and the local aristocracy have already 
remarked the vigorous irregularities that characterise your syllabic 

ations. 
aby Log. Which I was a dairy maid, and speaks as I wos taught. 
Matvina.—My adored parent, if you spoke as you were taught, you 
Would never speak at all. 
Enter Cuarntes Cuvcxiss. 
Seapets tase loos morning, Lady Logwood. 
xy Loo.—Mr. Chuckles, Malvina wants to marry"yer. 
vucxiEs.—Oh, certainly ; with pleasure. 
Loo.—That’s settled. Ezit with Marvina. 

Cuvexies.—On second thoughts, I’m engaged to Polly Greville; 

bat I am an English gentleman, and I can break that off. 
Enter Potty Gasvitye, 

eet PP iskeih te ven Seb T th 

voKLss —Don’t; I am ou, but I love another. 

Porry.— Charles! R 

Cuvesirs.~I wish to behave like an English gentleman, so I will 
compensate you by making you out a deed of gift of the farm you 
rent from me. 

Enter Branvon. 

Baanpor.—Mr. Chuckles, a will has been discovered, leaving every 
thing to your cousin Gresham. 

Onvexies.—Oh! ruined! 

Branvow.—Exactly. The will is here, and will be proved in a few 


I will not wait for that ceremony—I wouldn’t doubt 
your word for a moment. It is quite sufficient that you say that a 
will has been discovered, leaving everything to Gresham. Good 


. (<side).—Give me twenty thousand pounds, and I will 


“ 
oenats-2Oartalaly not. 
Enter Lavy Loewoop. 


Lavy Loo.—By-the-bye, Mr. Chuckles, of course yon will under- 
stand om as you are penniless, your e&gagement to Malvina is at 


an end 
Onvouizs.—Oh, certainly. It’s of no consequence. Good mee 
,. 


-—-----o 
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ACT III,—Gruvprop’s lodgings. Enter Racuet, 
Racue.,—TI have seen a young man, and I love him! 
Enter CHuck Es, very seedy, 


Cavextes.—-This is the young woman’s room. I love her and have 

taken the adjoining room that I may be near her, 
Enter Potty Grevitye, 

Potty.—Charley ! 

CuuckiEs.—Polly! you here? I treated you very badly. 

Potty.—Oh, never mind. Have some pie. (He eats some pie.) 

Cuvcxies —When [ was rich I gained your affections, and then 
threw them away that I might marry the wealthy Malvina. Now 
that I have only a shilling in the world, and as you are very com. 
fortably off, I should like to atone for the abominable manner, in which 
I treated you, by marrying you. 

Potty.—'l’o be sure. 

CuvcKkirs.—An English Gentleman could not do less. 

Po.tiy.—Impossible to do less. 


Enter Branpon and GRinDROD, carrying a huge trunk. 


~—_———- 





[ Frit, 


[Exeunt, 
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Branpon.—I am going to Australia; this is my luggage. I have | 


discovered a real will, leaving everything to Charley Chuckles. 
(Exit thot bold, bad man, 
Grrprop.—Let’s see what is in this huge trunk. (He opens it with 
a dinner knife, and discovers that it contains silver vases.) Ha! he has 
stolen these from Ravenhill! But how injudicious to carry them 
about loose in a trunk! 
Enter BRANDON. 
Scoundrel! (Seizes GrinpRop. 
Enter Cuartey CuHvuck.es. 
Cuvuckirs.—Hands off, you villain! (Struggles with Branxpon 
Real will drops from Branpon’s pocket. Cuvuck es picks it up, and see 
at a glance that it really is a genuine document, leaving everything to him. 


ACT IV.—Grusuam discovered, with Lavy Loawoop. 


Lapy Loo —Mr. Gresham, Malvina wants to marry yer. 
GaesHamM.—QOh; thank you. I'll think about it. 
[ Axvit Lavy Loawoop. 
Enter Potty GRevILue. 
Po.ty.—Mr, Gresham, please give us a new lease. 
GresuaM.—Certainly ; for I love you! Nay, pretty one, 'twere 
useless to resist! (Struggles with her.) 

Enter Cuanugy Cuucxuss, beautifully dressed. 
Cuvckies.—I love this lady! Don’t try to kiss her again. 
GresHaM.~-Why are you here P 
Cuvucxies.—I have found a real will, leaving the estate to me. The 

other was a forgery. 


Branpon.—Ha! They struggle.) 


Enter Lavy Loewoop. 


Lapy Loc.—Indeed? Then, Mr. Chuckles, if you please, my 
Malvina wants to marry you. 
Cuuckies.Can't; I m engaged. 
GresHaM.— But how will you prove that the first will was a forgery? 
Cuuckies.—Thus! 
Enter Racuzz. 


Racuet.—I forged it myself. I’m very sorry, and I won't do so 
any more. 

CuuckLes.—By what has happened you will learn that to trifle with 
the affections of a young girl, and to throw her over when a richer 
pee turns up, and to take her on again when the rich prize won't 

ve anything to say to you—to give up an estate when you find it 
ou find it is yours—are the 
entleman ! 


isn’t yours, and to take it again when 
elevating characteristics of An English 
Curtaln. 
Oursetves.—An unsatisfactory piece, with perplexing transitions 
from high comedy to transpontine melodrama. ‘Che second will is 
wholly unnecessary, as the proof that the first will was a forgery 
would suffice to vest the property in its original possessor. Chuckles 
is capitally played by Mr. SorueRNn, who has wisely refrained from 
spoiling his characterisation by the introduction of Dundrearyisms. 
& Rosgxix is a pretty and interesting actress, and is likely to be- 
come a great favourite. The other parts areso poor and so thoroughly 
conventional, that the actors who played them had no chance what- 
ever of distinguishing themselves. The scenery is all that could be 
desired, but the division of the scene of the lst and 2nd acts into two 
compartments is inartistic and wholly unnecessary. 








Keeping the Weather Eye Open. 


Tuz elements exercise a potent influence over horse-racing. 4 
thoroughly sound animal, one that loves to hear its feet rattle, will 
revel in a dry season ; on the other hand, a patched-up screw ofter 
wins, as a Cockney might say, by the aid of the Vet. 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 24th, 1871. 
MOMUS'S MODUS. 


H® winner will prove both well and strong, 


ee; 


This race he will, I am certain, be king of ; 


For—estimate, though the course is long, 
He is all but perfect, the victor I sing of. 
Were I but a member of some grand Co., 
Upon horses always its money laying, 
I'd go as “‘afur” as my bank would go, 
And count on the winner for my repaying, 
For I’m right in general, well I know, 
And if any one asks, ‘‘ Shall I risk a guinea ?' 
I'd cry, ‘“* What mean you by raving so ?— 
You rip, on dénouement ’twill pay—go, ninny!”’ 
It were infra dig. by grandiloquent phrase, 
As safe and infallible prophets to rate us, 
But you'll find we guessed rightly one of these days— 
Unless error misleads (and sin’s innate) us. 
If you lose, turn misanthrope, socialist, rad, 
And keep some distinguished or high peer cye on, 
Vow xoblesse oblige is a maxim bad, 
And say a republic's the thing to try on. 
But if you should win, a se)fisher man 
(And who before swine a pearl, pray, fling would ;) 
Most surely to pay for my system or plan 7 
A pretty round sum as an offering bring would. 
So tales your ehoice, for my tip is here ! 
If you only can hit on the proper line 
And follow it up, you will say it is clear 
There is not a tip that is straighter than mine! 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 
oR, 
SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 
Sroonru, XV. 

DERFUL, quite wonderful it 
is how peculiarly appropri- 
ate the 1871 manner of ab- 
breviating the Word “‘num- 
ber” is! People write 
number one thus, “ No 1,” 
and by Jingo they are 
quite right ; for they begin 
— very early in life — to 
think of number one, and 
soon get to think of—No 1 
else ! 


about ‘* The seat of War’! 
Ha, ha, you needn't go far 


f 


G WD y 
4 AIR to look for “the seat of 
We Cw, oie”’ for—it’s your arm 
WW 7- chair!’’ 
Wii “The Fool's Pairodice :”’ 
mae two sixes! (6) at the very 
Vj’) outside.) 


Many people go to four 
and five balls every night 
of the season: a party of 
the name of Legion, how- 
ever, says the interest is 
much more certain to be kept up if you only go to— —three. 

You know what “Caprain” pE Covurcy Norrotk Howarp DE 
Taser Smiru calls himself, don’t you? he calls himself a “ betting 
man:” we call him a — — well, cher ami, we won't be severe as he's 
a friend of yours. 

We would remind everybody, but especially those who are of good 
outside a horse, that — — Harnessty is the best policy! | 

One of the most agreeable cliques in all Society is—Cliquot ! 

Ow} Moosoo is bad French: ‘‘ Ay Mousseux”’ is very good! 

We don’t so much mind his “silence” and his want of sparkle 
when our friend is — — “ Mumm”’! 

Love is like “ Sillery :”’ with HER, all fiz and sparkle; withoug ‘er 


eeeee Silly ! 
Latest SportinG INTELLIGENCE. 

A telegram from our Special Commissioner informs us that all the 
poseable starters for ‘‘the great race’’ are on the spot; and that the 
eld will be an unusually big one. Midnight betting still points to 
Count Tovrnemonpke’s French bred mare “ Bottines’’ as first 
favourite; she is said to have something wrong with her heels, but 
ers seem pretty confident. Tus Eart op THompson’s 
“Butler” is spoken of as being a regular screw, and as having 





UN. 


ee ee ee 


We hear a great deal | 
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certainly something queer with one of his hocks, nevertheless any 
money you put on him, is taken freely, Mr. Rutrrer Rrivstr’s 
“‘ Burlesque” is said to look too cart-horsey and leggy and anything 
but very fit ; a “walk over’’ is what would suit her: as it is she'll 
probably break down. “Small Waist” is well spoken of ; her staying 
power is hinted at as being immense. Mr. F. UO. Cuerx’s “The 
Toady” may be safely backed to get a place. Lorp pe Jones's “* The 
Outlaw ’’ has been made the subject of keen inquiry, as some of the 
knowing ones pretend to think that if he gets a good start ho’ll never 
be caught. Mr. Day's colt “ Décolletée” has put her shoulder out. 
“Miss Lizhtsome”’ hus been scratched for all her engagements, 
“Lazarus” has been tremendously kicked by his stable companion 
“Dives,” and is quite horse de combat. Younger Son” is a showy 
animal, action perhaps a trifle too dishin’, but he looks a thorough 
bred ‘un, though rather thick about the head, but he's not got sinew 
enough to keep up with the cracks he's pitted against this journey. 
“The Vixen” cast a plate on arriving at her quarters; there was 
not much damage done, she’s sure to come to the scratch. Mr. Senex’s 
“Dowager ’’ is out of the betting. Viscount Swrn's “ Crinoline”’ 
looks in miserable condition, fearfully tucked up, ribs coming through 
her skin, over-trained. Prince Piccaper.t will be represented by 
“Grecian Bend:"’ she is rather too hollow-backed and over-knee'd 


| an animal to suit us, but is freely snpported at a good figure. 


As regards the match between Mr. Foracutime’s “ Shakespeare " 
(aged), and Mr, Brrrish Yourn’s “The Ballet,’ Shakespeare was 
nowhere, the mare, altho’ looking as stale as possible, won in the very 
commonest o’ canters. We, however, believe the whole thing was a put 
up affair, as “ Shakespeare '’ was too heavily weighted, whilst the Ballet 
carried next to nothing; we feel pretty confident that if the cld hoss 
had been properly handled and asked the question at the right 
moment, it would have been quite as hollow a thing the other way. 

A pot o? money changed hands over this event. The legs got it. 





THE HORSES. 


(By A Soxr or A Browntne.| 


Wuicn is the winner and which is the last ; 
And what are the odds if you're happy in spite of ‘em - 
Others may bet on the slow or the fast— 
It may be it’s wrong, and it may be it’s right of ’em. 
Out with your money, men! Put on the pace! 
And lay on the field or bid high on the favourite : 
Pity of pities you can’t see a race 
Without such a sauce of the devil's to flavour it. 
You, city clerk, with a hundred a year, 
Toiling a year for a hundred or thercabout ; 
Put on a fiver, and make it appear 
That money's a thing it is caddish to care about. 
Turfers and loafers and merry men all, 
Betting’s the thing, not an atom of doubt of it 
If into grief you should happen to fa! 
Basinghall-street is a thoroughfare out of it. 
I, like a stoic philosopher, smile— 
Watching the ways of erratic humanity, 
Watehing the strife that goes on all the while ;— 
Partly vexation and ul! of it vanity. 
Saddened and stern is the soul of the bard ;— 
Betting’s a snare, and the bard wil] have none of it,— 
Right, sir: I’mthere. Number Six on the card! 
Fifty to five, if it's just for the fun of it. 
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A ROMANCE OF THE RACE. 


1. Tomkins marries the rich heiress. 5. He summons a council. 9. And physic the favourite. 
10. Bat it does not seem to have the least effect. 


2. The disappointed suitor vows revenge. 6. They swear secrecy. ; d 
3. He meets Tomkins and dissembles. 7. And make a mixture. 1l. And the disappointed suitor flies in agony 8& 
4. He pastetes Tomkins to back the favourite for| 8. At the dead of night they seek a lonely stable. fear. 

millions. : 
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ROUGH ON RUFUS. 


Vesuvian Vendor :—“ Here yAr, Sir. Box o’ Licurts, Sir. 
PLECKSHUN, Sir!” 





OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


Sia Horzk Grant condemns Easter Monday Reviews. If our | 


volunteers sre to be deprived of their bloodless victories, at least let 
them have their (r)outing! — Genera, Tom Tuums arrived in 
Loudon. En route for Paris, we suppose. He's a bigger General than 
any they have there! — Recent illness of Kinc ov SwEDEN attributed 
by doctors to use of “hair restorer.’ We don't know about the 
restoration, but it nearly raised his heir—to the throne. = Dealer in 
old iron fined at Manchester for cruelty to horse. Mistook it for a 
rusty screw possibly. = Rich American leaves 100,000 dollars to his 
Sons on condition they won't wear moustaches. Pleasant for the young 
shavers! == Ingenious person proposes Lowe should tax grammar, i.e. 

yntax. The objection is that so few people employ it, that the 
Revenue would get nothing by the impost. 


; SreciAL Dersy NorEs. 

Blue veils in demand. Penny dolls active. | Derbyites Jooking up 
at schoolgirls at the windows in Clapham. = ‘Three-sticks-a-penny 
exhibit a downward tendency. = Bet—a wager. Bettor—the party 
who wagers. Best—the party who doesn’t wager. = Attention of 
Treasury called to the number of gentlemen going “in drag” to 
Epsom. = Hint to British snob. Though on a race-course you need 
not indulge in race-coarseness. = Derby maxim: Beware of the tip— 


and be prudent with the tipple. = Who's to win the Derby? It’s as 
ain as A. B. C. — that’s our tip! = Paganini. First fiddle? =| 


mden. The apple of (all) our eye? = “Sporting Opinion ’’— 
“1 wish I knew who's to win tke Derby.” 
Ne 


Hints for Backers. 


Tr you want good layers, try guinea fowls. 
hat are the odds, so long us you're rappy. 


8 if you haven't a rap. ae 
Don’t bet with Welshers. They exhibit a want of Principality. 


If ou have laid against the winner “ back” out of it! 
fact y is an oak like a Mark-lane magnate? Because its a-corn- 





They're very little 


Ie 








Reet Framers!” (seeing Rufus is coutempluous) “Suit yen com- 


[And the girls actually tittered. 


Smith to the Rescue ! 

On Friday next Mr. W. H. Smiru is going to try (and if consti- 
tuents look up their representatives properly he will succeed) to rescue 
from the gripe of the Government the land which the public (by a 
coal duty) has purchased along the foreshore where the Thames 
Embankment runs. ‘Open Spaces,” if you please, Messicurs the 


Liberal (?) Government, or expect no more support from 
Yours, at present, dubiously 
Fu. 





_— 


Answers to Correspondents. 





, We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are accoms 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for /oss.. 

GANDER.—Thanks for cutting. There is a discussion in ‘' Jottings’ of 
the Sportsman (6 May) as to the plural of “ tailor’s goose.”’ 

E. G. B.—Much obliged for the suggestion. 

R. (Londonderry).— Not bad for Derry, but won't do fur London. 

H. H. (Bux’on).—Thanks. 

S. D. D. (Clonmel).—The misprint of “ stamped ”’ for “ stumped ’’ gave 
it an apparently pereonal meaning. 

J. R. (Merthyr Tydtil).—A glance at ovr rule above will explain the 
non-return of the gketch. 

J. B. S. (Edinburgh).—No, thanks. 

W. L. G.—Thanks, but hardly suitable for comic purposes. 

Fra Diavo_o.—HBis Satenic Majesty, it has been stated, ‘is a gentle- 
map,’’ not such an ill- bred Diavolo, that be cannot point out apy objection 
be has, without becoming vu'garly—but at the same time erafely, because 
anonymeusly—abusive. Consider your nose pulled! 

Declined with thanks :—Cas; C., Bruns wick- square; B., Francis-street ; 
C., Darlington; E. 8., Oxford-street; H.S. C., Slodne-street; E. L.: P., 
Wanstead ; Reg; S., Blackheath; J. W., Royal Terrace; B. P. S., Hyd 
qark; F. G. T., Walibrook; H. J., Liverpool-road; G. H. L., Dalstcn ; 
R.8., Liverpool ; Far-fetched; J. R., Chicago; H. A. W., Highgute- 
road; Sponge; Pcddy; B., Liverpool; Borrowed Charms, Glasgow ; 
W.A.M.; Jd. B., Kingsland; F. P. T.; Welsher; J. P. C.; Coopety; An 
Abnormal Ass; F. F. W.; Curio; B. B., Liverpool; 8., Leeds; broms- 
grove; Mealy Tatur; Theodore; 8, L., Islington. 
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DIFFERING IN TO-TOE. 


Enthusiastic Sporting Youth—* Bravo! Hurran! Kine or THe Forsst.’’ 
His pear old Vnel-, also enthusiastic.—“ King or THE ForgsT BR HANGED, Sir, You’RE ON MY TOES.” 
















me em ae =. 








| Racing Intelligence. 
CHATS ON THE MAGS. _ Somenopy asks us for the pedigree of one of the Derby fillies— 
MAY. | Pearl. We don’t know who is mother of Pearl—and we don’t know 


Dark Blue has doubled the number of its pictures this month, and is | farther of Pearl. But we have heard something about Cleo-pater-a 
altogether areaduble number. The best thing in it is “ Jackson of | #24 8 pearl, but are not cleo on the subject. 
Paul's" by pleasant Mx. Henry Kinostesy. Mr. Catrverver’s “ On | 
the Beach” is nest and humorous, and Mr. HvcHes on American | The Derby Day-sy, 
Colleges is instructive as well as interesting, The “song” of Mr.’ Owegof theill weeds observable on the turf of Epsom Downs, on the 
Sraacuan is hartly worthy of the mugazine. What does he mean by | 24th, will be not ‘‘ modest’ although it’s ‘‘tipt’’ a good deal. It is 





“the peney’s yellow quill?” _ known as the Derby Day-liar. 
Cook's Ereursionist is full of interest to those who are about to 
“trip"’—as poor humanity is apt to do. We learn that the sham | Vy-vat Wrecks ! 


generosity of Government in postal matters, which, while giving us Tue gentleman who wakes on the 25th to find himself a wreck may 
halfpenny stamps and penny money orders, incrra-ed book and paper | be fitly described as Derby Day-bris. 
postage and raised the charges for transmitting money, has done us 4 | 
nation»] injury by doubling and trebling the postage of this universal 
tourist's guide and adviser. 

The Retangulur Review is decidedly improving, and includes some 


Lowe in the Betting. 
Tuenz is not the least truth in the rumour that, in consequence of | 
, ; the entreaties of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, Phosphorus has been 
clever articles, foremost among which comes “ The Devil's Sermon,” 


will be kept back f tches. 
in verse. An essay on the origin of the Alphabet will well repay one, Fae no = 
careful perusal. | io | 
We have also received The Illustrated Review (with a good portrait; We shall not back the Zephyr colt! Mr. Mirror who could see as 
of Dean Sranuey), The Gardener's Magazine, Le Follet, The Young | far ahead as most blind men or Derby prophets declared in L’ Allegro 
Lady's Journal, Golden Hours, The Life-Boat, Cope’s Tobacco Plant. | that the offspring of Zephyr had for a dam Aurora! 














MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Oo. (Limited),37, Con- MR. STREETER. successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 
duit-street, le«ding from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 


Conduit-street are of the best London make. watches and clocks. 
EIGH(EEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from $3. GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £38 8s. 
E'IGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from $5. GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WALCHES, from £16. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAL GOLD BROUCHES from £2. CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMA!DS’ LOCKETS from £1. CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, and 
Ma. Sruseren, 37, Conduit-at., W., introducer of 18-cvarat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Ma. Stareter, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 
lery, machine made, [llustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free fortwo stamps | 











See sSSesensnnssessssussssnnensssssssseshsssssesiensastsnsssisnsesemeteeeeennecesesnecee-, 
FUN. | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 221. 


Wuatever the name 
aay Sarissury claim, 
s the only proper way ; 
All Bank clerks fin ' 
Approve the Bill | 
That gives a holiday. 


1. When wild in woods the noble savage ran, 
He as a humble architect began, 
But his designs, I freely own, are not 
The style of thing that I should call a cot. 


2. My dearest friend, | 
If you intend 
To study anthroposophy ; 
You'll find there are 
More things by far 
Than come in your philosophy. 


3. “ When you have caught,” said Mrs. Guasse— 
Well, there! we'll let the matter pass ; 
But when belligerents cross the border 
Of neutrals, “Inland ”’ is the order. 


4. I love good beer, ’tis English cheer,— | 
What Briton loves it not ? 

But, good mine host, I like it most, 

When it foams in a big quart pot! | 


5. A sham and a flam, 
As a marble I am, 
But how few who inspect me discover the bam ! 


6. You'll learn, if KrncstEy’s verse you scan, 
The way this princess trod— 
‘* She was not good enough for man, 
And so was given to God.” 


7. The Bayeux Tapestry, telling the truth, 
’*Mid other strange things discloses 

That, clad in armour, the Norman youth 

With safety might follow their noses. 


eee 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 2:9.—Hawthorn Blossoms: 


Hobnob, Alcohol, Woo, Trellis, Hippocampus, Orlando, Mawworm :—“ MIGHT ONE ENQUIRE WHAT I8 PROCREDING WITHIN THOSB 
Rostrum, Notches. DooRs.”’ 
tate -rw’? wor > 7 ” 
Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 219, RECEIVED May 24th.— Dogberry ; TRYIN’ YOUR PORE FELLER CREETURS. 
Peg; Bronze; Killjoy, Graball and Co; Weary Toxopholites ; Maw worm :—“ My PORE FELLER CREETURS? How DOsT THOU MBAN, MY 
Ruby’s Ghost; J. P. sl. hardly deserves a place on accountofa.| PRIEND?” 
stupid mis-correction that ‘‘ Rostrum should be rostra.” re Dogberr y :-—“ Wry Theevs, Sin! Theevs! 








IMPORTANT SPORTING NOTE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
ee Dear Sir,—Perhaps you have heard n the course of your life 


‘Good wine needs no bush.”’ 
Therefore I can rest content with the statement that of the THREE 
placed horses in the Derby I selected first and second (see previous 


number). 


I should also like you to understand that I alone am entitled to sign 
myself AUGSPUR. | 


P.S.— And that all imitations are spurious. 








Passing Strange, if True. 

A Book called Glimpses of a Brighter Land is professedly a collection 
of spiritual communications “ written through the passive hand” of 
the editress. “‘ Passive’’ cannot be used here in the ordinary sense, for 
& passive hand could not be capable of the mechanical act of writing. | 

t means “pass-ive’’ in the conjuring sense of “ passing” things 
without being seen doing so. 
' 


Race-cality. 
Tue South London Press says | 
‘ Tue Lord Chief Justice of England holds that a horse race is not a game of 


We fear there is some reason for supposing that a race is often made a | 
certainty by people who join “in the game they do not understand” | 
With all the innocence of the ‘‘ Heathen Chinee.” At the same time | 
We can’t see what right the Lord Chief Justice has to decide on | 


Chance-ery matters. 
Wuar's tue Srraicut Tur.— Well, that’s the point! 


A DERBY DITTY. 


I won—well, yes! I own, I won 
A fiver at a bolt; 

For, taking the advice of Fun 
I backed the Zephyr colt. 


I met a friend who in a sweep 
Had made the same horse his; 

So—the connection up to keep— 
I stood a little fizz. 


And then I met a friend, who'd lost, 
Whose countenance was darkling, 
To cheer him up—confound the cost— 

I stood a little sparkling. 


I met another—“ I,” he cried, 
Advised you that to stand!” 

And so I had to stand, beside, 
A little—CLicavor’s brand! 


And still they came—ard still the cry 
Was “Come, as you have won, 
You ought to bea bottle!”’ I, 
Of course, replied with “ Done!” 
And so a festive time we passed 
In honour of my luck. 
But I, next morning, saw at last 
How badly I'd been stuck. 


Beside the fiver I had won, 
Another five went spinning 

In standing “‘ Cham ’’—and come now, Frwy, 
That scarcely looks like winning! 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, May 31st, 1871. 
| THE RED RAT. 


Paris loquitur. 


It seems very hard to determine 
! The cost of these terrible vermin— 
Such wide desolation around— 
My palaces burnt to the ground— 
My name made a mere idle sound— 
And all for these pitiful vermin! 


' 
Shoot them, and crush them, and slay them, 
As they did all—who, would gainsay them,— 
Fling them to rot in the gutter— 
Let their destruction be utter— 
Heed not the idiots who mutter— 
Shoot them, and crush them, and slay them, 





We dig, and strive, and toil, 
Through the burden and heat of the day. 
We wring our crops from the stubborn soil, 
And Gicer hard away. 
’To sit, 'tis not our hap 
"Neath our figtree and our vine ; 
To eat the fruit that falls in our lap, 
Or press the grape to wine. 
From weary year to year 
We sorely are bested 
To earn our share of meanest cheer— 
Our simple daily bread. 
No store 4 We, _ by 
Against day of rain, 
But from hand to mouth until we die 
hard-earned meal we gain: 
And when in the furrow we drop, 
’Tis there they dig us a bed, 
And our son takes the spade (for he must not stop}, 
And Inbours-in our stead. 


And so when the Lowe-cust comes, 
And rifles our scanty field, 
He devours the whole, and leaves no crumbs 
Of the little our harvests yield. 
To cellar and er and store 
Can our wealthy neighbours turn :— 
But ours is but daily food—no more— 
And ’tis bitter hard to earn. 
But the Lowg-cust little heeds, 
For our crops we can't defend ; 
And he feasts, at his ease, as long as he needs, 





| THE LOWE-CUST TRIBE. 
A Till the scant crop comes to an end, 
e But the Lowe-cust might well beware 
: For we know what has history said— 
E And like the ancients, in our despair, 
. May make the Lowe-cust cas ¢ 
And when the elections come round 
} He may find us, workers grim, 
Whom ie gobbled = in contempt profound, 


Preparing to gobble up him ! 





It is needless'to say that our Derby Tip was as usual correct,“and 
that therefore thewine ones who followed our lead may say mi the 


Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by the son of— Zephyr. 
Or in the words of Horace :— 
~ Solvitur acris hyems grata vice veris et Favont. 
“The Modus of Momus’”’ contained these remarkable lines, in which 
the inverted commas must have told the initiated our straight tip :— 


Were I the son of some grand Co. 
Upon horses always its money laying, 
Td goes.taten” gang beak wold oc 


And count on the winner for my repaying. 

Those who did “go a Zephyr” as their banks would have 
realized sums the immensity of which we can only guess from the 
number of hampers of bank-notes forwarded to us by fortunate 
followers of our vaticinations. 

Nor was our artistic hieroglyphic less clear. 

On the van is seen a monogram of the initials of the Ze hyr Colt, 
followed an sllegorical figure meaning that the animal is “ first 
fiddle.’’-- More remarkably still, Albert Victor is given next, and so is 
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King of the Forest, but as these two ran a dead heat of course only | 


the former is visible to the spectator. ‘The fore-finger of the standing 
swell, beyond the juggler, points directly with its tip to our tip. 

The first of the three horses represented at the top of the picture, 
as passing the grand stand is also the Zephyr Colt, but our artist having 


gone to take a sitting of the animal, to ensure a likeness, became im. | 
pressed with the idea ( due to the Good Champagne of a Baron who | 


shall be nameless ) that G. C. stood for Zephyr Colt. This was seen 
and corrected in subsequent editions. 

[ When we have time we shall issue a special number containing 
the names of the gallant sportsmen, who have forwarded odd thousands 
as percentage on their winnings through our means, At present our 
time as well as our space is occupied } 


OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 


ALDERSHOT magistrates send children of eight to prison for two 
months with hard labour for looking for bullets at the rifle-butts. 
Their sympathy apparently is entirely with the lead! = Mirs 
Burpett-Covutts is to be raised to the Peerage. Happy result of 
being good and wealthy. = The Versaillists have entered Paris. The 
Commune wishes itself well out of it! — Great dissatisfaction about 
the American Treaty. Our Commissioners “‘came down’”’ like the 
coon, and we consequently shall have to “‘ come down’”’ too, to a pretty 
tune ! = Holidays Bill passed, giving a lot of general holidays to banks 
and offices. Intense joy of clerks, who hitherto in respect of holiday 
have “taken it short.” = Commune have pulled down the Vendome 
Column. Having come to the end of the column, should turn over a 
new leaf. = Henri Rocurort captured. Query d la Lanterne ? = 
Discussion at Victoria Society on the Woman’s Rights Question. 
Mrs. THATCHER on hen-doctors. A THATCHER of course advocates the 
cause of those who have “a tile off.”” = The French, following the 
example of the Dutch in the case of Holland, have taken Paris. = The 
Insurgent leaders tried to escape. Circumstances in the shape of 
the Prussians prevented them. = ‘The Federal Vandals have burnt the 
public buildings. They were the people who howled at an enemy, 
whose stray shells did trifling damages! — We beg to suggest to 
Turers that he should serve the Commune as the Commune treated 
the public buildings. The burning might be carried on under the 
management of Messrs. CHARLES READE and Tom Taytor. = Zephyr 
Colt, named Favonius for the occasion, won the Derby. In spite of 
this favouring gale the next two horses had a dead heat. = The pale 
Echo of Wednesday last contained an essay on “ Light Printing ’— 
with illustrations! = American Embassy in Paris attacked. And yet 
these Frenchmen must have heard of the Alabama claims! , 


SPLITTING THE DIFFERENCE. 


Accept, love, the suitor who kneels at your feet, 
And henceforth into one our two lives shall be knit ; 
All the pleasure we'll share, and Life’s cup we will treat 
Like a soda that’s split. 


When sorrow afflicts, and you find not relief, 
And whene’er of the blues I’ve an obstinate fit, 
We'll pour forth to each other our care and our grief, 
Like a soda that’s split. 


And when brighter fancies your moments employ, 
And mirth bids the blues, that so harassed me, flit ; 
We'll together the sparkle of pleasure enjoy, 
Like a soda that’s split. 


But supposing—and, dearest, such things have been known,— 
That we fight and don’t care for each other a bit ; 

Why then we can each have a glass of our own, 
Like the soda that’s split. 


We shall then go to law as a matter of course, 
And the lawyers on each side will issue a writ, 
And Pgnzancz shall between us apportion divorce, 

Like a soda that’s split. 


Cannibalistic ! 

Tux following astounding announcement recently appeared in the 
South London Press :— | 

OR SALE.—For the Derby, Pie-nic Parties, Country Excursions, &c.—A gent.€- 

man wishes to sell a light and neat VAN. holding eight adults, fitted with re- 
movable iron stanchions, awning curtains, &c. Price £10.— Apply &c. 

That a gentleman should be found who wishes to sell, for the small 
snm of £10, a van-load of adults is bad enough. That he should have 
the unblushing effrontery to proclaim his wish to the world, is morti- 
fying to the whole human race; but when he supplements that 
effrontery by offering his adults for sale to “ pic-nic parties,” the sug- 
gestion Secunes most horrible! The hideous nature of the whole 
affair is still further shown by the statement that the adults are fitted 


with “removeable iron stanchions.” Why did not the gentleman 


say “‘skewers’’ at once ? 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


The “range Tree and the Humble Bee, lately produced at the Vaude- 
ville Theatre is one of the best burlesques ever presented to the public, 
and on its first night this same public seemed fully to appreciate the 
many excellences provided for them by Mr. Byron. Being the most 
favourable specimen of this style of composition which has been seen 
for years, and following immediately as it does the perhaps worst 
burlesque that was ever put upon the stage of a London playhouse, 
there is little wonder that the audience were exuberant in their 
applause and tumultuous in their demands for repetition. Little as we 
like burlesques—and indeed we would, as a rule, be much rather absent 
from than present at their performance—we must admit having been 
agreeably disappointed by The Urange Tree, and must congratulate its 
author on his many neat, happy, and often witty allusions to current 
events. Now and then, however, an ancient Joseph obtrudes itself 
and is hailed with delight by old friends in the gallery. The acting 
is as a rule excellent, Mrss Natry Power (who never fails to be lady- 
like) and Messrs. James, THorne, and Fenton being worthy of special 
commendation. 


Brain and Braying. 

Tre Medical Times makes this rather startling statement :— 

Tasers is no nation where madness is so rare as in Turkey, where the people of 
all others ‘think the least. In Franee, Germany, and Kngland—countries more 
distinguished for intellectual activity—the number of suicides is greater than in any 
other countries. 

We know a great many people who ought not to think, because it only 
confuses'them ; but we were not prepared for so flat a contradiction of 
the lines— 

Evil is wrought 

By want of thought! 
But if thinking and intellectual activity are such injurious things to 
indulge in, one cannot but feel that the cleverer a man is the bigger 
fool he is. The Meatcal Times’s argument strictly carried out would 
amount ‘to this; that man is gtven brains only in order that he 
may blow them out. How happy the fools ought to be—and what a lot 
of happy people there must be in the world! 


The Long and Short of it! 


In the report of a temperance lecture delivered at Liverpool by an 
ex-pugilist, CHances Bent by name, a local journal has created a phrase, 
of which the want has long been felt, and which enriches our language 


immensely. 


Mr. Seott Anderson, who presided, having briefly explained the object of the | 


gathering, Mr. Bent brictly addressed the audience at some length, and was 
listened to with marked attention. 

For along time—but especially since the formation of the London 
School Board—the reporters have hungered for some expression, ex- 
haustive, picturesque and terse, t» describe the operation so graphically 
hit-off by the words “ briefly addressed the audience at some lengta.”’ 


A Hoer-ror. 
“Ey love,” sdid Mars. Praramop to her neice at the Academy the 
other day,“ what is that picture ihere—No. 191?” ‘Oh, that,” said 


the niece, referring to the catalogue, “is Mosrs, with Aaxon and Hur 
ing his hanitle!” “ Lawk a-daisy,” said Mrs. P., “ Aanon and 


Her, why I should have thougtt they were both men. Which 4s - 


Her?” The niece gave it up. 


Won tali Auk-silio. 
Amonce the live creatures exhibited at the International the most 


uétable examples are probably the numerous specimens of the Puffin’s, 
contributed by H. Coin, C.B. A reference to the official catalogue will 


reveal Sheir whereabouts at a glance. 


0h, Whirr! and Oh, Whirr! _— 

2 — Pe.uerr, who scorns pone ages mere ina park, is 
ep oe wo the prospect of sport in the Autumn ; opening 

&@ bottle of champagne the other day, he exclaimed—“ There goes a 
Cork-fiz-zant!”’ 





Statue quo. a 
Ir is evident that the Emperor of Germany has not visited London 
for nothing! 


The Emperor William has decided not to allow the erection of any statue of 
lf during his lifetime. 





A Poser for the U. K. A. 
_. Tue perversity of man is something ap 

“crack” a bottle of wine, but a sobering 8 
positively “ split.” 


ing; he is content to 
4 or seltzer he will 


‘“HOW D’YE DO?” AND ‘GOOD BYE!’ 


Ix our mere little queer little dream of a life 
It’s a fact universally known 
That, through hurries and worries and struggle and strife, 
We can scarce call a minute onr own. 
If one fortunate hour brings a pleasure'to ‘birth 
In the next it may fade and may die ; 
So the most we can do for all joys upon earth 
Is to say “How d'ye do?” and ““Gooll hye!” 


‘In the springtime of life, as a general 
We were all of us good little — 

Very fond of our lessons at home or at schodl, 
And a deal above toffee or toys. 

But the season of spring, like a volatile thing, 
Was too ready to leave us and fly :— 

We had barely the leisure before it took wing 
Just to say “ How d'ye do?” and “ Good bye!” 


‘When we came to our summer—the pride of our youth— 
We were lovers, of course, in our teens ;— 

And we swore to our constancy, swore to our truth, 
Before knowing what constancy means. 

Tf we now and then uttered a falsehood or two— 
( As we did, without quite knowing why )— 

Pray remember that all of our summer we knew 
Was to say “ How d’ye do?” and “ Good bye!” 


In the autumn of life, when the leaf's getti 
And is ready to drop from the tree ; _ 

‘We have time to reflect that the winter is near, 
And reflect what the winter may be. 

Tf we chance, when our season has come to the last, 
To look back with a lingering eye— 

We shall find that the most that we knew of the 
Was to say “ How dye do?”’ and “Good bye!” 


——e 


Hard Drinking. 


WE presume the Americans are the inventors of the latest novelty— 
| solidified beer. 
Ir is lager concentrated the way they doit to milk, so that the amount you ean 
| hold on the point of a knife will make you drunk cleanthrough. A mancan carry 

enough of it in his vest pocket to ruin u temperance seciety. 

| We have Stone Ales in England, but that stone is of a pour-ous nature, 
whereas this new style of beer will enable one to carry one’s cellar 
about with one instead of merely carryir.5 the key. Besides a man 
who consumed the article in this form could not be accused of drinking 
too much, nor, for that matter, as far as we can see, could its vendors 
be proceeded against for selling intoxicating liquors. We should like 
to see the article. The inventor may send us a lump, about ‘the size of 
a piece of chalk—Shakespeare's Cliff, for preference. 


Wanted, a Nightingale’s Protection Bil. 


Prow1ine vagabonds are constantly to be found in the favourite 
haunts of the nightingale, trapping that welcome visitor with the 
meal-worm ; her last meal! Philomel pines and dies in confinement, 
this is a poor return for the dulcet strains she so Jenny-reusly Linds 
us, 


*’Air Soupgon. 
WE read in the Family Herald that 
Air is a dish which one feeds on every minute ; therefore it ought always to be 


fresh. 
Is one to go without one’s air, then, if the wind happens to be mather 
high F 





Playing ’Possum. 
Ts gunboat Opossum has just captured a piratical junk at Mirsbay. 
We hope the brave Possums lost no time in converting the dapamese 
pirates into tie-’coons, with knots under their left ears. 





Hot i’ the Mouth. 
Tae Dvoxe or SuTHERLAND is building a Palace at Cairo. Of course 
it will be for a winter residence only. In summer the intense heat 
converts Cairo into devil-me-Cairo, to speak culinarily. 





An O’er Trout Tale. 


Friyrisuers closely copying Nature should bear in mind the 
ephemeral character of insect life,—to this end we offer two words of 


advice— Time flies ! 
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“A DEVOURING ANIMAL, WHICH EATS-UP ALL THE HARDLY-RAISED CROPS OF THE INDUSTRIOUS. 


Vide Natural History. 
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A LETTER ABOUT DITCHLAND. 
Fort William, May 18, 1871. 


Y DEAR SANDIE,— 
Here I am, thank 
goodness and a kind 
Providence, back once 
more in a Christian 
country, and in the 
best of countries— 
the Highlands. But 
I must tell you my 
adventures as I pro- 


mised to do, more 
especially as Jonn 
M’Donatp,  Blar- 


more, is going South, 
and has promised to 
take this letter and 
skitche of my travels 


have you of it but 
that Dr. M’Intyrre 
sent me away for a 
cure ; and he told my 
son DonaLtp—who is 
a ’cute lad and of 
oonderstanding, hav- 
ing been two years 
with hisuncle—that’s 
my wife’s brither—at 
Oban, and knows the 
world wel/—all I should do, and where I should go, and Mr. 
Peter M’Doveat1, the schoolmaister, put him up to the place 
we were to go to. So we sailed from Leith, and I thocht we 
were going to England; but we came to a far-away place some- 
where or other. It was very flatt, but fine grazin’, and fairish coos, 
but all fill of ditches, and they call it Ditchland, very naturally. Some 
of these ditches they called canals—but och, och! not like the Caledo- 
nian! No! and sich vesshals. I wad like to see one at the Dorus 
More, or even Corran, wi’ a North win’—it wad be fine! Donatp said 
the people spoke a kind of Gaelic ; but I did not make*it oot. Perhaps 
it was North Country Gaelic. Howsoever, they were very ceevil. 
Weel, we saw a fine Bill, painted by ane o’ the name 0’ 
Porter, I think—a frien’, I think, o’ Porter, the tacksman of 
Ballymanach. It was a Shorthorn, about 3 year old, but not equal, 
especially in the hair and hochs, to one of the Lochiels bred from a 
Colonsay bill and a heifer of Corrychoil’s. 

But we left that place, and came to a toon called Vice Bad’un,—weel 
called! for it was bad, very bad indeed! Dona.p brocht me to a doctor 
who spoke English, and this was a great Convenience to myself. Efter 
asking all aboot me, he told me the drink wadcure me. Hech, thinks 
I, if that wad do it I need not have left Fort William. ‘“* How mich will 
I take?” says I. “Two timblers,’”’ says he, “ before breakfast, and 
two after dinner.” ‘“ Oot toot,” says I, ‘ that’s a leeberal allowance.” 
“‘Very moderate,’ says he. ‘Oo, no doot,” says I, “for Fort 
William !—and even for myself; but I am quite willin’ to de moderate, 
and pit myself aboot to git all richt before F'a’kirk in October.” “ We 
will increase the allooance, by and by,” he said, “ when you git ac- 
customed to it.” ‘Thank you, sir,’ says I. But I laughed in my 
stomach, although I did not let on, when I saw he thought I had not 
been accustomed to it! “But,” says J, “ Doctor, I am accustomed to 
have my drink with hot watter, well boiled too—for if the watter is 
not beiled—’”’ ‘Oh!’ says he, “keep your mind easy on that score, 
for it’s always boiling here, and has to be cooled.’ “ Always boil- 
ing!” says I; “ay, ay! is it indeed! 
you must have! And do you burn peat or coal?’ He laughed, and 
said, “It comes from the middle of the earth, and is boiled doon 
below.” “Doon below !—is that a fac’ #’’ and I began to be feared. 
It did not look well, thocht I, that the toddy should come from 
such a place. It looked as if drinkin’ toddy was a sin—Jist what 
JOBN ARBUCKLE, the teetotlar from Inverness, said it was at a 
meeting. So I axed if there was ony smell of sulphur aboot it? 
He said, “None at all.” That was a comfort; and then I thocht 
to mysel’ that ony ane that was bad himself wad not give drink 
ta mak’ people well, and I had mair comfort still; then I axed, 
“Hoo will get the drink?” Bring,” says he, “your own 
timbler with you—buy one-—and just go to a house I will show you 
and pit it on the coonter, and they will fill it.” ‘That's. easy, 
says I; “and what’s to pay*” “Nothing,” says he. “Thats 

mt,” says I. ‘*The King pays for all,” says he. ‘ Bless His 
Maj ”’ says I; “and must I take sugar wi’ me *”’ says I, “It's not 
needed,” says he. Thinks I, that’s the best Change Hoose I ever 


heerd of. 
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like this before 


have warned peo rby—Gen 
Générale has been beaten over and over again in Paris. 


not in the Oaks. P 





Now all this time my son Donatp was ootside o' the room, for 


T wanted to speak to the Doctor alone, and I did not want Donatp 
to know, you see, 
drink, I never let on to Donan, in case he micht begin too, and he is 
too young a lad, altogether, for a boose. So 
went to the Change Hoose, and saw a wheen folk, ay, and women 
too—oh! that’s a bad thing!- ; 
timbler, and it was filled; but when I tasted I saw the man was 
cheating me and the King, and hadna pit in the whuskey; so I com- 
plained and said, “ Not grog !”’ ‘ 
pointed to another hoose.with “ Restoration "’ over the door. 
hoo! my lad,” says I, ‘‘that’s it, is it!’ 
hoose with my timbler, and cries out ‘* Grog!” 
by and bye cam with a fine timbler of nice 


what I was to do. So when I learned aboot the 


roing in to drink. 


early next morning I | 
I pit down my | 


says he, and he 
* Hoo! 
So I went to the other 
A very decent lad 
grog made of rum. 
I drank it, and says I to myself, ** Two timblers 
breakfast and two after dinner. This teud/ do 
faith!’’ Weel, after I got my second I was going away, when 
the lad gripped me, and said, “You pay!" “Day!” says I; 
“no !—King pays,’ and I wadnagive one farding. So he looked angry, 
and I looked angry, and gripped my oakstick, and says I, “1 am 
a Hielandman, and my name is Camin1, and my mother was a 
Cameron, of the Lochiels —I will fecht 100 of you Frenchmen!” 
Then a crowd gathered, and a polisman cam’, and [ eried loud for 
Dr, -- but I could not remember his name. They were taking 
me to jail, when who sud come in but DonaLp, who was searching for 
1 told him the story, and like a fool he paid the money, and then 
he told me where the real drink was; but when I tasted it, it was like 
boiled soda, with saltpetre mixed. I threw the timbler doon, and next 
day I insisted on going home, in spite of all Donaup could say. So 
here I am once more, with the real drink, which I take in moderation, 
only one timbler more than the four which the Popish doctor allooed, 
just for a nightcap; and I tell you, stanin’ where I'm stanin’ noo, 
that I will always keep to my ain countrie efter this, to our ain 
whuskey, our ain watter, and above all, to our ain religion. So, 
Sanpie, that is my story; and now I will drink a good glass to your 
health, and another to the confoondatiom of all Papists and French- 
water! Write me a letter, addressed te Lona Joun’s Distillery, Fort 
William. Joun CaMILL. 
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The Locus in Quo. | 
Wetsuers, who by their plausible manners and oders of liberal 





odds envelop the too-confiding backer in a deceptive mist, must surely 
bail from G/amour-ganshire. 





From Generals to Particulars. 


T r’s one horse, which recent events on the continent should 
a ple from backing for the Derby—Général. Of late the 


A-Corn-tradiction. 
Tus oak is the king of the forest. But the King of the Forest was 








Morro ror A WINNER or “THE BRass; Derby and Jauve. 
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SMITH AND THE CABBY. 


DepicaTep TO Mr. Brvce. 


1, Smith, a m‘id and inoffensive 
short-sighted young swell, 





4. How much shall I give you? Anything 5. Here isa penny 6. 
7 like, sir. Well, then, here is foryoumy good Discovers 
lf-a-crown. man. 4 mis- 
take. 





10, But horror, in his flurry andag'- 
tation he has given the cabman 
the bad half-crown that to prevent 
mistakes he had carefully put in 
his waistcoat pocket. 


9. Arrived at last, Smith pays the 
right man and receives one 
shilling change. 








Bah! 


Psruaprs this Lewy es ty will cure some of the silly women who wear 
pune of bought hair, bigger if not more brainless than their 


In a recent afticle upon the trade in human hair, it is stated that a patert has 
recently been taken out for converting goat’s hair into hair for ladies’ use ; and that 
the ex t is so successful as to render it almost impossible to distinguish the 
real article from the iuitation. 


There will be some reason now for describing these bearded barbarisms 


chin-gnons—even goats’ chin-gnons. 





7. Smith takes precautions in return- 
ing by taking a hansom and see- 
ing the driver. 


11. He rushes back to find the cabman, but he is off with the 


8. After a calm and peaceful journey, 


12. Smith looks at his 
change. Alas, the 
shilling was bad as 
his own half-crown. 


speed of lightning. 


: A Failure. . 

The Albert Hall was yuneety built in the interests of music, 
chiefly among the arts. Itis rather disappointing under these circum- 
stances that not only is it impossible to hear music in it, but the 
atmosphere of the place affects the composers. It is a remarkable fact 
that the Commissioners don’t know how to spell the name of the 
composer of the Creation! What would be done to the man who 
wrote down Coat, C.B., instead of writing him down what he is? 


Tus MeTAaLuician’s First RequinEMENT.—Brass. 
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SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS: 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER, 
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Tr's. all very well talking about “the pale of Society,” and so on, 
but pretty much the same little game, Beggar my Neighbour, goes on 
bothnsides of it. The ci-devant agricultural labourer, Private Spapr, 
fast son cour to Miss Heart, the prosperous milk-person, simply with 


an eye to her pocket, precisely as old Antineron Boopizs goes in for | 


the “ Widow's Lozenge,” when it’s a diamond one. 

I#sall very well saying “call a spade a spide and have done with 
it,” but that won’t do in Society ; Boch! not at all; why hang it, if 
we were not all, all, ALL, the most utter hypocrites the world would 
be simply unbearable. Fancy if one did live in a “‘ Palace of Truth” 
the atrocities one would be constantly hearing; the wind would then 
soon become very ill-tempered to the shorn lamb, and no mistake. 
Imagine telling people your real opinion of them, and St. Jingo! only 
imagine getting their real opinion of you; what a lot of knocking 
down we should all have to goin for; what a lot of black eyes and 
sanguineous noses there ’d be in Society's drawing rooms ; and the eye- 


inters (we don’t mean bella-donnafying ladies, but men whose | 


usiness it is to paint out a black eye) what a trade they would drive. 
Fancy saying to some Hyde Park Gardens Croesus: “‘ Well you utter 
cad, you don’t look half washed, you're the utterest idiot I ever met, 
and you haven’t one single spark of good breeding or agreeableness 
about you, suT—you've got a jolly lot of money and with it have bought 
Society’s only-to-se-bought smile, therefore I smile too, and you've got 
& dooced good tap of claret, or something curious in sherry, and smoke 


first rate baccies, and have also bought a most charming girl for a — 


wife, and your house is in other ways well furnished, so I'm going to 


be civil to you, and mean to make use of you, and get all I can out of | 


you!” Fancy this, or telling women about their pinchings-in, and 
paddings-out, and of their (most patent to the nearest sighted men) 
blacks and whites and reds on their faces! Only imagine it! But yet, 
don’t you know, it’s what would be said, and uncommonly often too, 
if Truth only did come out of her well, and the fine old crusted Con- 
ventionalisms of Society went into it in her place! No, no, don’t 
any account, let us call a spade a spade, let’s all call him a club 
gentleman, and try and make him suppose we think him one: much 
more comfortable. ; 
Many a man who is put up for ‘‘a club” gets it; 


© 
© ©@ 
al 


> a 





e it quite 


Ahem! three black balls! and rely upon it that—to make if quite 
ect— some mauvaise langue, some kind friend, will most certainly 
aft found only too ready, and willing, to supply the little black tail | 
ards ! a 
Life is just like a game of pool—we're all against each other, 


I 


————— 








on | 


try to get safe, all look for the pocket, all think of number one, and 
so long as we're not sold ourselves we don't mind who is. In pool we 
are rather glad to put a man tm ; in life we don't much care if we put 
him out. In pool we do our best to cut a man + tho’ it kill him; in 
life we do our very best to — — cut him ow¢ tho’ it break his heart ! 
It’s a good thing, it’s a c pital thing, being ‘*on your own hook.” 
always provided, dear boy, that your hook is not “ straightened ” by 
*‘circumstances !”’ : ? 

If you are a rake,—save your hay! 

Let other people make a fool of you if they can, and you like it, but 
don’t don’t, — — sarethem thetrouble: don't make a fool of yourself , 
and for this very ample reason, if for no other, that you only so very 
much delight your ill wishers if you—do ’ for pray remember this 
whilst ‘‘ going the pace,” O anserine assinine speciman, that ‘tis of 
the wild oats which you sow, other people—mike ‘a harvest"! 





An In-White-ation. 
On a recent occasion Mr. Wurrs, M.P. for Brighton, observed in 
_ the House 


That if the country would place the transport of our troops under Mr. Cook, the 
| eXcursionist, 1t would save something like £120,000 a year, while the soldiers would 
| find the change attended with a great increase of comfort. 

We presume he means that the soldiers would be much more ready to 

go into transports for foreign service. Perhaps some people might 
| fear the enervating effect of too much luxury on our gallant fellows— 
| that in short too much Cook might spoil our broths of boys. But we 
_have nv hesitation in saying that the British soldier would with his 


accustomed pluck leap out of the frying-pan into the fire. 





A Few Words for Small Birds. 
** Spar-row, Brothers, Spar-row.” —Canadian Loating Song. 

We clip this from a contemporary :— 
| An order has been received in England from Montreal fer 60) sparrows. 
' We commend this to the notice of those especially wooden clubs, 
‘called “Sparrow Clubs,’ for the formation of which agricultural 

blockheads lay their “‘chumps’”’ together. When Education makes a 
| stride—in sparrowbill shoes— among these rustics they will understand 
' the folly of slaughtering small birds. 





GAushers to Correspondents, 


{We cannot returt unaccepted MSS. or Sheiches, uniee they aré acCoMe 
| panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we 4. not hold ourselves 
| responsible for Joss.) 
' Boorvis.—You should not send riddles about “ When am I”’ and 
‘‘Wenham ice’’ during the prevalence of East Winds. In hot weather 
we might have been too languid to resist. 
A Country CLopHoPrrer.—The theme has been worn threadbare 
already. Let it take a nap now. 
Wer Towet (Bobemia).—We have always been told that there were no 
| towels in Bohemia But then you won't wash, #o perhaps it’s all right. 
Brutvs.—Your republican principles are noble! But the idea of a 
division of property was evidently suggested by Mare Antony's speech :— 
| es See what a rent the envious Casca made.’’ You're on the look-out for 
se-property, ain’t you, Brute? 
ar sions 44 aa a letter in a book-post parcel is an attempt to 
| defraud the G. P. O.—to underpay an ordinary letter is an attempt to_fine 
| your correspondent. Sce the difference ? 
NEWCASTLE JOHNNY has omitted his name and address, and we cannot 


refore comply with his request. a 
ant D.—The first series ai in September 1861, the new series in May 
1865. 

Ww. B. (Chance otract).— 2 ep Xe the mark. 
’. M. (Borough’.—Returned long ago. : 
| Declines with coke -—N. N. D, Harrow-on-Hill; B. L., Lower Nor- 
| wood: G. W. F. W., Hampsteai; Paul; N., Hrighton; X. Lucy; T. O. D.; 
|G. H. K.: W. R. H., Mount-street; Drimmendhu; F. R. D., Stoke ; 
A Clerk; J. P., Clapham: A. J., Ulverstone ; L., Smyrna; Linkum ; H. P., 
South Lambeth; J. B., York; F. H., Seymour Place; B. B., Stockpert ; 
S. H. J., Birmingham ; Wiggins, W. J. P., Dorchester ; Amicus: R. J. V. : 
F. L. W.; A. M., St. Albans; R., Bishopsgate-street ; .3.:G@ Bi. Wes 
Keswick; Cur'us; T , Gracechurch-street; 8. T., Liverpool; A Roman , 
Phattiboy Junior; A. R. A.; F. Leets; R., Manchester square; Leo ; 
A Wretch Unhung: P. P. L.; B. W.; Steamboater; Phaeton; McB., 
Glasgow: Delicae Dan; A Queerist; D. B., Liverpool; Absit Omen ; 


D rby Dilly. 
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DROP 


Bertie :—“ GivE MB A LITTLE DROP OF WINE, Mamma!”’ 


Mamma :—“ My DEAR, IT 1S TAKING little DROPS, AS CHILDREN, THAT MAKES PEOPLE TAKE TOO MUCH WHEN THEY ARE GROWN- 
I wixz 17.” 


Bertie (logically) :—“ Wait, THEN GIVE ME A big DROP. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

Tue admirers of Hans Brerruann—we might almost ag well say 
everybody—will be glad to hear that the Breitmann Ballads (Trusnezr, 
Paternoster Row) are now published in one handsome volume com- 
plete, with a by the author, Mr. Letanp, who has travelled on 
the Continent of late and taken his eccentric Uhlan with him; and 
describes his notions of France, Belgium, Germany, Holland, and 
Italy. There isa copious for the benefit of those who have 
not entirely mastered the dialect. The book is heartily welcome. 


Messes. Lonaman anp Co. publish a small pamphlet by Ma. J. B. 


Brown, con an essay On the Uses of Biography, originally 
delivered before “ ‘The Fri in Council” of Bromley. Mr. Brown 
has expended much time and labour on his work, and contrives fo say 


a good deal in the small compass allowed him. 

We have received from Massrs. Gaoomprincs anv Sons two very 
useful handbooks— Piper on Pigeons and Piper on Poultry. They give 
directions and hints for the management of the two kinds of domestic 
birds which will be invaluable to inexperienced amateurs. The books 
are handy in form and remarkably cheap. 


Coining a Word. 
A CORRESPONDENT wants to know of what metal “ Hush Money ” is 
made. Need we remind him that “Silence is golden” ? 





M&. STREETER. successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
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Alarming Accident. 

A rrexp in human form called upon us the other day and begged us 
to tell him ‘‘why the final spurt in a boat-race was more vigorous 
than a Hercules?” Without waiting our reply, he said it was 
“‘ because it’s a row-buster ! ”’ 

We need hardly add that a verdict of 
been recorded. Any subscriptions towar 
and children may be handed to us. 


Not to be Repeated. 


Tue inconsistencies in the financial policy of the CHANCELLOR OF 
THE ExcyeQver need excite no surprise ; after his Australian —- 
ences, we expect to find in the hon. member a little in-Kangaroo-ity. 


justifiable homicide has since 
ds the support of the widow 





Heads or Tails. 
Tune is no difference between a“ Header” and a Tailor, they both 


get one under water. 
L.L.’s please copy- Ss : 
Tur thing which will not “ put down” Ribandism in Westmeat 
—Red Tape! 
Tus Opps.—Those who have never seen a Derby run. 








MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, en 


duit-strest, lexling from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-mace 


OCoaduit-street are .f the best London make. 
EIGH CEEN-CA.t{.1T GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 
EIGHTEEN-CA&uAaTtT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 
E!:GHCEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 
E(GHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 


EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 
Ma. Srazerzn, 37, Conduit-st., W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Ma. Srazerer, 37, Con 


| lery, machine made. [llustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. 
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watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 


GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 

GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. i nr 
CLOCKS, for the dining-room, aoe Steam Works, 


Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post fre 
: Shatin ation Miaeetetesh at th Winct-ntnest. B.C, 1. 





efor two stamps _| 
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A WELCOME. | gil = | 


I nar the Spring 
With gladsome shout: 
For each green thing 
Begins to sprout. 
The frost is past, 
The skies are clear, 
We feel at last 
That Spring is here! 


The winter through 

I’ve hankered much 
For taturs new— 

Green peas— and such. 
In vain! Because 

Just then, you know, 
By Nature's laws, 

They do not grow. 


I don’t much care, 
The truth to tell, 
For cowslip fair, 
And snowdrop bell ; 
For pale primrose, 
Or bluebell sweet ; 
For things like those 
One cannot eat. 


I'll just point out 
What pleases us! 

The Brussels sprout, 
Asparagus, 

The early pea, 
The ’taturs new. 
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Give these to me,— 


The flowers take you! 
| DELICATELY PUT. 
) 


Rough Cur :-—“ Hutto, Crusty! You mvzztep, Ex ? 
Smooth Dog :—“ Muzziep, purpy! Dip you Never sEB A ResPrRATOR BEFORE?” 





A Crever Hunter. — One that can 
clear its expenses. | 


| 








: 
| SOMETHING!! 


THERE’s a something that haunts me—I know not why, 








OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 





“Tue Commune has fallen! ’’ One would have thought it was low 
enough. = Hostages murdered by the Communists. Hang the Com- Or whether to blame or condole: 
munists! Shooting too good for them. = Attempt in House of Com- Delusion, perchance, of the outward eye, 
mons to improve the London water supply. ‘The water-companies Perchance of the inward soul : 
interest threw cold water on it. — Victor Hueco argues against shoot- | Now solemnly, vaguely, wandering by, 
Anon irrepressibly droll. 


ing the Commune because “ignorance is not the crime of the ignorant,” 


that is to say, it’s the crime of those who left them inignorance. True; Mankind, as a rule, are a trifle dismayed 


but if a dog, not properly trained, gets ferocious and attacks us, we . 
have to kill him? —' Tichborne ha still going on. ‘“ Friends will art —— Soren — hte shad 
accept this intimation ’’—for the next two months! — Victor Hugo 7s Geek eee table an eeenee CROSS 
expelled from Belgium. Serve him right for trying to compromise the ee mane Way ° . 
: rigay % ; Nay, we've “liquored ’’ together—and ‘one of us paid— 
country that sheltered him. = “ Citizen’? Mitxs of the Republican Tad Wes eaatiae 4, aire oe 
ue, apropos of a proposed demonstration to show grief at fall of P pay. 
the Commune, admits that it would not do because the English working When home, with the milk and the gay early tird, 
men are dead against the Commune! The more credit to them. = From my club I so happily steer, 
Another “ Citizen” was against the demonstration because the Irish My elbow he’ll clutch in a way most absurd, 
would turn out and thrash them. Serve’em right! — but how brave And, whispering soft in my ear, 
these citizens are! — “* HENRI RocuErortT condemned.” He has been Will endeavour to lull me with comforting word— 
by qrery body for a long time! — Changes expected i French With words that delusively cheer. 
Minis y- Must be for the better! = Among the Communis en ; : : : 7 
fighting at Pére la Chaise were several: English. The French have I as tried to cme him A gy and again : 
rmission to shoot them. = Cuartes Reape discourses on But Sean Oe ew nite blue, ‘ eta 

blunders of building in the Pali Mall. Writes more sensibly than he uM ad oo a Aes h hi i quite vain 

d about dramatic criticism. Clearly an ’od-man. = Agricultural The y . pet ar as od ue. ae 
tospects of Ireland excellent. Crops look well, and herbage is Y ‘6 ly he's. e a te 6 and vividly plain, 
uxuriant. Hedges shoot ; so do men behind them, in some parts. = ut mostly hes mistily two. 
Trocuv says the French nation has suffered from the introduction of My cook sniggers low when I tell her of him— 

English luxury.” That article was originally imported from Paris, | An incredulous snigger, I fear, 
anyhow! = Several of the executed Commurists were found to have But I'm certain I’m haunted by something that’s grim, 

Unearthly, intangible, drear— 


large sums of money on them. Disinterested patriots! = The Royal 
Mint is to be moved to the Bank. The bank of the Thames, that is. And mazily, hazily, wavily dim 
And most incomprehensibly queer. 








A Timely Caution. Siicek: din. iaaalianh 
Ever : ; st, on pillar, that ; : ee 
“ Bonwicx's baking ie aa ae => “SE really the case — shall not A LARGE number of intending competitors have been revented 
be rised to hear that Borwicx will shortly require a new oven, from making entries for the Horse Show at the Agricult Hall, on 
widea always that he be lucky enough to escape being personally | account of want of space. Considering the recent prevalence of East 
ete in minute fragments over a radius of a mile or 60 from the | Winds we are not surprised to learn that the Hoarse show is unusually 
scene of his operations. mange 
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THE MODERN MAZEPPA. 


Bocnp helpless to the headlong steed, 
With weary limbs that ache and bleed, 
She heard behind the ceaseless beat 
Of war's red wolves, whose cruel feet 
Had followed long upon her track, 
With jaws that hungered for her blood ; 
While stretched upon her courser’s back 
She crossed the crimson flood. 


With reeking limbs and dripping flank, 
The untamed steed—untamed no more— 
Had staggered up the slippery bank, 
Had safely reached the farther shore. 
Was this the respite of her woes ¢ 
Had she outstripped her ruthless foes ? 
Far off she heard the long-drawn howl 
Where the grim wolves around her prowl, 
And hoped her steed with failing strength 
in its career at length, 
And after that long wer y swim 
Would let her rest awhile each limb, 
That ached and throbbed with ceaseless pain, 
So tightly had they drawn the bond. 
Alas, the hope of rest is vain— 
And further perils lie beyond ! 
For while the steed exhausted sank 
Upon the river's crimsoned bank, 
She hears the flap.of pinions vast, 
And gazing up with bloodshot eye, 
Beholds o’erhead upon the blast 
An eagle swooping from the sky. 
And she had crossed the desert track, 
And left behind the yelling pack, 
Had crossed the torrent, deep and strong, 
Merely her torture to prolong! 
And must she fall at last a prey 
Exhausted, bleeding, faint, and weak, 
To yon fell bird, with fierce array 
Of talons fierce and crooked beak ? 


Alas, poor Paris! You escape 
From foreign foe and civil strife 
To find another cruel shape 
That menaces your nard-won life. 
For lo! in your first respite-hour 
Above you hovers, the array 
Of factions, ripe to grasp at power, 
All greedy your career to sway. 
Republican, Orléanist, 
Imperial, or aint, 
Each ee its desire makes known, 
And shritks its claim to mount the throne. 
So scarcely is one struggle done 
Before another has begun ! 


eee 
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These (s)and-which Boardmen. 


Eprcation, like Charity, should begin at home. It is therefore not 
too much to ask of the London School that, at that remotely future 
iod, when it shall have ceased to talk and is going to work, it will 
Sieia with a few lessons in ‘English te its own officials. In a cor- 
respondence with the Poplar Board of Guardians, a letter dated 
“London School Board, Guildhall” commences with this elegance— 
Sia,—In reference to your letter of the 18th Mareh, and which, by the instructi-n 
of the Works and Genera] Purposes Commitee, I acknowledged on the 2lst March, 
I am now directed by the Board to state that they are not yet in a position to give 
any satisfactory reply. 
That the Board is not in a position to give any satisfactory reply is 
not remarkable ; for it does nothing satisfactory. But we have a right 
to expect that English should be written by its officers ; and we trust 
that when the Board does begin to work it will begin at home, with the 
author of the above letter. t is equivalent to our wishing him a 


long—a very long life. 
‘* A Bool in thé Forest.”’ 





A PROVINCIAL »paper reports that an offender at Longhope, in the 
No eateries much rt ag the Ne Petty 
Sessions “entreating Beach not hard u a regular 
castemen.””” hare must beasubstratum of ¢ in rie who can 


raise a hearty laugh, let us entreat him to display in his future 
a Hittlo—isrexulastty ! 





| strings or cheque-strings,” said Hopeful,” so long as I have as much 
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HERE, THERE, D EVERYWHERE. 


Tue adaptation of CHarites Dickens's Great Expectations, produced 
at the Court Theatre last week, is not likely to prove very successful, 
‘chiefly because this fashionable little house is eminently unfitted for 
the representation of sensational drama—and (Great Expectations is of 
an extremely sensational turn. The company, too, most of whom are 
‘best known in light comedy, are badly fitted, Mr. RicuHTon and Misg 
Macers Brennan particularly instancing this fact—Jvoe Gargery, one 
of the best characters Dickens ever drew, being in the former's hands 
a stage yokel of the most outrageous description. Compeyson, 
Pumblechook, Wemmick, Miss Havisham, and many other prominent 
individuals are omitted ; and Orlick plays a double part never calculated 
in the story. Mr. Gitpert has shown great skill in his adaptation by 
weaving a number of exciting scenes together without overcrowding 
the stage or taxing the spectator’s patience—he has also, we are happy 
to state, taken very few liberties with the original text. The omis- 
sions of the reader’s favourites are, though vexing at first, absolutely 
necessary in the present case; and the manner in which the whole 
history is told by means of dialogue shows a perfect mastery of stage 
business. Had Great Expectations made its appearance at a theatre 
devoted to melodrama, and had the cast included actors used to sceneg 
of bloodshed, steeped to the elbows in crime, and inured to startling 
situations, it would have been, without doubt, one of the great successes 
of the day. But, as we have remarked above, circumstances are against 
it. Mr. Betroxrp, as Orlick, made an outrageously comic ruftian who 
never seemed half in earnest when uttering the most diabolic threats, 
and he kept up this character to the last by dying humorously. Mr. 
Cowper was a thoroughly Victorian convict, Miss Bisuor played 
Biddy neatly, and Miss Burton was a very indifferent Estella. One 
really first-rate piece of acting must not pass unnoticed, Mr. Cuayton’s 
Jaggers being unexceptionally good, characteristic, and extremely like 
the creation of Cuartes Dickens. 

On Friday the 9th instant Mr. Lionret Brovau takes his benefit at 
the St. James's Theatre, when he will perform Dickey Duggs in 
Milky White, and Augustus Fitzjohnson in General Utility. We trust 
the house will be a bumper, for Mr. Broveu thoroughly deserves it. 





TAKING A RISE. 


’T1s the voice of the sluggard—in truth, ’tis my own— 
That expostulates feebly and low; 

‘“‘ T have slept insufficiently —let me alone— 
“ Leave the boots and the water— and go!”’ 


Once again on my pillow I turn and I twist, 
As I find in each feather a thorn ; 

And I say wicked words of the whiskey and whist 
Of a night that was mostly a morn. 


For ’twas five twenty-five by the neighbouring clock 
‘When my feverish bolster I prest! 

And the voice of a shrill metropolitan cock 
Like a lullaby soothed me to rest. 


Was it rest >— On the contrary— quite the reverse — 
Not at all—it was naught of the kind. ' 

Not a martyr or murderer e’er suffered woise 
From the tortures of body or mind. 


First the ceiling came down—then the bed flew aloft — 
Then the ceiling descended again ; 

I imagine the rack would be simple and soft 
As compared with my pallet of pain. 


I will get up and shave—it is easily done— 
There is nothing so easy to do. 

I will first count a dozen, and then forit.—ONE! 
I must be at the office by—-TWO! 


No, I'm sick of the world and of worldly affairs, 
I will turn to my slumbers instead :— 

Let posterity know, if posterity cares, 
That I sacrifice ‘“‘ copy’’ to bed. 





Ac-cord-ingly. ; 
Young Scarrercasn complained to his father that he didn’t give 


him rope enough. “It’s my purse-strings you want,” said Pater, 
“and not rope.” ‘ Well, I don’t much care whether they are purs¢- 


of Twinuxe’s.as I want.” 





Wuen cannot a toper stand upright! When he’s in-knee-briated. 
Prorte talk about “the glorious uncertainty” of sporting. we 
know an owner of ‘racehorses who never fails every night to‘ pul 


off’’—his boots. 
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OR, 
saws FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER 
Spoonrrr XVTT. 








i 
| Thoughtless of age, and ignorant of pains,” 
| howrexeeedingly nice, how very peculiarly nice, it looks, especially 
} whem. ..66+-. ale!. 
All young things are nice: chickens, rabbits, lambs, leverets, pigs, 
peasy: rae but sweet, youthful young ladies—ah! Reader, sweet 
youthful young ladies, are they not nicesi of all ? 
Don’t, please do not do she Job-ly comforter and remind us that, 
. ae is-only skin deep ; it may be so, it may be only skin deep, but 
that is deep enough fur it to be most delicious, is it not? therefore 
bel homme, what a nuisance it is to think that all that which is now so 
fresh, so frank, and so fifteenish. or so sunny, so smiling, and so six- 
teenly, may one day become so fat and fierce and fifty-fiveish, or so 
y snarling sixty-sixish ; it’s too, too, sad! 

To think that those girlish eyes now shining in their skyey blue- 
ness, with innocence and milk of human kindness overflowing: them; 
may one day overflow with.. ah... rheum..... for improvement! 
To think that those now brightly glanving:hazel eyes may some day 
not emo brightly, but only~hazelseye, very hazily indeed. To 

that those soul enthralling:orbs, black as midnight Erebusian, 
which now flash CizopaTra’s : (we sincerely trust no one will be 
sotbrutal.as to tell us CuzopaTra had blue eyes) and make of every 
maa.an' AnTony, a fool, a slave, a cypher, may one day become so 
changed: that, to: speak metaphorically, they will only flash — — in 
their'pans, harmlessly unincandescently, over any amount of powder 
(viele not viclext powder) causing no danger to the bystanders, no 
;0 repert—save one perhaps from the tongue of scandal, it’s too 
detestable, too. didbélical to think of! 
‘Oh mirth and-innocence! oh milk and water! 
Ye happy mixtures of more happy days,” 


















How soon do you not. begin..... to turn sour? Before you have 
time to value:your::youth;. your invaluable short, short, golden, 


minute !!—of youth it...it....is GON 
Pause, fal Reader: Pause, youthful Readeress, pause and look at 
this... .....IT is@ONE! think it out! doyou realise what it means? 
it means iff Irrevocable! it means, that before you know where 
you-are;: yours-youth::is—a thing, a vision, a remembrance only of the 
PAGE ‘mpratom <suek. to the bottom of the unfathomable sea of | 
eternity > sunk, perhaps without leaving behind it one bubble, one | 
os ight-hued memory, to help you to look upon your loss with 


O—— (put, if you please printer, one of your Jargest Os)—O 
vera; Spring ak, Hobbledehoyhood, Hvidenism, Tomboydom 

ot e, howslittle, how particularly little are you appreciated! O 
tender bloom of heart” how, how HOW soon are you not...---- 


off ! 
‘= We talk about Wasting Money; there are twenty thousand maxims 
wasting money! Money! Bah, what’s wasting money to | 


youth? What's Jewvenality to Juvenility? _ cea! 
_ OF (may we trouble you once more, mister printer, if you W Be 
for another melancholy-sized O) O what a world this wo 
ut a nice, agreeable little planet, if-we could only all stop young, 
pMincere, trusting, tender; why can’t we - _ 
think thus until—like the Old Parr-ty with the p! oo 
into the serious and very yellow leaf! we only pick up 
with wrinkles! we never believe—no, nothing can make us 
it—that we are fools, until—we are old enough to take one 
ive glance at our past, which one glance however suflices, 
suffices, to prove the dismal, the lugubrious fact. 


-_—_ oe 


—_—_———— 
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? what-a bore it is; yet |’. 











If we were to tell you, O Reader, that you most probably Aave 
hitherto entirely wasted, are entirely welling, and enn se om 
pric Pig ge ae teg life, and that therefore though you consider 
yourself A 1 you prove yourself A double 8, you would certainly pitch 
this paper into the fire, and very likely write and pitch into its editor : 
quite 80: but, question your own past life about your wisdom or 
goosedom, about your sageness or assininity, about opportunities you 
have thrown away, chances you have lost, sottises you have committed, 
D-T-isms you have but narrowly escaped, and any amount of et 
ceteras, and you will find that mutato nomine, dear boy, D.T.—very 
probably—fabula narratur! 
“Ab world unknown! how charming is thy view, 
Thy pleasures inany, and eaeh pleasure new ! 
Ah world experienced ! what of thee is told? 
How few thy pleasures, and those few. ..... how old!” 

Of course, we don’t expect you to believe in that Caannr’s clause, 
but wait. a few years; O Cuampacnay Cuarues, and see if too much 
** Roederer” nb “Ruinart”’ don't lead perbaps along the... . Road 
to Ruination! wait and see if too much re-creation does not lead: to 
cs eeued wreck-creation! wait and acknowledge, ob, jeune ase doré, 
that ’tis in going “‘the pace’’ you are most likely to make—an irres 
trievable faux pas! 

— in their boisterous buoyancy only want to reach the of 


of in-discretion, to be men, and all the young ladies at - | 


3 ae 
the Misses Wuooknosr’s establishment but wanting time to pass | 


‘more swiftly than the swallows wing,” think of nothing but leaving 
school and—alas, not of the three k's Reading, Riting, and Rithmer- 
tick—but of the three M's.... Millinery, Marriage, amd, Maternity. 
There they are: look at them; have we made them lovely ? are they 
darlings ? well, yes, perhaps, they have a trifle of—of—of —purchased 


“ornamental hair” in one or two instances among“the more | 


advanced pupils,” and yet each Mise pines for one tress more..,... 
the tress which will turn her froma miss into a mistress! She pines 
to be miss-taken, and she very likely — —— eili be ! 

O “pliant wax.’’ of youth permit not such imbeseal impressions to 
be made on you! O inane thoughtless, pretty but vapid Juvenility, 
O Loonatic Loveliness, well indeed may it be said “ all flesh is grass,’ 
for are you not verdant! O silly stoopid delishus but noodle-ey 
yo s, what a vast facility and talent you show for following im® 
the footeteps of .... Jenny-ass, in preference to following the foot- 
steps of .... Genius! 

O Reader, Reader, how like, alas! is the folly age of youth to the 
fol-iage of spring. for — — are they not doth GREEN !! 





Sasa 


A HISTORY. 


THERE was a man, 80 legends say, 
And he —how strange to tell !— 

Was born upon the very aa 
Whereon his birthday fell. 

He was a baby first. And then 
He was his parents’ joy ; 

But was a man-soon after, when 
He ceased to be a boy, 

And when he'd got to middle life, 
To marry was his whim: 

The selfsame day he took a wife, 
Some woman wedded him. 

None saw him to the other side 
Of Styx by Charon ferried : 

But tis conjectured that he died 
Because he has been buried. 


SESS S—_ 
PROVERBIAL Paitosor“y sy A Mvzzy Meraturciran.—A four 
the hand is worth two in a buggy. 
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‘‘WuiTsuNTIDE Excursrons!”’ ssid the railwa i ‘“ 
should not we ‘excurse’ too ?”” we asked. There es sede 
we should not. Accordingly we took the train to Newhaven the next 


A PEEP AT THE PRUSSIANS IN POSSESSION. _ | 


evening, and an hour after midnight steamed out of 
that gay and extensive port en route for Dieppe. The ekmee: 
deauz had, plenty of passengers, the majority consisting of Prussian 
officers who:had been seeing London, and taking notes about it, to be 
kept in stock for use after the battle of Dorking. They area fine set 
of men, but their dress—a combination of uniform and civil costume 
crowned with London purchases in the shape of Scotch caps of different 
kinds— was a little incongruous. They stood the sea (bad news for 
the defenders of Dorking) capitally, even when the wind came up 
sharp at daybreak. A young Frenchman on board resented their im- 
unity in this respect and confided to us that his belief in a Providence 
was uprooted because not a single Prussian was seasick ! 

That daybreak wind came keen and searching from the East; and | 
it made the forethought which had provided us with one of Sprers and | 
Panp’s handy; and compact luncheon-baskets a matter for self-con- | 

atulation. .There are worse things than cold spring chicken and a | 
bottle of St. Emilion at three o'clock of a sharp morning on the high 
seas! But it is a lovely morning as well as a sharp one, and the sun- | 
light dances:on the bright green waves, and gleams on the houses of | 
Dieppe, as after .a-pleasant seven hours we sight the land again, and | 
presently:steam into port, between the two lofty crucifixes, and run up 
alongside the quay. A crowd of picturesque blue blouses is collected | 
at the landing-stage—and there is our first peep at the Prussians in | 

-pessession! ‘T'woor three privates are lounging about watching our | 
arrival. Here comes the gangway! The blouses are all talking at 


unless they have a violent and highly-pitched altercation over it. 
Passports! No, not for the Prussian officers—they are privileged, 


and can walk away, But we must go tothe bureau of the Commissaire— | 


a little wooden place that looks like a summoer-bouse playing at being 
a sentry-box. Our papers are overhauled, and in some cases their 
owners are asked certain formal questions. “Of what country ?” 
“ Prussian,” says, in a low and dissatisfied tone, a Frenchman, who is a 
native of Alsace. English passports go unquestioned and scarcely 
scrutinised—until we present ours. We have a dim suspicion that the 
Commissaire’s education was neglected in. his youth, and that he does 
not read with ease, for he looks at our passport topsy-turvey and puts 
several questions to us. But we suppose the old boy is bound to.do 


something in return for the privilege of wearing a cap with a silver | 


band, and white gaitcrs. We are allowed to go at last. 
There are some hours to spare before the train leaves for Rouen, so 
we will stroll about to see how the quaint old town looks under occu- 


tion. But first we must drop into the Hétel Queen Vic’oria, and ask | 


ADAME GuIBON (the name sounds English, does it not ?) to have 
breakfast ready for us presently. 

Dieppe looks terribly deserted! To be sure it is early yet, and per- 
haps the season has not begun, but we hardly meet a soul between the 
quai and the établissement. We find some at church however, amongst 
them several Prussian privates, to whom we find it wise to give a wide 
berth, for there is no incense burning, and the grease with which these 


_ What beautiful churches they are! And what a pity the Prussians 
did not have to fire a shot here, for it might have knocked off the dis- | 
figuring cupolas stuck so improperly on the fine old Norman building. | 

But architecture must not make us forget breakfast. As we return we | 
see a Prussian guard turned out. The men laugh and talk to each | 
other—as they do even on parade!—in a way that would send an | 
English drill-serjeant to Bedlam! These warriors were very short— 
between four and five feet in height! But these, of course, are the | 
latest levies, sent to replace troops that had been through the campaign. | 
The officers are tall as a rule—some of them (Bavarians, we guess) are | 
Over six feet. Our friends of the Bordeaux are at the station in full | 
uniform when we arrive there after breakfast. They have been buy- 
ing ivory trinkets in addition to their English purchases. Apropos of 
which be it recorded that one of them has puta bottle of pomatum 
into the pocket of his very tight knee-breeches, and discovers that the | 
bottle is Shoken and the contents loose just as we arrive at Rouen. _ 

_ Beautiful Rouen! Only what a pity it is that no Sanitary Commis- | 
sion exists to see that you display a more agreeable odour of the | 
sanctity typified by your cathedrals and churches. Your streets have | 

aN ancient and a fish-like smell only too often. 

We take up our abode at the Hé el d’ Angleterre, where another great 

personage, the German commandant, also abides. He probably hears 

our arrival, for we see there is a second sentry put on: though 
there may be other reasons. ; ; 
. The town swarms with German Officers in every style of uniform, 
aght blue with white facings, dark blue and green with red facings. 


is a conti trailing swords, for these gentlemen 
; _ nage ripe a hearing them clatter 


~don’tearry their swords, but seem to delight in 
along the pavement. The scabbards are made witha great point of 






steel, specially provided for thi 

coat ie ah Ly r this wear and tear. The 
between the gesture 
the <— of a man 
even salute one another, and as for saluting 
_ they come Srsmagry half-a-mile of them, 
always watching the horizon ] i i 

ae ae izon lest an officer should be upon it, and pass 
the nervous lieutenant who is convulsed with 
tions every time the sentries salute him; thou 
strictly speaking, to submit to the 
all that expostulatory pantomime. 


modestly, without bluster, 


once, of course! They seem quite incapable of doing the least thing | wrongs by chaffing the invaders. 

















heroes:anoint their boots would whip its weight in polecats! | 


a 
— 
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— 


saluting that 
The form of salute is peculiar, it is something 
described by philologists as “taking a sight"’ and 
seized with a sudden shoot of tre. The privates 
officers, they salute them 
and the sentries seem to be 


There is so much of it that we can sympathise with 
ig eipeed gesticula- 
gh he ought perhaps, 


rules of the service, and refrain from 


They behave admirably, these “ proud invaders,” bearing themselves 
and doing all they can to e the feelin 
of the French. But in the Gaul here ipieach balbamness. He will 
not smile at the exquisite music discoursed by the band on the parade 
ground before St. Ouen; though he laughs loud enough at the Prus- 
sian style of marching with the stiff knee, which, to be candid, has a 
good deal of the ludicrous about it. There is so much mourning about 
that the prevailing hue of the dresses is very sombre, but whether the 
black is worn for friends slain or for fallen country we cannot say. 

As we pass a print-shop we hear a little child, aged about six, talking 
about the caricature of ‘ Badinguet partant pour la guerre,’ and there, 
on the opposite side of the road, is some of the work of éaguerre, a 
wounded soldier with one leg, limping along on crutches. There are 
many wounded French soldiers in St. Sever, the part of Rouen on the 
other side of the Seine; but they do not, we observe, show themselves 
till late at night. Poor fellows! it must be a bitter sight to see the 
Prussians in possession. The irrepressible gamin revenges his country's 
on A group of youngsters, after vainly 
soliciting alms of some German officers seated outsidea café, fall in in 
line, and one of them drills the rest in guttural German words of 
command, and makes them march the ludicrous march, to the intense 
delight of certain Frenchmen, spectators of the scene. 

On Whit-Monday, the weather being tropical almost, we seek the 
Aigile, which is to steam up to Elboouf, where we shall get a glimpse of 
some of the effects of.an invasion in the shape of railway-bridges 
blown-up to:prevent the advance of the Prussians. There isa fair 
sprinkling of holiday-makers on board as we leave the quay, with its 
row of patient anglers who never catch anything and apparently do 


not expect to do so. 
‘The Seine runs through a very pi ue country here, and the 


trip would be pleasant on that score alone, even if there were no quaint 
town of Elbceuf to stroll through, and no broken bridges (with tri- 
color flying on them) to inspect. ‘'wo railway-bridges have been 
blown up by the insertion of powder in the stone piers; and « suspen- 
sion bridge has had the chains supporting one half of it cut; all of 
which makes it a roaring trade for the ferry-boats. We run back to 
Rouen dewn the Seine in one hour and a-half, just in time for the 
table d’héte, whereat, by the way, the all-pervading Yankee 13 repre- 
sented in force, with a stray Britisher or so. 

The Prussians parade in the Champ de Mars every morning s00n 
after five, and we meant to go and see them. We had not been to bed 


| for a night or so, and our sleep was broken, thanks to the Prussian | 


officers, whose rooms were over ours, and wko coming in late at night 
let their scabbards bump stair after stair as they went to bed. So we 
heard the silvery call of the bugle in the early morning, end turned 
over for that last pleasant nap. And we did not see that parade. But 
we visited the cathedral with its courtly old Suisse, and its hideous iron 


| spire, and its beautiful carvings. As far as the beauty of interior goes, 


St. Ouen surpasses the cathedral. 
Of course we drove round the Boulevards—and narrowly missed 


being upset by a party of Prussians, whose notion of driving consists 
of oda a rein 2 each hand and holding your hands as far apart as 
possible. Their riding is even more strange. Its chief grace seems to 
consist in resting the pit of your stomach on the pommel, and sticking 
your legs out. : 

But space—like a holiday—must come to an end, and we have 
reached our limit. Regretfully we quitted Rouen and returned to 
Dieppe, and the silly pestering of the feeble-minded Commussaire, 
backed up by a blundering gendarme, who would not let us go on board 
at first. Here arrived a party of English engineers, the first men out of . 
Paris with news of the end of the Commune. They had had some diffi - 
culty in getting out, whcreas another Briton who, with the usual eccen- 
tricity of his race, was trying to get into Paris without knowing asing-e © 
word of French, had failed in doing so. ara 

At four in the morning, after shaking our fist at the Commissaire, we 
steamed out of the port, and had a capital passage to Newhaven. And | 
so end our brief notes of a peep at the Prussians in possession. 


Devoutly to be Wished. 


A soox is announced entitled The Vide without a Dragoman. We 
trust it will soon be followed by London Without a Mano Drag. 
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A TWO-HEADED NIGHTINGALE. 


Tus swan upon St. Mary's Lake, who floated double, swan and 
shadow, for the delectation of the poet, is, to use the language of the 
Derby week, nowhere as compared with a Sahthens that sings 
duets. 


{Juxe 10, 1871, | 


a 


Sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbiing of one song, both in one key, 
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds 
Had been incorporate. 80 we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 

But yet a union, in partition. 


One young gentleman who was present with us at the introduction 


“ That's so!’’ as Barnum to whom we are indebted for the curi- | of Curisstg-MILue to a limited and select audience, when asked if he 


osity, would observe, and there is no duplicity in the matter—at least 
not more than is naturally unavoidable in the case of twins, in a sort 
of Limited Joint Stock Company. 
We are told by the author of Miss Kiimansegg that :— 
There's in double joints, no doubt, 
In double X ale and Dublin stout, 
That the single sorts know nothing about, 
And the fist is strongest when doubled, 
And double aquafortis, of course, 
And double soda-water perforce 
Are the strongest that ever ‘bubbled. 


There’s double beauty whenever a swan, 
Swims on a lake with her double thereon, 
And aek the gardener, Luke or John 

Of the beauty of double-blowing. 


The list of double advantages winds up with a statement that :— 
—however our Dennises take offence 
A double meaning shows double sense 
And if proverbs tell truth 
A double tooth 
Is Wisdem’s adopted dwelling. 

In the case of Cunissy-Mrixre, the two young ladies rolled into 
one, there is double sense and double intelligence, beside a double 
measure of accomplishments, and ble manners. She—or they— 
is—or are—a very nice girl or oan and most luckily amiable, for if 
the ers were to quarrel it would be impossible to them. 

course there are disadvantages connected with duplicate 
existence, but it is probable that Curies1z-Mruure owes it to her sin- 
gularity (if what is duplex can be also singular) that instead of 
vegetating as two separate girls on a cotton-plantatien, she has had a 


| good etucaticn, and is surrounded by every conceivable comfort and 
ess. 


There is, after the first surprise is over, nothing to shock the specta- 
tor, who ually comes to regard the young ibly cn ths Seals ant 


A Midsummer Night's Dream : 


should like to be similarly formed, said honestly that he should—when 
he was going to be taken to the pustrycook's. 

To balance as it were the case of the young lady constructed of two 
young ladies, Mz. Barnum sends us Miss Swann and Captain Bates, 
two giants, who are big enough to subdivide into several full-sized 
human beings. Such a subdivision is however not only undesirable, 
but it is, we believe, to be rendered shortly—only shortly does not 
apply to the descendants of Anak—impossible, for it is rumoured that 
they are about to become one, in a matrimonial sense. We presume 
the officiating clergyman will be, as fashionable announcements say, 
“assisted”’ by several other Reverend gentlemen. 


The Cracked Jug and the Stone Jug. 


The magistrates of Dorset seem determined that, as the ignorance 
of the labourers in that county is the densest, so the injustice of its | 
“‘justices”’ shall be the most flagrant in all England. A little girl of 
tender years and of unim ble character (as attested by her 
cl man and schoolmistress) was brought before them for stealing a 
cracked milk-jug, which she alleges was given to her by the prosecu- 
stor’s servant :—und to any one but a Derset justice, the girl’s innocence 
is evident if only because she took the so-called stolen jug to the 
house whence it was said to be stolen, to fetch milk. She was 
sentenced to twenty one days’ imprisonment and five years of 4 
Reformatory ! 

Let us put on record the names of these justices—R. O. F. SrzwanD 
Esq., R. THornton ..and Mr. A. B. Fosrge, with whom may be 
associated Caprain Foster. If these men are not struck off the list of 
justices at once, and for ever, there is no honesty in Liberal Govern- 
ment, and no hope of Reform in our adminstration of law. 





Tus Onty Genuine Srraicut Trr.—The Winner of the Derby— 
A. Victor. 








LL ELECT Ste ee neeesetesinsssstneneeceeneee en 
Junz 10, 1871.] 














DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 222. 


In vain must even Hvco plead, 
Such men they cannot—will not— spare 
For every wrong to Paris fair 
A ringleader must bleed. 


Nor too severe is this award ; 
For they who in their cruel rage 
Drew sword on innocence and age 
Must perish by the'sword. 


1, The chapel is lit, and the bells they ring, 
And the smoking censers begin to swing ; 
And in come the worshippers one by one, 
For the service that tells them the day is done. 


2. “ Corn-and cattle ”’ 
Was his prattle ; 
He said he bad a beast would suit us. 
And seemed so like, 
The thought would strike— 
““ Why here we have the Jos loeutns.”’ 


3. Him, in the Captain’s place discern, 
With language fit and proper, 
Discoursing of a “turn a-stern,”’ 
And “ease ’er,” “back ’er,” “stop ‘er! ”’ 


4. “* He, who proposed to overthrow 
The monument of bygone glory, 
As one demented will but show 
In future story. 


5. The name of this place ’tis unlikely you will 
Be able to think of, or guess at, until 
You have turned in your atlas to Eastern Brazil. 


6. Ignorance will fear inspire— 
‘“¢ Mind, the eft can spit out fire!" 
So too often on this earth 
It te Cruelty gives birth. 


7. Statues so queer 
In London they rear | 
That this the best name for such things would appear, 


Victor : 


SoLution or Acrostic, No. 220. — -1/ber/ 
Azov, Literati, Bechic, Excerpt, Rebato, Tipster. 
Sotutions or Acrostic No. 220, nEcEIvep 3lst May 
—None Correct. 





A CALUMNY. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 





Sm,—As I was passing down Shoe-lane the other day I saw an 


- announcement in a shop window publicly stating that :— 


‘** Printers lie and pick brashes.”’ 


Now, as I know that this assertion has no foundation whatever in | 


fact, Ientered the shop, and gave the proprietor a bit uf my mind. He, 
however, soon sent for a policeman, and I was ignominiously ejected. 


In the interests of the public at large, the printing trade in general, 
and myself in particular, I now appeal to you to give the lie to anyone | 


who makes so idiotic an assertion, affecting as it does the good name 


of that large body among whom I have the happiness of being 
A Socrety May. 





Like Cures Like. 
We never knew until the other day that homeopathic treatment was 
‘extended to the insane. Here is a proof that it is :— 
O MEDICAL MEN.—WANTED, to PLACE a GENTLEMAN with a medical 
man living in the country, who is mentally :fiicted, but harmless. A 
bracing atmosphere, and southern county preferred. Address, with particulars, 


stating terms, &c., to, &c. . 
We presume the gentleman to be placed with the medical maniac is 
mental] 
but harmless.’’ 
reverse of harmless, that perhaps harmlessness is to 
Symptom of mental affliction in a medical man. 


be taken as a 





Totidem Verbis. 
We are fortunate enough to be enabled to give our readers an exact 


of the message sent 
Suthor of Les Misérables. 
“ Hugo— You go!” 


— 








Augustus Blowhard, Esq. :—“I say, aw, Cuarves! 
LIKB LEATHER,’ SEEMS TO BE YOUR COOK'S THEORY.” 


Obsequious Waiter —* Steak, sin? Tovcu, am? Notuina LIks LEATHER, 
I ’ops, sir. 


afflicted— hence the want of “a medical man who is mentally 
Doctors, who are sane, are 80 often the | 








A MISS-STEAK. 


** THERKB [8 NOTHING 


Excerpt “ caLr,” ain!” [ Blowhard is mollifisd, Steak isn't. 
enti sciineiniesenammtaaein 


Gushers to Corresyondents, 


| 

re We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
| panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
| responsible for loss.J 


MIDLAND CounrTIESs.—The jokes are very middling. 

. J. W.—Your “song of May”’ is overdue, like the bill it sings about. 
| Of course if May's over it’s over-June. 
| ARTICHOKEB.—The choke about a “ Vegetable Maid’’ is too venerable to 


| be a hearty choke. 
O.iver.— We have not an Oliver-twist (no allusion to a Roll) and, so 


| do not ** ask for more.” ' 
WovLp-sgz Werse.—Certainly; we'll look over the lines—if we can 
, scan them. 

Rippis.—Then, don't complain because we give you up. 

T. J. L. (Islington).— Your lines “to Anna on her Birthday’’ have more 
connection with the anniversary than with any otber verse-ry. If the 
young lady, however, has not arrived at years of —well, say at the age of 

one and twenty, she may approve of them. 
D. (Hereford).— We would just as soon have ‘he subject without a sketch. 
SpaRTX INJURIA ¥YORM% —The contribution was hopelessly bad. 
Furthermore it wasn't original. Besides, we don’t remeaber having 


received it. . 
W. M. (Glasgow).—We do not understand your meaning. 


. ¥. A.— Destroyed long ag. . 
Declined with thanks:—W., Montague-street; W.F. P, Glasgow; 

T. C. R., Newcastle; Lusus Nature: J. M.C.; J. D. A, Liverpool ; 
J. H., Torquay ; The Bard's Reward ; W.S , New Bond-street ; Nusquam ; 
G. D. R., Wandsworth. J.8.C, Wilts; M. M., Kingsland-road ; [n- 
quirer; ¥.,Farnham; J. C., Spennymoor; G. L. B. W., Oxford; BR. S.; 
No Credit ; A Sinner; C. W.; Fra Diavolo; Idiot Boy; H. S. C., Liver- 
| peol, Nix; An Anxious Enquirer; P. T., Leeds; S., Canonbury, F. F., 
Portman-square; Clerus; G. H., Manchester; Champagne Charlie; 





i ronment to the ’ ne 
by Se Sagas = | Voyageur; 5. B. W.; Dramaticus; P. E. R.; Constant Reader; fimple 
} Simon; E. G. E.; A., Leeds; Theory; J.G. R., Islington. 


— 
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IS EVERYTHING! 


(4 FACT.) 
Officer (to Recruit):—“‘ How 1s 1T YoU HAVE NOT CLEANED YOUR BOOTS, SIR?” 
Recru 


it :—“ ARN'T GOT NONB, zUR!”’ 


Officer (to Non-Comm.):—“ WHAT DOES THB FELLOW MEAN, CoRPORAL?”’ 


Corporal :—‘*I pixna KEN, Siz!” 


— 


CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 
JUNE. 


"Tur Cornhill abounds in good reading this month, for besides the 
two novels which maintain their interest, there are some excellent 
yee including the finish of that very clever Bluebeard story. 

e Gentleman's Journal opens with a new story by the author of 
“The Tallants,”’ which is full of promise for the readers of good 
novels. Me. Horne contributes one of his most pleasant gossipy 
papers about past celebrities, and Mr. Cowpzn Ciarkes continues his 
“comic writers” with an essay on Bsaumont and F.etrcuer, while 
Mr. Morrer Evans gives another rare “ Mosaic.” 

Temple Bar, witha splendid instalment of “ Ought we to Visit Her,’’ 
boasts a little gem of a poem, which evidence beside the initials leads 
us to think is by Mr. Frepsrick Locxer. Among the other 
contents, which are varied as usual, is a review of the life of Cuar.zs 
Youno, appreciatively written. 

Mr. Locxsr contributes also to Dark Blue, a trifle of eight lines — 
but though a trifle a model of vers de société. In this number the 
magazine keeps up the excellence for which it has already made a 
name. Alas, “Jackson of Paul's” ends—too soon. The notice of the 
Academy is well-done. 














MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
duit-street, leading 
Conduit-street are of the best London make. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s, 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD CHAINS from £3. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOCKETS from £1. 







Belgravia gives us one of Mr. Satra’s amusing stories—“ Mrs. 
Mellor’s Diamonds,” which of course every one will read. Mr. Mew, 
who we fancy made a first appearance in this magazine, writes some 
charming lines on “ June,” an old theme, but well treated. The last 
verse is excellently treated. The other contents are readable, the 
pictures much as usual. 

Tinsleys’ is an ordinary number, if we except the sensational picture 
of a lady en robe de nuit getting out of a window by moonlight. ‘“ My 
Private Box,’’ as usual, puffs its favoured authors and theatres, and 
criticises severely those not so blest. 

On opening the Argosy we feared, from a glance at the table of 
contents, that “Johnny Ludlow” was missing. Luckily he is to the 
fore, though his name is omitted. 


Silence in the Pig Market. 


Mr. Cuartes Reapg, in his defence of second-hand originality, 
apropos of Joan of Arc, wrote with his usual elegance of expression 
that when Racuet was burnt @ /a Rovspy no French eritic was “ hog’”’ 
enough to object to the “ brutal realism.” It turns out the French 
critics did object, with Jutzs Janin at their head. Mar. Reape has 
clearly brought his “hogs” to the wrong market. 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 


from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 


watches and clocks. 
SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 
GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 
GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 
CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, and 


Ma. Srazersze, 37, Conduit-st.. W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Mr. Srazeter, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works, 


lery, machine made. [llustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. 
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Coach and Horses-yard. [Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps 
Printed by JUDD & Co., Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: June 10, 1871. 
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SRe eee ks ke ddan 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 223. . | 


Can this be June? In bitter breeze, 

From North or East, we shake and freeze ; 
From chilly branch down drops the fruit, 
The plant is smitten to the root; 

The sky is dark, and cold the rain, 

And all Spring’s labour is in vain : 

We crouch beside the welcome embers 

And vow our Junes have turned Decembers. 


1. I see a slow and cumbrous boat 
On Mississippi’s breast 
Adown the turbid current float: 
Mayhap it’s name you’ve guessed ? 
2. The merry Swiss boy, 
He jodels for joy, 
His foot the free mountains to plant on, 
And his road he will take 
By valley and lake 
Until he arrives at his canton. 


3. Long at Tewkesbury’s red fray 
Held the pikemen their array : 
But by lance and falchion-stroke, 
Lo, at length the line is broke. 
Yonder battered helm can show 
Trace of mary a furious blow. 


4. In Cairo, I ween, 
There is much to be seen, 
Serai, and Kiosque, 
And many a mosque, 
And spires in such numbers, ’twere useless to try 
To count all the steeples one has in one’s eye. 
5. When Incotpspy’s choristers “dear little souls” 
Brought the prelate a basin, 
To wash hands and face in, 
And towels (such “rubbers ” accompany “ bowls ”’) 
One chorister smug, 
With a smile on his mug, 
Came, bearing the water along in a jug. SE —_ 
6. The monks of old, ——S ae <<, 
- As we've been —, , ae —— | 
ere fond of right good cheer ; ’ 
And had I been HARROWIN’ EATIN’. | 
A monk, I ween NE:—Neighbourhood of Lord's Cricket Ground. 
You oft had found me here! come a salioaeid | 
Sotution oF Acrostic No. 221.—Whitsun Mondays : s THE 





Old Lady :—‘*Goop cGraciovs! Ma. P’LeeceEMaN WOT EVER 


Wigwam, Horatio, Intern, Tankard, Scagliola, Ugly, MATTER ?” ! 

Nasals, ! 
Correct SoLurions or Acrostic No 221, Reczrvep 7th Junz.— ‘eset diane a aeaiiiiinthy. siiie. dated 

Ruby’s Ghost; Tot; Sallie. ' Old Lady 


° » 99 
Policeman :—“ Heton, MUM, AN UNDRED AN’ SIXTY.’ 
THE CANNIBALS!” 











OUR SHORTHAND NOTES History (or Fiction) repeats Itself! 
° = as i 8 . . E. ” é 
Anny Bill hotly contested. Officers have got a strong purchase | Ara recent meeting of the Christian Brtienes: Society, Earn Russert 
against the Ministers. — Prince ALFRED has quite got rid of his | in the course of his speech as Chairman, relate 
window pains. — Weather continues bitterly cold. Winter assuming| A narrative given in a French newspapers by one of the hostages who had 
summ «ide nts ished in Paris. The pillar been impr:soned in Paris. This eens — oe! oon oe We = om 
is to  orenee - age ereree déme. = Communists Se pce. We hag ; Seni: hoe Exe who was also confined with them, 
priso ners ere ee ahs os peg Uaietae Transported but sae a I! cane no family; I have no ties upon me; my business is martyrdom ; 
not ‘lho gal eg ig ial . els accidentally | but you have family ties ; your life will be useful for the sake of others, When | 
igni overjoyed. .Scotched, not killed. == Powder Roalis a laroasted | Your name is called let me answer for you, and take your place. ; 
a wins fees ne aces 7 ss Be Bill | We should have thought an experienced vareaen Ss the noble ae | 
oe ¥, wit eat unrehearse : ec i _ resolution was nearly | would have known better than to accept what tl : areagen ome | 
lost. > tallies at tho oat Guildhal ‘banquet will groan to think of | especially the French onan as. on eS 
; ’ , "Ss au 5 “58, 
it! — Statues of Statesmen to be placed in gardens of arr _ aren ae entitled the Tale of Two Cities ? Nay, bas he never 
pauare, Westminister. Quite right : oe Themes = —?> . the | seen a clever drama founded on that novel, and called Tae. Dead Heart # 
sles a : * - f — : psc nay = t Peecaiae of the | If not we will lend him them to read if he'll call at the ollice. | 
. u TUE I == R. Os 2 > 
Exchequer. Wants to be Lion and Moonshine and all the rest! = | ee | 
Dog Show at Palace. Very good dogs and very poor judges ! = Two | Can’t say Fairer. | 
kegs of powder fell out of cart at Wigan and broke. Colliers be pipes 
in their mouths, assisted in gathering up the powder. They Tr pe | 
— or whiskers left in consequence. = EORGE pity be a a 
to the mmune. yy | 8188s. ae . -s eet 
with him ie Pats o enctue Res sblicone claim “ right of asylum "| Of course the bill is on one side, the ome is "= oe oes, one mi os 
for Communist refugees. Byall means! let all those of them who | looking-glass. The lady is likely to core ess how t oan ppears to 
haven't a right of jail, be presented with the freedom of Earlswood. | her, than how she appears to the men-who are presen ; 


| Racryec men are a favoured set,—they run down to Newmarket for 


| A Curious Case. ; |“ The Second Spring.” | 
_ Tae gentleman, whose countenance fell on hearing of the loss of Lad aan a wisi on Whee a man goes to law, his first study is 
ls - 


THERE is some mistake here :— 
i ica, i l h lady’s plate a 
; tyle ata dinner party, in America, is to place on eac , 
tut Suvi ee thereon the biulloffare. On the side of the fanis asmail looking- 
’ 











00d fae on’ it. beginning to pick up » bit, and bopss mon = | to raise his expenses. 
on 1 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 14th, 1871. 
BEGINNING THE NEW SET, 


Turers :-— Voulez vous danser, Mademoiselle ? 
We can tread a measure well : 
Partners we, just yet a while, 
Differences to reconcile, 
And to carry out with rigour 
This most complicated figure ! 
(For the others what a sell !) 
Voulez vous danser, Mademoiselle ?'’ 


| 
D’ Aumate :—‘' I should dearly like to dance, 

Could I onl get a chance! 

If eanbtiodll could glide 

To a place on either side, 

I ance might reach the top 

Ere it came unto a stop. 

Stranger things ere now befell— 

Voules eous danser, Mademoiselle ?"" 


Dz Pants: Come, suppose her hand I claim, 
Paes name, 
Could it—should it be 
She'd turn up her nose at me? 
T can’t tell wnless I try— 
I'll attempt it by and 
Given an inch I'll take an ell— 
Voulet vous danver, Mademoiselle ?”” 
confvund the gout !) 
shut me out: 
o'er P 
’T were a matter to ore:— 


His fond parent's limbs grow stiff. 
She might like him—who can tell ? 
Voulez vous danser, Mademoiselle 2°’ 
Rep :—“ Spurned—tejected! Can it be 
She declines to dance with meP ‘ 


She prefers in time and tune 
Dancing with that old buffoon! 


NaApo.gon :—“ One false 


She repudiates the sole 
Dance J know—the Carmagnok ! 
Thunder! Blood! Petroleum shell! 


Voulez vous danser, Mademoiselle ?”’ 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Tue Handel Orchestra at the Crystal Palace when filled has been 
often compared to a bouquet, and the simile is a good one. But the 
resemblance of the stages under the dome of St. Paul’s, on the occasion 
of the gathering of London Charity children last week, to a parterre 
of well-grown and well-arranged bedding-out foliage plants was most 
striking. Each school with its distinctive dress formed a part of a 
patjers, ond on the children rose up or sat down it was as if a breeze 

passed over the garden. 

Very pretty the children looked in the quaint old-fashioned gowns 
and queer, but g, caps, and very pleasant—almost affecting 
was the sound of the multitude of young veices. The service was 
im Oe the music fine; but considering the tender age of the 
little f and the distance some of the schools had to walk to and 
from the cathedral, we think the service might be shortened, or the 
sermon, at any rate, omitted. There are few prettier sights in London 
than this assemblage of the children, and we heartily recommend our 
readers by no means to miss it—and to be sure to take their purses 
with them, 

The Crystal Palace Dog Show was a decided success as far as the 
animals went, for a better collection in most respects we do not wish 
to see. The exhibition of Eundering fncompelenos on the part of the 

judges was however the greatest exhibition of all! A from the 
same men reversing their own judgments of last year on the same dogs, 
we had the prizes given to mastiffs with bull-dogs’ heads, and to Pome- 
ranians with pink noses. The only awards from which none could dis- 
sent were given to Mr. Macpona’s St. Bernards, and Mr. Howe, W. 


Wi1iiuaMs’s t Nero, who was a picture, to which Mr. 
Seseees, his Welsh keeper, in his picturesque attire formed a telling 
un 


annual dinner of the City Orthopadic Hospital takes place this 
day (Wednesday). The Duxz of Walxameves sresides—tn the eve 
of the anniversary of Waterloo—at the meeting of a society which is 
—as successfully as his father did—against that most cruel 





War is the Husband's Boat so attractive at Margate f— Because it’s 


Pa's time. 


FUN. 











JUNE THE th! 
(A Summer Day’s Diary.) 


Ercut, a.m. Sneezed and woke. Mem. To take arrowroot and 
rum for supper. Slept again. F rightful dream of eating ices on the 
summit of Mont Blanc. Woke to find the vision false but seasonable. 
Thought of putting railway wrapper on bed, but not bold enough to 
get out and fetch it. 

Nivz,a.m. Time to rise. Sha’n’t. Let the thermometer rise first, 
and see how it likes it. I “scroodle,” after the manner of a frog. 





Scroodling is productive of warmth, with remote contingences in the | 


shape of cramp. See Dictionary ; to scrood/e. How many thousands 
of my poorest fellow-subjects are at this hour wide awake! Even the 
inclemency of the elements cannot deter them from following their 
daily avocations, honest or otherwise. 

Ten, a.m. The domestic urges me eloquently to be a man and 
brave it out. I consent, but stipulate for hot water. Domestic expos- 
tulates—animated discussion—domestic yields. Victory! I dress. 
My nose is fiery in the looking-glass, my extremities are partially 
paralysed ; but I dress. No razor work on such a morn; shaving 
would be a cut above me. 

Eeven, a.m. Breakfast has been a mockery; there was no fire, by 
reason of things called ornaments infesting the grate. Query, 
whether potted beef cannot be warmed up without any detriment to 
its nutritious qualities. Apt quotation from King Lear to faithful 
domestic (in allusion to the weather) ; ‘“‘ Cold, cold, my girl!’’ She 
smiled and was evidently happy to see that I took things so coolly. 

TwELvez, m. Showery, with squalls. Perused my Telegraph, after 
having it seasoned at the kitchen fire on a toasting-fork. Warm 
work in Paris, only to be explained by the difference of latitude. 
Lent my umbrella to Grycuam last week, and can’t go out until 
weather clears up. Wrote a poem on the merry month of June, 
beginning with ‘‘ Hail!’”” Commenced another with “ Rain, rain, go 
away!” gave it up on detecting a faint suspicion of plagiarism. I 
find that my strong point is originality. Bad thing to borrow, espe- 
cially without a chance of returning. 

Onz, p.m. Knock at the street-door. Obviously GrxeuaM, bring- 
ing back the umbrella. Not Gincuam at all. Only Croups.ey with 
invitation for a picnic on Box Hill to-morrow. Made him roar by 
saying that if I could pic my weather I would nie my opportunity. 
Anything makes CLoupsLEy roar. Gave him a glass of something 
hot, and a dry cigar to smoke on the way home. Improvement of the 
weather ; serious thoughts of going out for a runin the Park. Button 
off great coat and galoshes gone to be roughed. 

Two, p.m, Insisted on a fire, under pretence of burning old letters. 
This is jolly. With a little mistletoe about the room I could fancy all 
sorts of things about a merry Christmas and a happy new year. 


Played several rollicking English melodies on the flute, warming my | 


fingers at intervals to correct eccentricities of manipulation. Serious 
drawback to the flute as a social instrument ; you can’t sing to your 
own accompaniment. 


Turez, p.m. Dined at home. In cold weather the gravy of & 


(June 17, 1871, 





mutton chop coagulates with marvellous rapidity and becomes unfit | 


for human diet. Neither is the boiled to of commerce insensible 
to the ravages of time. Caloric is at the best but a fleeting phenome- 
non; in this respect it bears considerable resemblance to earthly 
happiness. Butter, unlike many articles of food, is improved by cold 
and retains its wonted solidity ; whereas during the hot season its 
cageneenes becomes weird and ghastly in the extreme. 

our, p.m. I lighted a pipe. Fancy, inflamed by the fumes of the 


genial weed, bore me into distant and sultry regions. Punkahs waved 


above me in an Indian bungalow. I quaffed the harmless and refresh- 


ing sherbet upen a housetop in the neighbourhood of Constantinople. 
In a scanty 
thoughtfully the celebrated Vale of Cashmere. 
I was warm and happy. 

Frvz, - A last pipe with a something comfortable. 
lemon. I felt a little drowsy ;—more drowsy. 
Srx, p.m. A blank. 
Seven, p.m. A hiatus. 
Ereut, p.m. A void. 
Nivg, p.m. Once more awake. 


Wherever I wandered 


Sugar and 


The fire is extinct. I will to bed, 


whither the warming-pan shall precede me. My arrowroot, MAkY. 
Good night, Mary. A genial day is near its close. May the morrow 
be as genial, Mary, if not more so. | 


———————eeeeeeee 


‘* Murder most foul and most unnatural!” 
Tue Birmingham Daily Post gives us this startling information :— 


Claude Scott Woolley, 19, painter, was brought up before Mr. Justice Byles, on 
remand from last session, charged, on his owa confeesion, with the wilful murder 
of the Treasury, and Mr. Medcaif defended. 

We learn te our relief that there is no ground for the statement, which 
arises from the mis-placing of a line of type. The Italics are ours. 





but becoming costume I perambulated slowly and | 
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A VILLANOUS AMBITION. 


In Lambeth, at the “ Dragon”’ tap, 
Upon a day it came to pass 
I met as affable a chap 
As ever took a friendly glass, 
We drank—a very little while 
Dissolved one shilling and a kick: 
And then he told me with a smile 
He played the villains at the “ Vic.”’ 


I felt a sudden sense of awe, 
Where admiration bore a part, 
When dimly: through the smoke I saw 
That son of histrionic art. 
I answered: him in eager tone, 
In accents passionate but thick ;— 
“TI would thy lot had been my own, 
‘‘To play the villains at the ‘ Vic.’ ’”’ 


‘¢ Methinks,”’ I said, “‘I see thee now 

“ On Queen Victoria's classic boards ; 
“‘There sits a frown upon thy brow, 

“That cork—and only cork—affords 
‘Thine ev’ry act proclaims thee ripe 

‘* At nothing but thy foes to stick ;— 
“‘T hail thee as a goodly type 

‘“‘ To play the villains at the ‘ Vic.’ ” 


We parted shortly after one, 
By Legislature’s harsh decree : 
But ere we parted we had done 
Another drink—or two—or three : 
He bade me tenderly good night, 
And called me amicably “ brick”’ ; 
I loved the man with all my might 
Who played the villains at the ‘ Vic.’ ” 


I envied him with all my heart— 
I feel it would have been my pride 
To act a very wicked part 
In dramas on the Surrey side. 
Had I to seek a fresh career— 
If fate would let me have my pick, 
Id say “ Well, Destiny, look here, 
**T’ll play the villains at the ‘ Vic.’ ” 


Serene my days would be and bright, 
My deeds exceptionally good ;— 

But I would cork my brow at night 
And be aa naughty as I could. 

And on my grave, when I am dead, 
I'd plant no jacet with its hic ; 

But just this little phrase instead— 
He played the villains at the “ Vie.”’! 


SPORTING NOTES AND ANTICIPATIONS. 


Str,—Perhaps it may interest you to know that I have been to 
Ascot—Royal Ascot is the correct card of expression for a sporting 
magnate—and that I backed winners by the score. I didn’t get much 
= out of that, however, for thanks to the opportunity given by 

k-betting the young Eu.rl (or thereabouts) with whom I carried on 
my operations proved to be at the same game as myself—going for the 
loves. Stillene don’t so much mind being welched by a nobleman— 
in fact, I have known two or three operators to be quite proud of their 
sufferings im this particular ; and even I, the redhottest (or reddesthot, 
which ?) demoeractical avenger of my country’s wrongs, felt proud as 
I thought “There’s something in being owed money by a lord anyhow. 
I must talk about this.” 
ell, sir, evem the wonders of Royal—don’t forget the Royal, 
lease—Ascot eame to an end at last, and I have returned to my 
ties. And apropos of them a very peculiar incident happened to me 
the other night. I was sitting in my study musing over the past 
pleasures of the Regal Réunion and casting a piercing glance ever and 
anon into the dark depths of futurity. I had in truth just composed 
the following beautiful passage— 
The Ascot Meeting’s over and the running there is done, 
Amid the swells upon the heath I represented F'un. 
I gave advice to all the groups who clustered near the post, 
And wasn’t I successful ?—but it isn’t right to boast. 


aes now that I’ve returned once more to occupy my den, 
‘M gazing on the future as I sharpen up my pen— 

That pen which, guided skilfully, will from a number land 
e winner of the famous Plate of bold Northumberland. 


‘when & loud knock was given at my door. 


ie 0 ee een 















To my delight and astonishment, I discovered that the knocker 
not the fixture, but the visitor—was none other than the young Duke 
I have mentioned above. After a few hours’ desultory conversation 
this hope of a royal house informed me that he had come to make me 
an offer. At these words visions of greatness slightly unnerved me, 
but I was at once the cold, stern man you, Mr. Editor, know so well 
when the Prince said— 

“I have a poem to offer you. 


If you accept i : oP 
matters square between us over the y pt it we will consider 


late Royal Meeting—if don't 
I must find some one who knows more about sporting nb rte ; “It 
refers to the great Newcastle event—the Northumberland Plate.” And 
placing himself in a graceful attitude, the descendant of a thousand 
kings proceeded :— 


“If, reader, you'd your end attain, and wished for certain means 
You couldn't find a safer way of quitting earthly scenes 
Than by using what I tell you, for unless it's very weak 
There’s nought will put your light out like the fast Acide Prussique. 


‘‘ But prussic acid’s best for those whose wish it is to go 
Far, far away from Tyneside, and from where the pitfires glow ; 
For my own part I'd rather much my little time employ 
In finding out a winner—and I've got one in The Boy. 


“ Of course there’s yet another, and — yes— yet another still 
That I must have an eye to, when they put ‘em through the mill. 
I think it’s pretty evident—ay, plain as cheese or chalk, 
A situation’s sure to get that puffed-up horse, Loxp Hawks. 


“* And how about the third’un ?—well, I think it ten to one 
That something must secure third place—that is, if three should run. 
And at the present moment, as the lists I downward scan, 
I can’t descry a better beast than tardy Taraban.” 


Editor, do you think I was wrong? Please judge for yourself. 


right. 


cu-cumber ; 
Where the sparkling coal is quarried from the early morn till late ; 
Where there stands a town called Gateshead—just the place to punch 
a mate’s head ; 
Where lurid glow the furnace fires, and where they run the Plate ? 
If you haven’t, I can tell you—and pray don’t believe I'd sell you, 
That you're not half educated till you've seen this Northern state. 
My advice, sir, may seem funny, but you'd find it worth the money, 
If you'd go to canny Tyneside just to see them run the Plate. 
There the horses are the fleetest, there the riders are the neatest ; 
There the ringmen are the sweetest lot that ever snuffed the breezs. 
So—if you'll just take notice—“ for a place back Myosotis, 
And put the rest on Christy Sly,” I think you’ll find the cheese. 


The foregoing was chalked out alone and unaided by = Avasrvn. 





A Fine Test. 


Tur Clerk of the Kensington Guardians has applied for the fines 
levied in the Bas WxiGHT prosecutions, the statute, under which they 
are levied, ordering them to be paid to the poor—dut allowsing a third to 
be paid to the informer. When this application is answered by the 
authorities we shall be able to understand the sincerity of the motives 


which actuate these prosecutions. 


Good Preservation. 


An old lady has just died at the advanced age of 109 years at 
Hawarden. She must have been very well Haw'rden’d to last so 
long. . 

“We insert this as the last literary effort of its author. We took 
good care it should be his last! He leaves a widow and two mothers- 
in-law to rejoice over the removal of his pernicions habit of punning. 
We have administered to his estate — a cotton umbrella, a tourist's suit, 
two false teeth, and a pair of spectacles. ] 


Fortiter in Re. 

A notice has been posted-up on the walls of the 15th arrondisement 
in Paris, stating that a subscription, by authority, to erect a statue to 
FLovRENS, is now opened by * Citizen Fout, sculptor.’ We fear the 
result will be wn peu, Fort! As for money, you may ask for 't, 
Citizen,—but will it be fort-coming ? 


ee cea 


ee eee ee ~~ 





Of course, I declined to accept the poem, telling him that, much as I 
respected him, and much as | had hitherto believed in his ability, I 
could not print it even if he offered to pay for the insertion; and Mr. 


Still I thought it wouldn't do to be outdone, so I went into strict 


training, and after a hard struggle produced the accompanying lunes. 
Remember, that if there is any doubt about the reason the rhyme is all 


Have you e’er been north of Humber, where is grown the green 


! 
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A PHOTOGRAPHIC FICTION. 


1. Old Buffies deluded by a tautelogical tout, 7. After being framed, he is glazed. 

2. And impressed by a few diaphanous and decorative designs, 8. ee : ad 
3. Is introduced to the abode of mystery, 9. Buffles gots encomfortable at his long absence. Yea, more—and more,—a° | 
4. and the guardian genius of the place. most uncom ble. 
5. Tney discuss various poses. 6. Buffies “ groups” himeelf. 10. Private view of the operator’s chamber. 
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BACHELOR’S BUTTONS. 


How many a man, who might have dwelt 
In single bliss for life, 
Before a woman’s feet has knelt 
And asked her for a wife— 
Because (shame fall each laundress slut on 9) 
He’d no one to sew on a button. 


His peace and freedom he resigns ; 
And lays his latch-key down ; 

Forsakes his club (which ‘s hard lines) 
Gives up his rooms in town 

Because (return we to our mutton) 

He’s no one to sew on a button! 


Mother-of-pearl, cut into discs, 
Mother-in-law involves. 
The hapless wretch, at fearful risks, 
The bitter question solves— 
(Too oft he breaks his teeth that nut on) 
‘‘ Will no-one sew me on a button ?” 


Ah, if I only knew the man, 
I’d pour down wealth in floods, 
Ou him who hit upon the plan 
Of fixing things with studs: 
I'd give him gold to sate a glutton, 
Who taught men not to care a button. 


For now no female wiles I dread, 
In single bliss unmixed ; 
My fate once hung upon a thread, 
But now by studs ’tis fixed. 
So let these words my tomb be cut on, 
“This bachelor ne'er cared a button !” 


A Pluralist. 


Ir we may credit an advertisement, Gloucester has 
been favoured with the exhibition of an “Extraordinary 
Clairvcyante Child, and Second-sighted Phenomena.” 
At first sight this certainly does read as a little extraor- 
dinary, but, we reflect, that in that ancient city it must 
be quite the cheese to assume “the double.” 





Tarrz,—(but don’t try it on.) Two ofa tirade never agree. 








TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


Joshua Marvel, the new novel by the author of Grif, cannot be said 
to be wanting in either incident or interest. ‘The description of Dan 
and his surroundings in the first volume is pleasant and domestic, and 
the adventures of Joshua in the latter part of the story are stirring and 
varied, though the shifts and contrivances of the wrecked sailors 
reminds us somewhat of the RzApE-BovucicavttT novel of Foul Play. 
The least felicitous portions of the book are those in which the author 
strives after the humorous: for instance the playing upon old 
Meddler’s name is neither very ingenious nor very amusing. But as 
& whole the novel is greatly superior to the general run of three 

ume tales. 

, Messrs. Back woop have done well to republish from their maga- 
zine the sensation story of The Battle of Dorking. Everybody should 
read it, for it is 
its dark forebodings! For its author has quietly begged the whole 
= by getting his invading forces disembarked 1s easily as if 

had been transmitted by telegraph. 

The Cry of the Children from the, Brickyards (StmpxK1n, MARSHALL, AND 
Co., Stationers’ Hall Court) is a startling disclosure of the way in 
which mere babies are employed in Brick-making, to their great injury, 
Piyeical and moral. 

Saturday Half Holiday Guide is a marvel of cheapness and 
usefulness, é For threepence, we get a handy guide to all the principal 
exhibitions in London and its vicinity. ; ; 

Tales of the Sea, by Mr. Goocu, is a collection of seaside stories for 
seaside reading, which may be honestly commended to those who love 
& simply told tale. 

The Row at Dame Albion’s Church School is another feeble copy of | 
& feeble original. It is about the most unfit form possible for discus- | 





whe. oe theological questions. Buffoonery is hardly the vein in 


Caartry Misriacep.—Cornwall is not a poverty-stricken county— | 
mit. Why then should Nature bestow her copper there ? 


rer een nine 


treat upon religion. 








~—_— 











Piscator ashore :-—“ Wor YB CATCHIN’?” | 


clever and amusing; and we can afford to laugh at | 


TO THE PURPOSE. 
June 1871.— Thermometer 32° Fah. 
Piscator afloat :—* A coup.”’ 


Baby Language. 
We are always ready to say a good word for modest merit; and it 
is therefore with unusual pleasure that we draw public attention to— 
in other words confer immortality upon this infant phenomenon, 
mentioned in the advertising columns of the Telegraph last week :— 
WANTED a nurse for a child two months old, who speaks English and French. 
Good references, &c. 
A babe of two months, speaking English and French, would require a 
companion rather than a nurse, we should think. To be sure the 
advertisement may be intended to mean “a nurse who speaks Erglish, 
&c.”” In that case the baby can’t speak English—and its friends 


clearly can’t write it! 


Kicking up a Dust 

Tus vendor of prepared dust for Poultry Houses inserts in the 
Journal of Hortieulture a notice that :— 

Having used his own prepared dust for the last three years, he can recommend it. 
The statement reads funnily, and reminds one of Imperial C-xsan’s 
being turned to clay and stopping a hole to keep the wind away. But 
then other people did that for dead C.vsaz whereas this lively gentle- 
man offers to come down with “his own dust.” By displaying such 
small regard for his mortal remains, he at any rate shows his spirit. 





From a Prophet who has been in the Sunshine. 
(Anp Got Wert). 
Are Oaks before the Ash in leaf ? 
The weatherwise aye come to grief, 


When first the ash in verdure shows, 
The season’s sure to be—who knows ? 


“ You'Lz eat me out of house and home! ” as the whelk said to the 
proletarian epicure. 














COMMUNIST REFUGEES IN LONDON. 

Tuer is, in the most French recesses of the province of Cischan- 
neline Gaul, which is called Soho in the maps of London, a Frencher 
deep still, a tiny region where the exile can for a while forget that he 
has exchanged the land of the Marseillaise, the mouchard, and mazagrin 
for the soil of freedom, of the bobby, of the porter-diére. In this Eden 
of the exile the breezes, not exactly of Araby, but of a French by- 
street, are wafted unmistakeably to the olfactories ; and the inhabit- 
ants of the quarter bring their chairs outside their shops or front doors 
to enjoy the —well, not fresh—air. In this colony you meet women 
wearing white caps instead of bonnets, you encounter ancient dames 
with heads turbaned with silk handkerchiefs, and you even catcha 

limpse of the familiar blue blouse after the hours of work are over. 
ere are bird-cages at almost every window. In the bakers’ shops 
the bread is in the form of long loaves, like giant rolls. There are 
newspaper oe that cipplay flimsy journals with brightly coloured 
illustrations, of a more or less moral, or rather immoral, tendency. 
There are grimy little cafés and restaurants. 

Alas, these thoroughly French institutions differ somewhat from the 
cabarets even of “the land of” un-“ settled Government.”’ The Lon- 
don fog has penetrated to their marrow, and made them gloomy and 


depressing, their gar flabby and feeble-kn N’importe! a 
Tisocheemn must noes bie fe is as necessary as the breath 
of his nostrils; and it is in the cafés—and one of them especially—of 


this quarter, that you must look for the disjecta membra of the Com- 
mune that have had the good luck to get through the cordon drawn round 
Paris—the very few ‘ gleaning grapes’ that have escaped the vigorous 
and iarly crimsoned vintage of Monsrzun Turers and the Regi- 
ments of the Line. 

Behold them! They cluster round a little table whose marble top is 

imy with the coffee of Soceneemmtom ot Da yet Wrenty: yews or 
ae their elbows on the board dinted with the choppes of the exiles of 
a quarter of a century. An odour less of sanctity than of absinthe 
floats about them. Am imcense rather of bad capora/ than of the 
martyr’s sacrifice curls above them. They converse in low tones 
—almost in whispers, their w like those of the tiger, 
having a good deal of the growl in their constitution. ey 
whi wisely, but not too well; because at the next table is 
cai tainted more than suspected o ing an agent of 


police. They have prudence and discretion, that better part of 
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valour. Valour! They have “the courage of their convictions ’’— 
and you would say to look at them, that the courage of their convic- 
tions would be the courage of oe servitude for life all round. You 
seldom can have seen a bevy of exalted patriots who looked more like 
jail-birds. Those keen malignant eyes may have squinted along Chas- 
sepot barrels at the breast of gallant CLement Tomas, or the brave 
Lecomtz. Those singularly dirty, and quick-bitten, as to the nails, 
forefingers may have pulled triggers on the unarmed hostages in the 
Mazas prison—nay, those clumsily shod feet may have trampled in the 
blood of the good and courageous Darnoy. If so, you will quite agree 
with me in hoping that, the taciturn compatriot at the next table 
having proved the fact to the satisfaction of an English magistrate, 
this group of assassins—not political criminals but mere felons— will 
be handed over to justice. ‘* Mort aux voleurs,” wrote up the Com- 
mune—and the sentence must have occurred in a self-condemnatory 
form to the minds of those disinterested patriots who, when captured 
by the troops, had several hundreds of francs on them. We won’t go 
as far as “death to the robbers” however. But we will say with all 
heartiness “death to cowardly assassins’’-—to wretches who slew the 
aged and the unarmed in cold blood. 

Aye, there's the rub! Sooner than give up to the most mighty 
power in Europe one single political refugee, we’ll fight—in spite of 
the croakings of the ehronicler of a future Battle of Dorking. But by 
all means, dear neighbouring states, take back your murderers. We 
have, to our grief, plenty of the article home-manufactured, and we 
don’t want Seotends in criminals. Only, dear neighbour and ally, 
please, don’t make any mistake. We will give you these men if they 
are proved legally to be assassins—common felons—and we give them 


to you as such, so don’t get confused and think we have allowed you | 


to claim them as political prisoners. Let that be clear! 

And so, after that declaration, let us set our faces towards Leicester- 
square and wend our tortuous way out of the heart of “ petty France” 
into English London. 


From the St. James’s Park Mud. 

Wuat distinction is there betwixt a scaly animal whose favourite 
habitat is the Nile, and—but we have no wish to be personal—the 
First Commissioner of Works? One is a Croc-odile—the other 4 
Cracked-dile. A distinction, it may be noted, not without a duffer- 
ance. 
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SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS: 


oR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER. 





Spoonrvut XVIII. 


EADER, there is nothing 
like accustoming your 
children early to the in- 
fluence of great, very 
great, men! Miss 
Nomer, the nurse 
maiden here, when she 
puts on her smart perk- 
visits, and then the 
Park visits, evidently 
thinks so at any rate. 

oe How sold the household 
== troops would be if it 
° were not so. 

acon “Without the smile from 
partial beauty won 


Oh! what were manf A 
world without a sun !”’ 


\ oo ose. Oud heir! 
ae) ‘“‘On the 28th instant, 






iS ites ss eg ae, the wife of the Rev. 
ee me aaa 0a Septmivs GopoLPuIn 
OMNI BizrNesiit ' tv Jongs, M.A , of a son 

. . 9 


still-born.” P.S. N.B. The Rev. Mrs. Seprimrus Gopo.putn Jonzs 
(M.A.—ma) has however several other small sons who do their very 
best to make up for this mishap, by living—as noisily as possible ! 

In France, ce n'est que le (snake colour, indeed) ce n'est que le premier 
Pas qué coute, in our pays, in England, #1 n'y @ que poor Pa pays. 

Did anyone ever hear a very short man acknowledge he would like to 
be as tall as a household troop, six feet three or so? Did anyone ever 
live in a very seedy lodging the landlady of which had not once..,. 
kep’ ‘er carridge? Unfortunate lady! (dand-lady) P.S. But— — 
- - hope a = 80 —_ kind - wash her hands before mak- 
ng our pastry, as this “ nature-printed ” impression was in repli n 
everything she touched this aalne : , — 





to think that Poverty, hated Poverty, keeps us under such a dooced 
dirty thumb as this; it’s too disagreeable ! 

The man who comes into a fortune will soon let you know what he 

has always niet to be, — — a brick ora brute. If he has ony Pome 

up himself—as he can appreciate impecuniosity—it wo 0 

- no harm to think of those s¢i// in his _— ... seedy-vant condi- 


A shor¢ cut to the heart, is frequently through the stomach ! 
Paunch 4 la Remain: A man who sticks to the table! A man who 
& paunchant for eating ! 
PS. Don’t call a man who “sticks to the table” gluttonous 
us is the word! : 
Whine from the wood: A creaking door! 
An un-flattering port-rait: A red nose! 
A Mayor's nest: Guildhall! 
Here is an example of tautology for the use of schools: viz. 
drowning man clings to a straw. 
The poor man relizs on his friends! 
exact borrowing money of a friend or acquaintance, borrow the 
will finish Ne value his friendship at, for, as the fact of doing it at all 
ion e business, you may just as well go in for as much as you | 
Get before... ... you cut him. 
a ane was called by the Greeks “ Tyche,” mais noose avong shonger/ 
Ticky nowadays parties without fortuna are mostly looked upon :8 


— 


“A penny saved is a penny gained’’! upon this principle the way 0 





' ig neither new nor true. 


| ing. 


a 





win at pool and whist is (N i : 
Don't giny. whist is (N.B, this, dear boy, isa certainty)....... 
We are constantly hearing th “ ; 
at ce g the remark “that So and So has ot 
itin him!’’ Do for goodness’ sake, sta iin 
you,’’ do,Do, let’s have it out! ape nnimenp sor mwe ~ GOS HF fn 
Familiarity—with your servant especially—b 
7 p —breeds contempt, 
yet, if you, never speak nicely to him, it at Bacverapensct re 
Sc aa ond ; have, therefore, O captain, a juste milieu between the 
a a of treating him as an equal and the Gharybdis of treating him 
© a dog,,and then perhaps he will not go to Creeemorne in your best 
great coat; and then perhaps he will not—to pay you out—put dorling 
wats oaaie morning in your—douche take him—ghower bath in place 





Wraith-er Spirited. 


WE observe “ Lorne Highland Whiskey ’’ is being advertised by a 
firm of the name of GreENLezs. We should say Green-iess would be 
more appropriate, for there is little green about people who know how 
to turn the weaknesses of others to account. Of course the whisky 
will “go down ’”’ immensely with those aristocracy-loving folks who if 
they cannot get a sight of Lorp Lorne in the flesh, will be satisfied 
with a soupgon of nobility, in the spirit which bears his name. We 
have no doubt the “ second sight” peculiar to Scotland in general, and 
its whisky in particular, will keep up the pleasant illusion. 





Gushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accome 
ied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


pani 
responsible for loss.) 

S. F.—In answer to your Lines—“ Did e’er you teach a dear Gazelle :"’— 
(we have heard something of the kind before)— we are compelled reluctantly 
to answer “‘no.’’ The only domestic animals, that a residence in London 
gave us a chance with, were blackbeetles. As soon as they began to love 
us they got into our boots, where we unconsciously slew them. 

A HENPECKED Subscriber must be a poultry fellow, not to show more 
spirit. 

PBosH.—It is impossible te “‘ modify, mollify or oly ” what you send. 
And what is the meaning of the word * surreptiously ” 

‘“‘ TuE gentleman who would like the question answer 
the nut for himself. We cannot and wal-nut! 

A. W. S. (Bath).—We do not deal in your style of article. The allusion 





ed’’ must crack 


« L, HOMME qui rit’”’ does so apparently on the wrong side of his mouth. 

FRIEND iD Paseuunc-Chenle one of those pitchers which are pro- 
i ited with long ears. 

ee Ste - is deficient in rhyme. The metre also is faulty. 

It would do much better as prose, but unfortunately it is wanting in mean- 

We have no fault to find with it beyond these. 

calling. We recognise an old correspondent. 

Glasgow; D. F. St. Just; Linthe; B. Bes 

Ips'vich ; Yank; Toodles ; 


Fra Dravowo.—Oblige us b 

Declined with thanks :—J. T., 
G., Bromley; J. W., Royal Terrace; W. H., ; 
J. S., Cheapside; W. B., Cannon-street ; — Galway; J. M. M.; Jabes; 
R. W., Liverpool ; W. T.; Bristol; H., Lower Norwood ; A. B., Edin- 
burgh; B., Sloane-street; A. F , Exon; 8.5, Te Simonsais; F. F., 
Putney; Plas; H. W., Liverpool ; G. B. B., Kingsland-road ; Connoisseur ; 
Highland Laddie; A Bow-Wow; T.A., Leeds; M., Duke-etreet ; Piscator ; 
Clerus: B. W. C.; Melan-choly ; Thespian; H. L., Manchester ; G. F.; 
L. O., Islington; Mrs. —, Exeter; Movitor; R. M.; L. 8.8, Bow; M. P. 


— ee wr 


Ne eee, 








‘ 
4 





—— 











A 


Tipsy Customer :—-“ A PINT 0’ WHISKY, PLEASE, Sure.” 


Publican :—“ Yr'Li GBT NAB MAIR WHISKY HERE, McTavisu. 
on Gresx P”’ 


CHATS ON THE MAGS. 


JUNE. 

In Good Words for the Young the story of the “ Princess and the 
Goblin "’ comes to a too early close. A paper on cage-birds will set 
the youngsters taming their pets. The number is brim full of capital 
matter and the pictures are even better than usual. 

The Dublin University Magazine contains sound papers on various 
perv = Re oo notably one upon “The Germans and Gauls 
under the .” “Jack Stagg” also is good. But what was the 
reader about ?—almost every page contains a printer's error! 

In Good Words, we have a dawning of light on the plot of “The 
High Mills.” The other papers are readable and valuable, and the 
— especially the one of “Ma’r S’one and the calves,’ admir- 


able, 

The St. Paul's brings us close to the finish of “ Ralph the Heir,” one 
of the best of Ma. Tro.iore’s stories. Mr. Dosson,contributes some 
of his pleasant verse, Ma. Procror some of his lore, and 
Matrugw Baowns some of his htful gossip. 

The Sunday Magazine has a good instalment of “‘ The Story of the 
Mine,”’ and a bit of Australian life touchingly told. We miss the 
City Man, however, and the Curate, and hope one or other will turn up 
again soon. The art is, as usual, excellent. 


MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited),37, Con- 
duit-street, leading 
Conduit-street are of the best London make. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD SUITES from £10 10s. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD OHAINS from £3. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRACELETS from £5. 

EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BROOCHES from £2. 
EIGHTEEN-CARAT GOLD BRIDESMAIDS’ LOOCKETS from £1. 
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PROPER VEHICLE. 


Tipsy Customer :—“ No, THanxye, Sure, I wAnt It IN A BOTTLE.” 





from Bond-street, W. All articles sold at 37, | duit-street, leading from Bond-street, W., introducer of machine-made 
watches and clocks. 


[Jung 17, 1871. 
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Haven’t I Totp YE IN PLAIN EncuisH? D’yme want rr iw Latin 













Cool ! 

Tue “ Woman’s Rights’’ Yankee paper called Woodhull and Claflin’s 
Weekly (edited by a hen-candidate for the presidency) was the journal 
that originated the slander about Jenny Linp’s husband. It calmly 
comments on the libel, saying, apropos of the damages recovered from 
its victims :— 

We are sorry for the papers, if their motives were not corrupt. 
If they were corrupt, we presume W. and C.’s J. would sympathise 
with them :—though to be sure the slanderous cackle of a feminine 
journal may not be malicious—only silly. 












A Definition. 


A mEpIcaL student, whose education has been neglected, while read- 
ing to his coach from a medical work pronounced the word delirium 
as deal-o’-rium. ‘Stay,’ said the master, “you're confusing two 
two things. Delirium isa sort of madness. Deal-o’-rhyme 1s inci- 
pient idiocy !”’ 
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With a Hook! 
FisusrMan was the favourite tip for the Derby with nett prophets only! 










MR. STREETER, successor to Hancock & Co. (Limited), 37, Con- 






—so», s-& =~ 






SILVER ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £3 3s. 

GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £8 8s. 

GOLD KEYLESS ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, from £16. 
CLOCKS (CARRIAGE), from £5. 

CLOCKS, for the dining-room, drawing-room, library, and 













Ma. Srazerzn, 37, Conduit-st:, W., introducer of 18-carat gold jewel- | boudoir; bronzes, &c.—Mar. Srazeter, 37, Conduit-st., Steam Works. 


lery, machine made. [llustrated Catalogue post free for two stamps. | Coach and Horses-yard. Illustrated Catalogue post free for two stamp* 
ee ee ee ee ee | a a so Sane nees See. DON 


Printed by JUDD & Co., Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : June 17, 1971. 






L ae © Ce 

















































UN. 





NOW AND THEN, 


I’ve known a faculty depart 
Before the age of twenty-two; 

Id est, the freshness of the heart 
That fell upon me like a dew. 

The times unluckily have been, 

Ere oa grew utter prose ; 

When hope was young and very green, 
And life the colour of the rose. 


Ob, Time, you spoiler and you thief, 
What compensation can you bring 
For flying off with my belief 
In everyone and everything? 
Experience and my silver hair 
Are all the profit I can claim 
For finding Love to be a snare, 
And Friendship little but a name. 


But Love and Friendship fleetly pass ;— 
Where's Robinson—and Mary Jones ? 
They both are in their tombs, alas !— 
With no “ Resurgam ”’ on the stones. 
Ambitions die and hopes deceive ; 
My faith has grown so very small, 
That now I scarcely can believe 
However I believed at all. 








Like a Bird! | 
Jinks went the other day to see the two-headed | 
nightingale, and vulgarly declared it was a “ strange 
kind of a lark.” _ His ornithology is all wrong! The | 
ares, i o—; is evidently that rara avis in 
eriis, descri y OVID as nigro simillima cygno, ver 
like a black Swan-with-two-necks. — 





Fait Accompli. | 
_ We read in a contemporary the other day a passage | 
in which mention was made of “the rude ole of 
events,” Is it correct to describe as rude the logic of 
“accomplished facts ’’ P 


Taz Sirenr Hicuhway.—Cheapside. 


See 
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Shoe-making and the Drama. 


A Livcotn shoemaker (man by the name of Horspoot—sells Ladies’ 
Little Kids, Gentlemen’s Calves, and that sort of thing, combined 
with @ natural — for going about lamenting the wickedness of 
this wicked world) has got into trouble for molesting a theatrical 
company. This foolish shoemaker stuck up banners in front of the 
theatre se . The way to the bottomless pit,” and got up a 


for sale. 


RAL.—1, Evy cobbler should stick (as Ruskin says) “unto 
this last” and make’ thot his awl in awl— A that he should always 
have his aw! in all, but always his all in awl. 2. This particular 

8 vocation is plainly not the immortal welfare of his fellow- 
‘teatares, but merely the everlasting repair of their soles. 


Fish and Find out. 
Pm clip this fact in natural history from the San Francisco News- 


the hosts of queries which will be sent to Land and Water 


jock abject, we beg to point out that the fish was of course a bottle- | highest bidder! 


Pao; On the wrong Horse. 

will keep “ne that what France requires is “a stable 

Psha! If ita recent governments had not had so much 

stable, they would not have saddled the country with so much 

France has been jockeyed enough! 
xu, 
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unds. These to 
the better. 
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iehing only four ounces was sold the 
2 ico are like taxgatherers—the 
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Our Sporting Artist.—For « Winrer Exumition. 
Portrait of himself—by himself—in a ditch. 





‘*Here’s Sport Indeed!”’ 


A SPLENDID PACK of well matched Harriers and an eight horse steam engine 


We cull the above from an Irish journal of wide circulation. 
Apparently the “Splendid Pack’’ is too fast for ordinary horses and can 
only be followed upon an “eight horse steam engine.” 
shooting,” no doubt, has its fascinations for our sporting compatriots, 
but really this is ‘‘ Oat-Nimroding Nimrod,” and having improved on 
horseflesh by substituting the ‘‘Iron Horse,’’may they not soon expect 
to see “ Iron Dogs”’ in the Field as well as on the Hearth ? 


The Donothing Ministry. 


By tHe SHADE or CANNING. 


Tur fault of our rulers (to name them as such!) 

Is doing too little and talking too much: | 

Yet the little they’ve done far too much will be found . 

For they've clapped on all incomes a “ tuppence per pound. 
‘‘Tuppence per pound,” 
‘*Tuppence per pound,” x 

All the Session’s produced is this “ tuppence per pound. 


The Height of Absurdity. 


Here's a case of lofty ambition :— 


A gentleman in Yorkshire has P i 
descendants only as should reach the height of s'x feet four inches 


Supposing he has no tall heirs, he will he 
then P Well, we suppose the property will be knoc 





A Dogma. 





An ill wind for the rheumatic: The Gnawr. 


left the whole of his property to such of his 


ave no heirs at all. 


ked down to the 


other day for fifty 
leas we see of them 
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FUN OFFICE, Wednesday, June 21st, 1871. 
ON SUFFERANCE. 


Ain :—Kiss me quick and go! 


France restores the exiled Princes 
All their civil right; 
But her love for them evinces 
Thus in terms polite— . 
“Take a peep, and go, my sonnies 
Take a peep and go! ; 
Yes, just admire—and then retire !: 
Oh, take a peep and go!” 


Much the princes to remain there 
Doubtless would prefer! 
But in language pretty plain, there 
Comes this hint to stir :— . 
“Take a peep, and go, my sonnies ! 
Take a peep and go! 
Yes, just a glance—and good bys, France! 
Oh, take a peep and go! 





BUSY BEE WRIGHT AND BUSY BODY WRONG. 


You cannt#‘be right, Bsz Wricur, be right 
For the nm, who preaches 
Should do as he teaches, 
A thing’that you do not do quite—not quite, 
No! not by ‘‘a precious good sight.’’ 
No, you cannot be right, Bee Wricur, be right— 
For you've’ your ae — 
In watching your neighbours, _ 
A trade, too, that seems ‘delight—delight ! 
Though their toil for a living you blight. 
If you wish to do right; Bes Wricur, be right, 
Drop this work altogether — 
“ There's nothing like leather,” 
Just return to your last; when = might, you might, 
Of our soles mend the terrible plight! 


How can it be right, Bez Wricut, be right 
(And here is a hobble 
"Twill pose you to cobble) 
For a sanctified man to get tight —get tight, 
Like your friend who was locked up all night ! 


No, it cannot be right, Baz Wricut, be right 

— old eo to juggle 

oor people, who struggle 

To earn for their living a mite, a mite:— 
It is less like religion than spite. 
"Tis self-wrighteous outright—out, Waicurt! outright ; 

To injure your neighbour 

Is not Christian labour, - 
And to do so on Sunday’s the height—the height 
Of wickedness, black as the night ! 





Nomine, Omine. 


Tue settlement of our difference with the United States and the 
satisfaction of the Alabama Claims are not exactly things of which the 
nation needs to be proud. But ee must have guessed from the 
constitution of the Commission that the only result must be the humilia- 
tion of England. She was de-Grey-ded at the very outset. 





Contradiction in Terms. 

A rrienp who has janet returned from the North of France says he 
is at a loss to know why the Prussian troops there are described as 
“the army of occupation.” He says they look very much in want of 
occupation, poor ws. 


Evil Commune-ications. 

Tus Extradition Treaty with France (dating from 1843) provides 
for the surrender of all fugitive charged with “ murder, 
manslaughter, and arson.” As these crimes constitute the patriotic 
acts of the Communists, we fancy that we shall “ give them up” like 
a bad conundrum. 








Multum in Paulo. 


Mr. anv Mus. Howarp Pav who have just returned from Italy 
announce two morning performances of their popular songs and 
Impersonations on the 29th and 30th inst. at St. James's Hall. 


_FUN. 
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THE SAILING BARGE MATCH. 


By Our Sprcrat SIGHTSEER. 


Marcues are of different kinds. Perhaps you have heard this 
before, but on that account it is none the less true. Matches, are 
matrimonial, aquatic, pedestrian, turf, lucifer, and marine-store. (Of 
the latter there are two sorts, the fast and the slow, the barge match 
being by authorities included in the latter category. Into the natural 
history of barges I have at present neither time nor space to enter, but 
their staple productions—as discovered by me on the ‘3th in-t.—are 
jibs, sprits, tops, and boards. Indeed one vessel during the race made 
enough boards to construct two or three sailing barges. ‘Thus you see 
the bump of philoprogenitiveness is fully devoloped in these craft, 
Unlike steamers, water has but little to do with the propulsion of g,il. 
ing barges, their principal motive power being obtained from a potent 
liquid known to bargees as pongelo, which is kept handy in a small 
cask, and whose aid is invoked with marvellous effect when the 
depressed mariner is about to give way to the exhaustion which exces- 
sive board-making naturally induces. It is from this propensity for 
boarding that the bargees—who are lighter-men than the regulur 
Gravesend packet sailors—have ever been called the wooden walls of 
old England, for in the event of an attempt at invasion they would 
put up boardings all round the coast, and, with the aid of a few police- 
men, would effectually prevent anyone’s admittance except on 
business. 

With a true feeling of respect, then, for these magnates of the 





ee ee 


mighty deep, I made the best ofmy trembling way, armed with a card | 
of invitation, to the saloon steamer which had been chartered for the | 
conveyance of the committee, the champion flags, the cups—emblematic | 
of the inspiring beverage I have before referred to—and a cargo of | 


over four hundred curious commentators, whose conversation was a 
source of intense amusement to yuur S. S. throughout the day. 

Close to me was a party of four—two ladies and two gentlemen— 
who had, as they assured the folks in their vicinity, come out for the 
purpose of enjoying themselves. The elements of their enjoyment 
consisted in, bread, beef, beer, biscuits, butter, and bad English. 
Each couple was provided with a big bag holding about thirty days’ 
rations for a soldier in full marching order, and with a perseverance 
worthy of better viands they transferred the solids and fluids from 
their leather receptacles to others of a far more elastic and equally 
capacious character. Nor were these people at all remarkable. A 
finer set of trenchermen never graced the decks of a steamer; and 
about one o’clock—that good old-fashioned dinner-hour—the scene in 
the ladies’ cabin, where the tables were spread, might have been 
enjoyable to any one who had provided his own provender, but to the 
hungry strugglers for any available space in which to stand a plate 
the clatter of knives and forks, the sounds of devoted gobbling, and 
the cries for help of the waiters must have been awful indeed. Affec- 
tation held no sway amid this Arcadian company, courtship hindered 
not the play of the platter, and as one pursy performer remarked as he 
toiled up a few steps after dining, “ with such doers, the contractors 
must have lost heavily at three bob a head.”’ 

Drinking, too, had its various fashions, the prevailing mode being 
governed by a regard to quantity. One individual, who had in a loud 
voice called for a bottle of Moitts, amused himself for some little time 
by blowing off the froth, while a companion whose shepherd’s-plaid 
costume harmonised remarkably well with his teeth, mixed his portion 
with some bottled stout, and declared the mixture “‘dam queer.” 

In all sailing matches it is neccssary that a start should be gua- 
ranteed, and in the present case the commencement was all th at could 
be desired. Two small guns, painted a beautiful green, were dis- 
charged—(probably on account of their colour)—from the commodore’s 
vessel, and the race began. Whether it ever finished I am not in 4 

osition to state, for after drifting about and standing still for seven 

ours I went ashore, and returned to town by train, having learnt much 
about the sea and its dangers through my visit to the ninth annual 
sailing barge match. | . 

[We have inserted the foregoing under protest, as we feel quite posl- 
tive that a gentleman who is engaged to write a graphic report of a race, 
and who returns without any knowledge of the result or even of the 
names of the starters, is unfitted to represent a well-conducted paper. 
Still, as the account has been sent in,we accept it, with a caution. Ke- 
ferring to our representative's remarks upon the eating powers 
displayed on board the committee-boat, we find that he was rather 
under than over the mark, if the ability displayed by one gentleman 
be rightly estimated—that gentleman being none other than our 
Special Sightseer.— Ed. ] 


Lords and Gentlemen. 


Lorp Marcus Beregsrorp and Messrs. Beresrorpd and Leslie were 
charged at the police court the other day for stealing a piece of statuary, 
and pleaded that it was “ a nocturnal lark.” We don’t know the bird, 
but possibly the statuary represented an owl, to which as the bird of 
wisdum these “ gentleman” had doubtless an objection. 
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Slodger and Tiney; Pik; Rutland. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC, No. 224. 


Midsummer day, 
When our rent we must pay, 
Is a day, that is scarce spent in clover ; 
Besides it proves June 
At an end, and—too soon— 
The best of the twelvemonth passed over. 


1, Long since, if legends tell us true, 
These Carats and ZetEs slew; 
And yet at theatres you will 
Most likely find the creatures still. 


2. This brass the virtues doth recite 
Of one, Sir Amyas Leieuton, knight ;— 
Tis ages since, in furious fight, 
His life was ended. 
He’s clad in armour, cap-a-pie ; 
And by his side a weapon, see, 
Half-dagger, and half-sword, wears he 
From belt suspended. 


3. Long ago within a crypt 
Found I this old manuscript ; 
*T was a poem by a bard, 

But to read ’twas very hard, 
And too oft a dire hiatus 
Would occur to aggravate us! 


4. Port your helm, oh, steersman rash, 
Or your bulwarks we shall smash! 
Ah, you lubber! There we go— 
You can’t clear us—told you so! 
Quick protect your vessel’s side— 
Ward the blow; and let us glide, 
Harmless past you on the tide! 


Ps or Acrostic No. 222.—Comimune, Execute: | 
6, Ox, Mate, Maniac, Urubu, Newt, Eyesore. 


{CORRECT SoLuTIONS oF AcRostic No. 222, REceIVED Junr 14th.— 
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ack :—You will find it in any dicti : 
it in Shakespeare, Where ? y dictionary. We don’t remember | 
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AsPHALTE is pushing its way—b | 
y—but not half fast 
enough are there any among the powers that be still | 
a oubt as to its merits? Let Brirannia exercise | 
er prerogative, and rule the wave-erers. | 
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| Londoner (to Cousin from the North):—“Tuar status? 
SHAKESPEARE.” 

Cousin :—“ AN’ WHA’ WAS SHAKSPEER?” 

Londoner :—“ Ou, SHAKESPEAKE—A DRAMATIC AUTHOR!” 

Cousin :—‘* Ou, AYE! 
AUTHOR, WAS HE NoO!”’ 
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OUR SHORTHAND NOTES. 
Tua Ameétican Minister arrives to receive settlement of the Alabama 









vhlpry: : aE Of rouge et noir, blood and mourning ! — Say made 


tench refugees. Get snubbed for their pains. 
‘ER ever offer to teach Once to mend shoes ? = Governor 
nce—Picarp, Set a Pickard to look after stealers. = 
asia election of a Rector at Bilston conducted with usual 
“Sher didn’t want “ babyism :” they don’t seem to mind black- 
ousl = London School Board continues to do nothing strenu- 
oon ye a Summer is setting in with more than “its usual 
erity. = Delicacies of the season. More lumbago than lamb, more 
draught SePAragus, more pangs than peas. East wind in constant 
= AYRTON is going to lime-light Parliament for the rest of 

on. Better keep his lime to whitewash the Ministry :— 
om Barge Race last week. Betting ten to won, bar(ge) 
, = Excitement about the “ Betting Act.” People say M.P.’s are 
de dictate to their be = is piece at the Lyceum, Flewr 
a mae very strong, With a rum flavour. Fleur de Thé-sez vous ! 
8 defence in Frerich Assembly. More successful than his 


defence of Paris. — Lucrarr, Opcrr, & Co. for the International | 


tion approve of the vile acts of the Commune, in a manifesto, | 
Don't } 
|“ weed” on his hat every time 


; they want us to believe is a Working Man-ifesto. 
mere _ = When wii/ the House of Chaibans settle the question 
sa ase? Buy and buy, we suppose. = The thousands of Com- 
shot, f reported as shot by the troops in Paris turn out to have been 
on Eo me most part, with—the long bow! = “Jounson’s Jump 
i ndon-bridge turns out to bea piece of arch-humbug. ‘“‘Bounty- 
ping” is the American for it, we fancy. = Maxauis TowNsHEND 











at of lotteries and gaming tables to attract visitors. Surely | 


. e. Aseinesible proceeding ! — Oncer and the other | 
ooley- street write to the Premier to teach him how to act | polygamy), 0 
Quite right,— | pectus, from which we quote one passage :— 


an ordinary election plus odium theologicum. Somespeaker | him 8 
7 + fear some of the crops he proposes to sow will be 80-80 ind 


| can picture to ourselves 
he has planted to come up, 


| servants nowa 
! 
‘i Scuenck you for nothing! — Paris Figaro proposes the | Dodo ! 


establishes society to aid domestic servants. There are no domestic 
days; he might as well found a lying-in hospital for the 





Growing like Bricks 


Mr. Ruskin wants to start a kind of Mormon settlement (minns 
Brook Farm, or Latterday Utopia. He has issued a pros- 





We will have plenty of flowers and vegetables in our gardens, plenty of corn and 
grass in our fields, and few bricks. 


We sincerely hope that the great art-critic will have associated with 
, OF we 


mebody who is pratically acquainted with agriculture 

eed! We 
Mx. Ruskin anxiously watching for the bricks 
and wondering when, like peas, they will 
want “sticking ”—of course, with scaffold-poles. Alas, his bricks are 
likely to prove a mortar-fying failure. 


They are Dorking Nonsense ! 


Iw the face of the rumoured invasion of England, as sketched out by 
lad to learn (from the 





| . 
h f The Battle of Dorking, we are g 
a er bab on . Cnatrical ftte at the North Woolwich Gar- 


fact of his having given 
dens last week) that the 


‘¢ Weeds Grow Apace!” - 

Ir, says an American paper, BrichaM Youne wore an additional 
he lost a wife or mother-in-law, it 1s 

“He'd be a weed- 


Dutch have not taken Houtanp! 





estimated his hat would have to be 27 feet high. 
ks a Scotch friend. 


ower With a vengeance,” remar 





Basz Incratitupr.—Going “tick” for one’s milk, and then dip- 
° ‘ . ’” 
pantly telling Simpson to “chalk it up. 
——— na 
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PRE: “TOO BUSY BEE. 


Wuo Maxes Everyropy's Business His Buzzynzss. 
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Thiers (to the Princes 


AND Nor TALK!” 
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LINES. 
Written on board a steamboat at midnight. 








——_ 


Snore, snore, snore, 
In those hold-raised tones and key ! 
And “I would you were hung ’’ I mutter, 
Such snorts there arise round me ! 


O well for that stertorous swell, 

That his snout’s like a bagpipe in play! 
O well for that sleepv cad 

That he grunts in his throat in that way ! 


In this state the ship goes on, 
Till, thank heaven, somebody's ill. 
But O, t’d give much to be safe on land, 
Or the sound of the snores to be still! 
Snure, snore, snore, 
For the row never flags, I see, 
And my slender chance of a nap it is fled,— 
On deck is the place for me! 


SAGE STUFFING FOR GREEN GOSLINGS ; 


OR, 


SAWS FOR THE GOOSE AND SAWS FOR THE GANDER, 





SpoonruL XIX. 


ONESTY is the 
best policy after 
all, and Muss 
FATEMMA TRAY- 
LOORDE —who d 
be priceless in 
Constantinople, 
tho’ she isn't of 
much account 
in England — 
doesn’t mind 
frankly acknow- 
ledging that her 
version of *‘ Love 


me, love my 

wah. dog,”~—s simply 

AW \\ A <4 means “if you 
Wy Qs 4  willonlybegood 


wu 8 ~ enough to love 
oe 


AS ww eo -—- =. me, hang the 
aN AQ a ~ quadroopid, you 
= = _—— may do what 


you like with 
him.” This is 
an opportunity 
which may not 
occur again. 
Reader, we in- 
vite you to lose no time in seizing it. Make her yours for ever, and 

you are “a military man,’’ rely upon it she will do her very best to 
make you happy, for her motto is—an officer’s good as a feast! 

great many people we meet are much favoured ; exceedingly 

favoured ; really very much favoured indeed—ahem !—i//-favoured! 

Blindness would not be such an infliction to some women, as to 
others, who—make greater use of their eyes! 


** Believe me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which he gazed on so fondly to day, i 
Were to change by to-morrow and, &c., &c., &c. 


* +++. . he’d marry somebody else, he would, indeed, and nobody 
al even civil to you! 

ember this; it takes two people to quarrel, and that bad- 

tempered people punish no one so much as themselves, for—N.B., N 


| eas |B, in fact N as B as you possibly can N,—“ kicking up a shindy ” 


a but injures the kickers own skins. 
Avoid weeping and gnashing of teeth at all times, but more espe- 
y it oo paint, and your teeth are—are—very perfect (and 

ve 
an Why don’t people who wear false teeth, have them sometimes 
“4 & Little less regular, upon the principle of the sensible grey wigs 
see and admire ? 

88 BLoominc May makes a very tremenjuous mistake when she 
oe, neweclf to be talked into connubializing old Sir Fxozepur 
BR. Misg May’s dismays when she discovers all his decem- 
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berlin rj a : : F 
one & ~ shams will be too painfal: Even “Bonnie Dundes” in 

18 Connet de nuit didn't. we dare swear, look half as nj in hi 
killing kilt, therefore a rear, nice as in his 

3 erefore only Imagine Str Frozepve en aeshabilie!’ No 

_ bi et him take old Miss 7 \BITHA Anne Goren, and leave Mics M AY 
0 ee ta for though “eighteen - seventy-one A.D.” is very 
agreeable, 18 and 71 a-gree in no other manner! 
. Dr La THomrsox THoxrson and his wife, the Lany Lorisa DE LA 

ak I HOMPSON, act in private theatricals: De ta T.-T gets the 
ty of a fast swell, his wife that of a pert chambermaid: in his réle 
of “ roaring blade he has more than once in fact, very often. to kiss 
the pert chambermaid: //i: comes natural enough to De ra T.-T. — — 
if it wasn't his wife. 

Lapy Lovisa pe 1a THompsox-THowpson’s lady's maid is an im- 
pudent hussey, and very much in her way; Lany Loctsa’s going to 
send her about her business : quite right; especially 1s she was not 
only in her way, but in her husband's. 
_ Literal translation of “Relief 2 meusd et thera 
immensely and thoro'ly board! 

Marriage: Miss ing your freedom! 

Here's a new name for “‘ lovers’ quarrels :"’ Chérie and bitters! 

The great thing in married life, if you want to be happy, is to 
believe, steadily believe, yourself to be a// @ woman can by any possi - 
bility desire, and *ot to allow yourself under any circumstances 
whatever to be talked out of going on believing it. 

How many highly respectable people are tnere, who entirels 
disapprove of doing in public—under the mistletoe, let us term it— 
that which they do not disapprove of doing — — under the rose! 


’ relief from being 


However we must say that the 1871 rose is of the smallest possible 
dimensions, which is a mistake: for you may safely rely upon it 
that of a/l the sins which Society commits, against “the laws” of 
Society, the most utterly unpardonable is — — being found out! 











i . bs reral horses 

Tue Sanitary Inspector of New York reports that seve 
have been se ] the strychnine in brewers’ grains! If beer is 
to be taken cum grano in t 


think it is time to go against the grain of th ers. | 
vert their hops ad a dance of death in this way, it 1s time some of 


y poi ‘hen 
treated to a dance upon nothing. If they poison us whe 
nT. pull of beer, we will give them a drop—of six feet—in 


return. 


his way—with a grain of strychnine—we 


Mischief Brewing. 
the brewers. If they con- 





More Nice than Wise. | 
gh the rooms at Burlington 


‘asTiprovs critic scampers through 
. visits he might become wall- 


House, fearing that if he prolonged his 
eyed. 
Hair-splitting. . 
r ‘i shilling, when you can get & 
W ut your own heir off with a shilling 
barber to caf your bair off for you and shampoo you into the bargain 
| for that very moderate sum ? 
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FOREIGN PARTS. 


A Logicat Depvuction. 
Uncle (iust returned from India, to Bessie) :— Au, I Don’? supPosE you KNOW wHO J Am!” 


Besne :—l'vg 8EEN YOU BEFORE, THOUGH!” 


Unele:—“I pon'T KNOW HOW YOU COULD DO THAT Were DID you sEE MEP” 


”? 


Basie :—“At THE 'LoGicaL GARDENS 














CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


JUNE. 


We imagine few periodicals will be more popular this month than 
Cook's Ezeursionist, which contains all the necessary information as to 
what parts of France can be visited, and the yet more necessary infor- 
mation as to what parts are not to be visited yet awhile. We may 
just note, by the way, that the best “papers” (next to his passport, of 
course) that a tourist can show will be a Coox’s Coupon. 

London Society is full of picturea, but with some exceptions they are, 
we fancy, hardly as good as they have been under the new régime 
hitherto. Mr. Prancuz, Mu. Yates, and Mr. J. Greznwoop are among 
tne contributors, who make the number an amusing and readable one. 

Our Young Folks is pleasant and varied. It isa great pity that the 
art is not better; the drawings are all so amateurish. 

Tue Atlantie Monthly has the continuation of “‘ Kate Beaumont,” a 

and well told. “Bubbles from an Ancient Pipe” is feeble, 
it cannot be Brer Hants. There is a charming poem 


the number is strong. 
[The week before 


was called the Gentleman's Journal.) 
We have also received The Illustrated Review, Gentleman's Journal, 


Young Ladies’ Journal, Golden Hoars, University College School Magasine, 
Westminster Papers, Le Follet, : 


Speaking Like a Book. 
Our sage says that ycu can most readily lay your hands upon a 
volume when its a-tome. 


ee LO 


_“ Naver Enrzrtam a Garupor.”—Let the leaves of your méntal 
diary of wrong be of “ blotting” paper. bo 


LONDON: JUDD AND CO., PRINTERS, 87. ANDI 
NOE 


by Wuirrier, 
“The Robin,” and the “ Whispering Gallery” is about Dickens, so | 


by a slip of the pen, the Gentleman's Magazine | 


Guswers to Corresyondents. 


{ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss.) 

A Waac.—We should be inclined to call you wag-gravating. 

Sk &LtTON.— We make no bones about declining it. 

Frencu CAPERS.— None of your sauce! 

“CHILD oF EartH.’’"—We think we have heard of you and your 
“ golden hair’ in a song. If you write such nonsense any mere, said hair 
will run a chance of being shaved off : a 

D. W. (Islington).— Your 7 aemrenne to France in blank verse 18 
wanting in one particular. It's quite blank enough, but where's the verse ? 
Sure you weren't thinking of blank cartridge ? ; 

WALLABY.—That joke won’t hold water for a moment, but that wont 
surprise you, a8 you own you cracked i: the otherday. 

F. P.—The lines have no more poetry in them than railway lines. In 
fact, railway lines would have one advantage over them, for they du possess 
points. 

TuEo.— Yes: but we never discurs Theo-logy ! 

Fetuow H. S —Many thanks. . 

T. H. G. (Bromley).—No, thanks! And it would not be a bad joke to 
ohio, your letters to the Fun Office, 80, Fleet-street, instead of the 

I. W. K. (Lee Park).—You should, as an Editor, have set 4 betier 
example, by complying with our rules, ’ 

ined with thanks:—Bogey; A. W.; W., Stratford New Town; 
Blatta; J. S. C , Yeovil; Warwick; J. M. M., Canonbury; Silex; H. = 
Nix; T. C., Liverpool; F. 8. W.; T., Surditon; L. M. L., Liverpool; 
Toodles ; I C., Barnsley ; — Prince's Theatre, Manchester ; Tig, Moorgate- 
street; “Lulu” ; Young Man from the Counter J. W., Manchester; Ken- 
dame; E. W. F.; oe Clodhopper; W. R. P.; W. W., Wells-stree: 
finker ; R. P., Laurence ouniney. ane; “‘ Thoughts ;” E. M., Shephe D.: 
Bush \R. T. 8.; M. T.; G. R., Winchester Buildings; Pussie; 5. 
Kingsland; W. 8. B.; A. F.; A Noodle; R., Leeds. 
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Besne :—1'vg SEEN YOU BEFORE, THOUGH 


” 


Basie :—“AtT THE "LOGICAL GARDENS 





CHATS ABOUT MAGS. 


JUNE. | 


Ws imagine few periodicals will be more popular this month than | 
Cook's Exeursionist, which contains all the necessary information as to 
what parts of France can be visited, and the yet more necessary infor- 
mation as to what parts are not to be visited yet awhile. We may 
just note, by the way, that the best “ papers"’ (next to his passport, of 
course) that a tourist can show will be a Coox’s Coupon. 

London Society is full of pictures, but with some peoepteene they are, 
we fancy, hardly as good as they have been under the new régime 
hitherto. Mr. Puancuz, Mu. Yates, and Mr. J. Gregnwoop are amon 
tne contributors, who make the number an amusing and readable one. 

Our Young Folks is pleasant and varied. It isa or pity that the 
art is not better; the drawings are all so amateuri 

Tue Atlantic Monthly has the continuation of “ Kate Beaumont,” a 
good sony one well told. “ Bubbles from an Ancient Pipe”’ is feeble, 
it cannot be Brer Hanrsz. There is a charming poem by Wuirrizr, 
“The Robin,” and the “ Whispering Gallery” is about Dickens, so | 
[The week be | 


was called the Gentleman's Journal.) 
We have also received The Illustrated Review, Gentleman's Journal, 


Young Ladies’ Journal, Golden Hoars, University College School Magasine, 
Westminster Papers, Le Follet. 


Speaking Like a Book. 

Our sage says that ycu can most readily lay your hands upon a 
volume when its a-tome. 

a 


“ Never Enrerraux a Grupos.”—Let the leaves of your méntal 
diary of wrong be of “ blotting” paper. 













the number is strong. ‘ 
fore last, by a slip of the pen, the Gentleman's Magazine | 
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A VISITOR FROM FOREIGN PARTS. 
A Loaicat Depvcrion. 
Uncle (just returned from India, to Bessie) :—‘ Au, I Don’? suppose you KNOW wHo J Am!” 


Uncle :—“I pon'tT KNOW HOW YOU COULD DO THAT Werk DID you sEE ME?” 





GAushwers to Correspondents. 


{ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom 
ed by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss.J 

A Waa.—We should be inclined to call you wag-gravating. 

Sk &LtTON.— We make no bones about declining it. 

Frencu CApers.— None of your sauce! 

“CHILD oF EarTH.’’—We think we have heard of you and your 
“‘ gulder hair”? ina song. If you write such nonsense any mere, said hair 
will run a chance of being shaved off 

D. W. (Islington).—Your ‘apostrophe to France in blank verse ” is 
wanting in one particular. It's quite blank enough, but where's the verse ? 
Sure you weren't thinking of blank cartridge ? : 

WALLABY.—That joke won’t hold water for a moment, but that wont 
surprise you, as you own you cracked i* the other day. : 

F. P.—The lines have no more poetry in them than railway lines. In 
fact, railway lines would have one advantage over them, for they du possess 

ints, 

THEO.— Yes: but we never discuss Theo-logy ! 

FEtuow H. S —Many thanks. ; 

And it would not be a bad joke to 


T. H. G. (Bromley).—No, thanks! 
address your letters to the Fun Office, 80, Fleet-street, instead of the 


I. W. K. (Lee Park).—You should, as an Editor, have set a better 


example, by complying with our rules. 
ined with thanks:—Bogey; A. W.; W., Stratford New Town; 








Nix; T. C., Liverpool; F. 8S. W.; T., Surditon; L. M. 
Toodles ; I’ , 

E. W. F.; Coun 
; R. T., Laurence mma ene 7 
R. T. S.; M. T.; G. R., Winchester Buildings; Pussie ; 
; W. 8. B.; A. F.; A Noodle; R., Leeds. 
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Blatta ; J. S. C , Yeovil; Warwick; J. M. M., Canonbury; Silex; H. R.; 
L., Liverpool; 


C., Barnsley ; — Prince's Theatre, Manchester ; Tig, Moorgate- 
Lula”; Young Man from the eer J. W., Manchester; Ken- 
, . P.; W. W., Wells-street , 


Clodho ; W. : 
¢Poun'ney-iane; Thoughts ;” E, M., Shepherd » 
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AWFUL RETRIBUTION! 
DIDN’T IT SERVE HIM RIGUT THAT THE SNOW SHDOSTD FALL OFF THE ROOF ON HIM, WHEN HE HAD THE AUDACITY TO CRY, 

**HOULER, BOYS, HERE’S MORE Guys!” 
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F \ RUSTIC RACE. 
Spon te RELIANT —WELL, FARMER JAN, Wor’s THEE THINK O TIPS -RACL 

DITTO—AW! I pUNNo. I DIDN’ KoM To ZEE THE O38-RACI ORLA 

IS MOSTLY BEVOR, AN’ THE LAAST ONE BEHIND, THEY TOL Mb THAT NAC wo | | 

| THINKIN’ I MED A BORT A CoW OR TWO; BUT I CANT VIND NOR! BUT SPIDER-LI L Uhl | 
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BELLA.—I say! you 





THE HALFPENNY 
POST: 


aA! ice you’re absent from 


home, and your wish is 
To dine off some favourite roast, 
' The best way to order the dish is 
The halfpenny post. 





ry 


' 






When to Greenwich you anxious to 
roam are, 
| Tell your wife you debarred by 
the most ‘ 
Grave business from dining at home 
are— 
fer halfpenny post. 


And yet there are drawbacks to 
count up! 
You with tradesmen’s requests will 
be dosed 
(Who have bills to make, large in 
amount, up) 
er halfpenny post. 


Chen, how practical jokers can pelt 
you! 
What insults and libels, engrossed 
In a legible hand, will be dealt you 
“vy halfpenny post! 


So, in spite of his tastefully deckt 
card, 
Can the Postmaster-General boast 
He has given us quite the correct 
card 
Fer halfpenny post ? 





AN IRISH DEFINITION.—A ship- 
mate—Jack Funk. 


SAW THAT FELLOW GO BY IN THE BOAT JUST NOW. 
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Diver.—HERE, JOr, GIVE Us THAT HELMET, AND LET’S GO DOWN OUT 
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WELL, IS HE A ROW-MAN OR AN (N)OAR-MAN? 


A DECIDED ADVANTAGE. 


UNTING men who live in 
town have the pull over the 
Nimrods of the shires: when the 
weather is not ‘‘ open,” the theatres 
are. 





HEAT-Y TIGHT-Y. 
HE greatest anomaly in the way 
of liquoring up is—Scorch 
whiskey cold. 





POST-PRANDIAL. 
HEN one dines @ prix fx, 
commencing with soup and 
finishing with desert, the latter must 
be the Appendix. 





SOMETHING TO MAST-LX. 


WHEN are pigs like horses? When 
they are ona (h)ay-corn diet. 





NOT WORTH A RAP. 
F one is bound to have a rap, on 
would prefer to have it in one s 
’ 1.] . 
palm rather than on one’s knuckles. 





VOLUNTEERING. 

ISS McFLYRT says th 
she so loves the military that 
before she looked on any one as the 
apple of her eye, she would make 
sure he had a corps. 
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Our Girls, having been to the Christy Minstrcls, have been trying some Nigger Ma \ IT TILL 1 
, \ : ‘RE, You GIRLS, YOU’ EVER < NYTHING OF IT TILL \¥ 
RosIE (whose chignon occupies the centre of the picture),—LOOK HERE, YoU GIRLS, YOU'LL NEVER MAKE ANYTHI 
BLACK YOUR FACES, 


A COUNTRY COUSIN’S Noe 
INQUIRY. : 
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DEAR ALICE, 

I write with good reason— 

| _ Indeed, we are deeply distrest !— 

To ask, at this change of the season, 
| 
} 
| 
} 


How ever we are to be drest ? 
The war contrives from us to sever 

La Mode’s most important domain. 
I confess I can’t see how we ever 

Shall be in the fashion again! 
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Pray, for bonnets what trimmings 
are new in? 

| And how shall we cut out our ae 
gowns? se 
They seem bent us poor ladies to <S 
ruin SSSETcery 
| With this sacking and seizing of 
towns! 
| As for flowers, our desperate plan ’ll 
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Be just to endure the home-made! 
| We must wear cotton, woollen, and 
flannel, 


| For gros, faille, foulard, and bro- 
| cade. 
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The most commonplace of cos- 
| - umes; 
| Little delicate contrasts they know 
| of, 
Or elegant trimmings and plumes. 
fir smartness looks shabby and 
_Stingy, 
Their soberness quakerly dull, | ‘ ‘OU 
ir patterns, so horribly dingy, Major.—I say, Boots, WHAT DO ¥OU these ' | 
Are what brother Fred cails a BOOTS ? VE JUST SICH ANCIHER PAIR DOWNSTAIRS: | : 
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fact !—and here’s a bit of it 
I whittled off foratoothpick.” 
And he produced a splinter 
of wood, which he handed 
round, 

A quiet stranger in the cor- 
ner examined it closely, and 

| then said, 

** Ves! it’s quite clear you 
have been in the Hyperbo/ean 
Regions !” 

**Oh, frequent!” said the 
skipper, innocently, 


a A STICKER. 










APTAIN WASHING. 
TON P. CRACKER 
| was not an Englishman, 
chiefly because he was born 
of American parents at Bos 
ton, U.S. He was not a 
captain in any particular re. 
giment, principally on ac- 
count of his having taken earl) 
to the seafaring persuasion. 
He commanded a_ barque 
called ‘* The Lyre,” possibly 
because she had long bows. 
He was strictly veracious, 
in one sense, was Captain 
Washington P, Cracker. But 
that particular sense was the 
only one he never exercised. 
One day, mention was 
made in his presence of the 
numerous and courageous 
attempts made by English 
seamen to reach the Pole. 
**Gee-ericho!” said the 
captain, *‘ they never went 
far enough—got skeered, and 
kem back right-away! Guess 
this cheild ’s been a consider- 
able deal closer—on tew the 
ole stick. How did I man- 
age? Why, always kept a 
| kettle o’ water b’ilin’, and | 
| when the ship stuck in the 





A BUSTER. 


E are informed by a 
| correspondent whose 
| intelligence is mvariably un- 
trustworthy, that the new 
balloons, which now convey 
passengers from Paris, are 
called In-nubi-’buses. 
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MATTER OF COURSE. 


. OW many of these 

hares would you 

like?” said a noted coursing 

squire to a friend, who had 

been out for the day with him. 

‘* How many, eh? A brace 
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| a ie wore with the Ist SPECULATOR.—DIVISION OF LABOUR ON THE OLD PRINCIPLE, EH? 
ae a Seale EE net, ale | 2nd DITTO,—WHAT DO YOU MEAN? or- 
‘ —_—_ 7 ‘ > ; 2 ¢€ Ne 
about—afore we sighted the | Ist DITTO,—OH, ONLY THAT I’M TO HOLD THEIR POCKETS OPEN WHILE YOU HELP | The leash said, the soon- | 
b YOURSELF OUT OF ’EM! est mended,” was the prompt | 
| reply. 
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DoMESTIC.—N UW, THEN, Missts, MAUN I FEED TILE PIGS FIRST, OR GIVE YON MAN HIS DINNER? 
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7 aa "THE news of the earth- 
quake in America con- 
n iter to the effect that 
‘*many buildings are cracked 


in’ Boston.’ Why, wors 


oa E trust Mr. FORSTER 
- will press still further 
his Educational Measures. 
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ore They might fairly be ex- 
nd | tended to Ireland, and if they than that! one of the TRAINs 
could be so framed as to in- ‘ j \ ked, and they ‘ve ship- 
ou clude the local Peerage, it a | tee 1 him to Marseilles. 
an | would be no disadvantage. | TA NS Os \ "a an 
Atany rate, Irish Peers might ‘a nN \ . | “BAY YOUR LEAF IS 
he be expected to know a little 


TIILN the conquero 
wreath adorns tf 


, ? ' 
wrong brow, why is it like 


of what ‘‘every schoolboy 
knows.” In a recent novel 
bythe EARL OF DESART, after 
telling us what ‘‘every tyro 4 
of a girl” would understand, | | 
the noble author says: 


fashionable suburb at 
West End? Because ji 
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ne “But, then, I was a man, and a ‘ON FOR TH 

n- Dr. Johnson's surgical operation is GUL ss Ty 44 

\N required to get such knowledge | ADMIN. d 

y into the head of a male biped. \\ weet: sha Sons Oe 

© The surgical operation al- the better now ¢ 
luded to would seem to be we no longer trust toa RE 
SYDNEY SMITH’s method of for t struction of 
getting a joke into the head 


of a Scotchman. Dr. JOHN- 

SON travelled tothe Hebrides, 

we know. Perhaps he also 

went to Ireland, and he may 

have seen the natives trepan- 
| ning geese. 
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ye re Irish the moment you 








LIKE CURES LIKE. deo ye’! he m 
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| RANCE is indeed Mik ft ASHIONS. can” CHIGNON yer mouth, ye put yer fut in 
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fog. Will aid come from the 2, ‘[HE UP-BRAIDED SKIRT. the drvgue gets there !” | 
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‘“T say, TRAPNELL, WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH THESE CONFOUNDED PHEASANTS OF YOURS? THEY WON’T GET UP, AND, YOU KNOW, I CANT 
SHOOT THE POOR DEFENCELESS THINGS UPON THE GROUND.” 
“WELL, SIR—WOULD YER 'ONNER BE SO GOOD AS TO THROW A STONE OR TWO AT ’EM? P’R’APS THAT’D RISE ’EM. THEY ’RE THE OCKARDEST, | 
ONGRATEFULLEST LOL O° BEGGARIN’ BIRDS I EVER RARED. IF YOU'LL BELIEVE ME, SIR, 1’VE A-NUSSED THEM THARE BIRDS LIKE BABIES, 
AND NOW, ’STEAD O° DOIN’ A PORE FELLER A TURN, AND GITTIN’ UP AS PHESENS SHOOD TO SHOW SPORT, BLOW ME IF THEY DOESN’. PECK 
| 
| 
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AT ME WEN I TRIES TO RISE 'EM! 
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WHAT IS THE USE OF GIVING AUGUSTUS A ** WARM CORNER,” WHEN ARABELLA WILL SNEAK DOWN TO SEE HOW THE WARMTH AFFECTS 
HER CORNER IN HIS HEART? 
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OUR PICTORIAL CENTUPLE ACROSTICO-CHARADICAL PUZZLE 


(The solution will be given on the 31st of September next, by which time the Artist thinks he will have found out what it means himself. ) 
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IMCEe.. STREETER, 
37 CONDUIT STREET, Five poors rrom BOND STREET, LONDON, W., 4 Clocks 
an | 


Goldsmith, Jeweller, Diamond Merchant, and Manufacturer of English Lever Watches 


BY MACHIN EB\ 


Latest Novelties in 18-carat Gold Jewellery for Chri tli Presents and New-Year’s Gifts ; 
MORE DURABLE, AND GUARANTEED NOT TO LOSE COLOUR. 


THE NEW ILLUSTRATED CATADRORE POST JFREE FOR TWO STAMPS. 


me es 





——————————— 


Des OE LIN I, Ceo Shenton 


— ee neti ee eS a — 
~ Ne _ 





me ee + ee ee = Se 








